
CIHM
Microfiche
Series
(IMonograplis)

iCMH
Collection de
microfiches
(monographies)

II
CaiMdton liwtftute for HlMorieiri Mieranproduetlom / Imtltut CMiadiM da micrarapraductlom MstoriquM

©1995



TIM ImtituH hM nmiipMl to abuiii tiM bMt oclfiMi
copy mitaMt tar IHmint. FMtww of tth com whMi
IMV bt MWIemphicMy mlqtw. ahidi IMV alw My
sf MM iNin in Mm rapradunion, or oMoli Mty

ioff

0Ceto<mdeonn/
Couwtun d> tautaw

CoMn
Coinamira H|«t

Conn raitorad wid/or IminMid/
CouDMun mtMirt* «/bu pMieuH*

CowtMtmMiit/
Lt Iflra tfB eonMrtura manqiw

Coleund muM/
Carm t*oya|iiili|un an eoalwir

Cohwrad ink (i.<. oIlMr than Mua or bteekl/

Enar* dt caiilwr (i.a. aim* qua Maua o« noin)

Coloorad platai and/or Hlunratians/

Planahai at/ou illunratiom an eoiHaur

Bound witti otlMT matarial/

RalM aaae d'amrai documanti

Ti^t Mndint nay cauta ihadom or dittertion

aloni inurior niat|in/

U raliura larrta pant ciuMr da romtra ou da la

dntoraion la long da la nuTfa intMawa

D addad during lattoratian may appaar
within dM tan. Whanaaar peariMa, «mm haaa
baan omittad from filmini/

II w paut qua cartainM pafai Manchai 4oM«ai
Ion d'una ratiauration apparainant dana la t«ta.
mail, ionqua aala tait poaiibla. cai pagas nont

Additional eommanti:/

Commantairai iuppltmantairai

:

Thii itam it fibnad at tha raduction ratio ahaekad balew/
Ca doaumant ait film4 au taux da rMuction indiqirt ei^laneua.

a

/ Neiaf taahniquat at blMioraphiquai

L'InttitHt a microfilm* la maillaur axanvtaira qu'ii

luiaMpoiaiMadaiaprocurar. Lat d«taih da eat
ammplaita qui torn p*M-«tta uniquaa du point da MM

raproduJta. ou qui pauaant axiiar a
dans la mMMda normala da fHmata font indiquia

Colourad patai/

ftgaadaceulaur

Patatdamapad/

"ITI

f»m> raatorad and/or laminatad/

Paiaa laataiviaa at/o« p*IUari*ai

Qr*|a>dteolou>ad.ttainad or taxed/

raia«dicoloriai.tadMtiei

j
tPatndalaehad/

EShoothrough/
Tramparanca

Oualitv of print nriat/

Qualiti in<iala da rimpraision

Continuow peginetion/

Pagination continue

Indudai indaxlail/

Comprand un (daa) index

Tide on heedar taken from:/
La litre de I'en-ttte proaient:

Tide pega of Inua

Page da litre da la

I I

Caption of inua/

D

Inua/

limeiwn

Tiira da depart de la liaraiion

«n«rique Ipiriodkiueil de le Harahon

12X

ax

Em
20X 24X 2IX

m
Ux



TtM copy fllmMl hara ha* b««n raproducMl thank*

to tha ganafoalty of:

National Library of Canada

L'axamplair* fllmi fut raprodult grie* A la

g4n«r9(Mda:

BIMiotMiiua national* du Canada

Tha Imaga* appasrlng hara ara tha ba*t quality

po**ibl* conaidoring tha condition and laglblllty

of tha original copy and In kaaplng wdth tha

filming contract ipaelflcatlona.

Original coplaa In printad papar eovara ara fllmad

baglnning with tha front covar and anding on
tha laat pag* with a printad or llluatratad Impraa-

•kin, or til* back covar whan approprlata. All

othar original copio* ara fllmad baglnning on tha

firat paga wKh a printad or llluatratad impraa-

lon, and anding on tha laat pag* with a printad

or llluatratad lmpr***!on.

Th* l**t r*cord*d fram* on aaeh microflcha

•hall contain tha aymbol ^»- (moaning "CON-
TINUED"), or tha aymbol V (moaning "END"),
whichavar appliaa.

Map*, platas, chart*, ate., may b* fKm*d at

dHfarant raductlon ratio*. Tho** too l*rg* to b*
*ntir*ly Included In on* *xpo*ur* *r* flim*d

baglnning in tha uppar laft hand eomor, laft to

right and top to bottom, a* many frama* a*

r*quir*d. Th* following diagram* illu*tr*t* til*

mathod:

Laa Imagaa auhrant** ont Mt raproduitaa avac la

plu* grand *oin, oompt* t*nu d* I* condition *t
da la nattat* da I'axamptaira fllmi, at *n
conformity *v*c I** condition* du eontrat da
fllmaga.

La* •x*mpl*ir** origln*ux dont I* couvortur* *n
paplar a*t Imprimte *ont fllmi* *n comm*n«ant
par la pramiar plat at an tarmlnant loit par la

damMra paga qui comport* un* i mpr*lnt*
d'impr***lon ou d1llu*tr*tlon, (Oit p*r I* **cond
plat, aalon la eaa. Toua laa autra* axamplaira*
orlglnaux aont fHmte *n comm*n$ant par la

pramMra paga qui comporta una ampralnta
d'Impraaalon ou dlHuatration at an tarmlnant par

la damWra paga qui comporta una talla

ampralnta.

Un da* *ymbol** sulvant* ppar*hr* *ur la

damlira imaga da chaqua microflcha, **lon I*

c**: I* *ymbol* -*- lignifi* "A SUIVRE", I*

*ymbol* aignlfl* "FIN".

L** c*rt**, plancha*, tabl**ux, *tc., p*uv*nt ttr*

fllmi* i d*« taux da riduction diffirant*.

Loraqu* I* documont **t trop grand pour ttra

raprodult an un *aul cllchi, il a*t fUmi i partir

da I'angia aupiriaur gaucha, da gaucha i drolta,

at da haut an baa, *n pranant la nombra
d'Imaga* nie**salra. La* diagrammaa *uh>ant*

llluMrant la mithode.

1 2 3

6



fnCKOCOrt RBOIUTION TBT CMAIT

(ANSI ond ISO TEST CHAUT Mo. 2)

'•25 i 1.4

1^ !£
m |a2

2.2
in
u |a.

|» 112.0

1.6

^ /1PPLIED M^GE Inc
ieS3 Cost Main StrMi
Ptechwter, Nm> Yorti 14609 USA
(716) «2 - 0300 - Phww
t716) 2BB-5BM-Fax

.0'i:§' ',>.^ *""
iiHWiil.



/. ^Jfc. $£^ c^

Tb ^ (j)









^
4

i-HE REFUGEE







Robuui nad lelied his wrUt, wid agsin the ahot went vUn



THE REFUGEE
THB STRANGE STOEY
OF NBTHBE HALL

BT

CAPTAIN CHARLES GILSON

*TH nxCSTRATIONS
BT ABTHUa nfffKn

TORONTO
THK MUSSON BOOK CO.. LIMhUD

1810



PR(pO(3

xsi-

CaprAUtA, 190S, 1«10. br

The CnrviT Co.

PnUMui, Odcbfr. Mt

PRINTEO IN THE UNITED ITATES SV EUflFI PMNTINQ HOME



TO
BILEEN ASHWIN





CONTENTS
CHAPTIB

I Th« VlCOMM Lakd. '*^
II How THi TaouBu Bioam . ,

" ' jg
III 0» THB MAM'i iNVmiHAT. CtTNWKO '. '

39IV How Jmht AB.MHAW HOBB.D TBI IPnnCHCoach ^V 0» J.BHT ABlBiHAW't HbADLONO £lDB FoB
»-"' «

VI How A Broun Hbad Mat 1«a^ to 1
Bkokin Hbabt go

VII Mb. AMD Mb». Yatm at Homi . .
.'

"

102
VIII Thb Snabb im THB Gram ..... 120IX Baihet Hbioht ...... 142X Thb Mah at thb Cboii-Boadi . . .

'

155XI Tbbachbbt ' ' ._.
XII A Chaptbb op Accidenti . 191
XIII Thb Coot db Main .

'
' ' * 9ab

XIV JuDA. Gap .".'.''
M9

-^T f"".™"
*^°" ^""'* "' ™' Moon .

." 233AVi A JouRNBT TO London jwc

xvm J'""0"'Ho.„.nw..tst..bt" : :SXVIII SlAUOHTBB'j COFFBB-HOCM OOfi
XIX Thb Cup AND THB L.P ..' ^2
HI How THB Table, Wbb, TuBKBD . . 343XXn Thb Lab Eidb . . ««

XXIII Hbvbno, .

36"

XXIV phcbnix . ; ; ;
:

3^®

CoNCLcaoN .
?^^
403





LIST OP ILLUSTRATIONS

PAGE
Hol.nd h«l «i,ed hi. wrirt; «,d .g.i„ the .hot went

wide ... r. .

The nun boated In the top-room of the Sun Inn that
He knew every inlet on the North Sea eoait . . 5

The moonahine eaught the trigger, of a br«» of pistol.
in lii. Iiand. .

_ • . . 25D^g that firrt meJ the n«m held their ear. In one
Incenant flow of talk .... .

With one vring the yonngmuiwa. at hi, throat! . 69
Thi. time Jerry Aberjhawwa. very nearly caught. . 81

"'l^f^r^ ^^ "°^^ *» «" mill-pond, and
brood for hour, on the bridge ••.... 99

Take that money, he thundered, and meet me to^mo^ow
night on Banuey Height

jj.
He turned upon hi. heel and left the room . . . 139

"^'.^rT "*'" *"° ^"'' ^'' O™""^
sometime a vicomte in France jgg

'^'"i^"'^"'
.'''"' "P "•""" "' «'«n,".ei.i„g

Anthony by the collar of hi, coat .

*^

,„
. 159



LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS

rAoa

The Tieomte leated himidf on a faOen tree, opened

the letter, and read it 185

What'i thii? let out Sir Michael. Who in the name

of Perfidy, are yoa? 211

Step by itep, Boland drove him back toward the riTer-

bank 241

A jotaig man, itepplng oot of the door of a wayiide

Inn, hailed the coach aa it paased 261

Cloie the door, and let'i be alone 275

At he paued the little girl, ihe icreamed and clnng to

the old man'a coat 293

Aa quick aa thought, he had caught the torch from

Boland'a hand and daahed it into the conitable'a

face 309

Anthony liitened to their footitept growing fainter in

the ftreet 319

Picking them np and patting them down again with al-

mo(t tender care, and mbbing his hand* the while 327

Jerry never itmggled 349

Madcmoiielle, I have not yet accepted my defeat . . . 383

They turned at a breakneck gallop into the Dedham

road 397

Boland and Cicely were married in Dedham Chorch . 405



THE REFUGEE





THE REFUGEE

CHAPTER I

THE yiCOMTB LANDS

A T^^u^^^^ °»°' ^''° h«i «>»* from

to Uedham from Stratford St M«r». iT^^y boated i, the t-p-Z. of thfst J^

hS^T ^r^ ^*'*"'^ »°'* the port o^HulL At this, both Master Anthony Pad™aen m his fifteenth year, and John Coi^!'
jmpressed, then and there putting him downfor a smuggler, which, as a mattef of fa T̂e



4 THE REFUGEE
sunset and set off along the tow-path in the di-

rection of Flatford Mill.

A quick word passed between tht boys. John
vouched he had caught a glimpse of the heel of
a pistol-butt; and Anthony was even ready to

swear that he had seen the stain of blood on the

stranger's hands. Whereupon, off they went
in his tracks, holding back under cover of the
willows that fringe the banks of the Stour.

The man, with his short seaman's coat with
brass buttons on,the sleeves, and his short, stubbly

beard as black as ink, looked a desperate blade,

and into the bargain as strong as Hercules. He
was near as broad as he was high, with a chest as
deep as a chum.

Altogetht ;, there was an element of adventure
in the air—so much so, in fact, that at Flatford
the boys, deeming it expedient to remforce their

party, called for Willie Lott at his now famous
house by the Mill, and told him they were on the
track of a dangerous man. Lott listened, and
observed that he had best get hold of a bit of a
stick. He then turned into the cottage and came
out again with a bludgeon that could have felled
an ox.

"Are you armed yourselves?" asked Lott.
They both felt in their pockets. Anthony







THE VICOMTE LANDS f
produced a catapult, but John Conrtable could
do nothmg better than a sketch-book and a boxof crayons.

"No matter " laughed Willie, as yet as bold as
brass I reckon the three of us will be as much
as be 11 care to manage."

torrive^l*^"-'^**°«^"'-«^^-P^«

«J?ri^**l!°
*^

'^t''^^^ temporarily lost
fflght of the man. but on quickening their foot-
steps they soon caught the sound of his boots
"udcmg and cheeping in the mud. though he him-
self was entmjly lost to view; for. by then, thesun had set and a mist was risen in the vaUey ttat

T".!5 *^^r* ^ ** *»" ^^*« POPI*" and

£^S "^'' ^^ "^^ ^ °^^'^ to

fi^een Dedham and Flatf^d the country
tt laid outm nch pastures, bounded by leafy, toi^
taons l«ies. with her« and there a bayrick or abam. But at Jupe's and the VaUey Fpnn this^^ that m after years John Constible. theg«at landscape painter, was to make so famous,
comes abruptly to an end; and in tbe yewTof
fl^ace 8«rente«i hmidred and ninety-two he who
ventured farther set foot on No M.n'. t .„j
It IS a stietch i ' open marsh, as level as the sea.
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The poplars no longer tower into the air; and
even the crooked, dripping willows are few and
far between.

As the three boys picked their way across the
marsh, they felt their pulses quicken; for it was
an ugly place at any time, and most of all at
nights. There are many weird legends of the
Essex flats, of ghosts and will-o'-the-wisps, and
even in quite recent years there were smugglers
in the creeks. And barefaced rufSans they were,
who made no secret, but rather boasted openly, of
their crimes, breakmg into the inns at Brantham
in the small hours and shouting loudly for rum,
with their pistols smoking and the powder on
thdr thumbs. They were none of your forest
outlaws or peeping fugitives in caves: they car-
ried their cutlasses in their belts and their lives

in their homy hands, by day and night, in the
lowlands or out on the open sea. They knew
the dikes and the osier-beds as only the otters
and the foxes knew them; they were as quick as-

t^•^ first and as cunning as the latter; and they
put their trust in no man, least of all their
friends.

Yet this was not the whole of it. There were
other dangers by the score. There were the
dikes and bogs and, last but not least, there was
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mat ot a wide and silent pool.

fJJ^ T^^ ^ *^^ marshland between Flat-ford and Brantham locks. The pool^lfl,about a hundred feet across. No man^ h«

into the cr ter, it ,;pes in with a dull snliuh«.meth„ji.ke to t.at of a bullet into a bS^'

sign of hfe that is anywhere to be seen. Then itrs that you may stand upon the Gap and wS<ithe mgs upon the surface. rippW CardSbank so quick and close upon^ch otiS^t^!
« not possible to count them. YousS^dt^^ibence waiting for them to end. B^tbTZ
pJace with hfe, and as they softly lap the wood!

H-i"^^^"^." "^"^ ^^^ river-bank on the

warped with many years. Yet, should a do..

aCT;r';;e' T' "^ '^'' ^^ "^-^^^ *"-
S'a:J;;.*''

"''*^'- "" ^* *^-«^ the sea ia
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pie truth of the matter ia, that there is a long

and narrow creek, which, twisting and turning
as the river does, in general direction runs paral-
Id to the Stour, and carries the sea-water from
the estuary up to Judas Pool. When the river is
swollen, the fresh water pours down and mingles
with the salt; and at twelve o'clock, when the
moon is full and the spring tides rise across the
marshes, it is the creek that is flooded, and the
saltwater bursts into the river at the Gap.
When the man boasted in the Sun Inn that he

knew every inlet on the coast, a significant look
passed between, the boys. Though they never
spoke they understood each other; for the look
meant "Judas Gapl" Instantaneously, both
theu- eyes went back again to the man; and it
was then that Constable thought he saw the pis-
tol-butt; and Anthony, the blood upon the stran-
ger's hands.

At the meeting of the Old River with the
Stour the stranger turned to the south, toward
the cattle bridge that leads to the open marsh.
In the silence, the boys heard his heavy boots ring
out upon the planking, like the blows of a ham-
mer on a coffin lid. There was something ghostly
in No Man's Land at night
With fast-beating hearts they crossed after
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Jim on tiptoe. A« they reached the center of thebndge a water-rat did into the Hack, weedy
w«ter» and made up the stream. Each of the
b<)ys involuntarily drew back his hands and
Clutched his neighbor's sleeve.

Actoss the bridge, they stopped to listen. Themac had turned to the north.
"Zooksl" uttered Lott ir a trembling whisper.He s makmg fair for Judas Gapl"
He said the name with a touch of horror in

his tone; and John Constable caught the mood.
Let 8 go back," he faltered-
'No, no," said Master Anthony; "keep on."And thus they were put to shame by the young-

est of thrai all; and not for the first time by an/
means. Each of the elder boys had always heldAnthony in open admiration. They boastedt:^y of his friendship, not because he was theA '°'ir°^ *i*

^' gentleman who lived inNeth^ HaU-for, though the age of fealty was
passed, that of snobbery was not yet come-but
because his foolhardiness was matter for com-mon talk. John Constable had taken some of
hu. reflected glory to himself when he stood in
the Grammar School playground, the center ofan admmng group, and related how he had coneup to Tall Trees with Anthony Packe. andS
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him jump ftom one tree to the other, fifty feet
irom the ground.

^IZ t? *^*',.°? *^ "*^™ *h«y could h.ve
spared hun half hia spirit; for both were loath
to go on. and willing enough to let Anthony
lead the way. '

At Judas Gap he halted; and the three pauaed
to listen, crouching low in the long, coarse grass.whUe the water drew in about their knees.
They remained thus for some time, during

^^./^^ '^^ °'^'* '^"^•^ °^^ el^
they had heard his boots in the mud; and pre-
viously he had taken littie care of how he went,
never suspectmg that there were followers on his
track.

The whole place was inordinately still. They
heard only a pewit cry and the risiJig tide in the
creek genUy stir the reeds. There was not a
breath of an- when the moon rose and caught
the standmg water on the marsh.

Suddenly a long whistle, soft at first, but swell-
ing as it gained a higher note, broke out upon
the silence, of the night It came from Judi
vrap.

Then a silence, during which the boys hardly
d«ec1 to breathe The whistle was «peatiAnd then from far across the marsh came an
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J^^i^caU. like « echo fainted broken in

l^'J^ ^^ *° '*"**«• ^' he closed

nu Club. Constable was low down in the «««.

ea^erlyinthe'S^nX^^.p:^- ^^""*

AU^r^* ^*f™'='^«»«tenninabletime.At last they caught the sound of the wash of

^k JS/V^*^^ app„»chin^ up tSe

the^tliteT ?*"!,"* "P ^'^ ^-"^y- »°d catchingtlie white lowland mist, spread over it a whitfi^descent sheen, like that^of phosphoL* ^tLe

coZ°^''"uf
''^^'^ ^°"' ^ honor, "they'recoming nght on top of us I"

""cy re

thJ'^k"y:;'?s?'i^*°?^^- "^•^ *- -

likfl^l r 7 '""^'^ "^"P^' he had slipped
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To jump fttm Tdl Tree, wm one thin. ; brt

ion.loofced.te.choti,erMk«noe. Thewww^not
" y«tl between them. In the pde^j^^S
^«y each thought how white wJXX^ijuwme tmie before either found the voice to

.tU^J^^ "^^ ^r ^^•'" '^'^ Con«t.ble.

bS' »^"7' ''"* "^"^ *«»°'« hi. voice.He moved forward; but Willie Lott hadquickly gTMped him by the le^r.

Im not gomg to loiter here alonel There '•b^^dead men found in Juda. Pool before to-

v«7i^^°r'
°°'" "^^ Conrtable; "only keepyour head down, or we "te lost- ^ ^

^." gnxmed Lotti "I ^ I'd never

m^rr^i"* ?*^' ""^ °° *>»ht hoping to^the tertof a bad job. he pulled himL/to^
ffetto, and they crept on ride bv aide. Thev

^tte boat drawmg near to the entrance totte pool They could now hear the water drin2f«>»theoars. Then, on ag«n^^^tuntd they came unexpectedly upon MaSrl^.
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*^^y, fl*t upon hii face on «.- i..«i. j, ..
•-* flv.y^f^ i2:i^ l»«k of the pool

on the l«rf X\? !"" ^PP*'^ •"'J J"Wled

white f«e oTtiLU ;..S °b:°'*^f
^

upon a grave
"** "'™* *" • -tone

Ti«y g«-rf it ™t„^*r'"r' ™*'^)'-
»« "e bim I he i«..IkUr'.*"* "^ ""M



*• THE REFUGEE

twfCyI.!f
the moon they could dirtingui**^o fl^«,. the one, in the bow., le*nui/*3lW«d on hi. o.„. th. other. U^i^^-.t. « . n»n lie. b«i in . comforuS:

^i? ii'^^''
T" «^« ^"^n the other ride.

„^^ iiaaber under the tree!"

^Jtowed. Do you back her .gainrt t'other ride,n 1 il come roiind to yer tiiere."

;^J" groaned Lott, "we 're lortl"

In^'
^ '^'^ *^* '^* »*° the reed., clo.eto the q»t where the three boy. were. Tb^were no longer the rieuth-hound.. K .eonS^now the table, were turned. Int^^

would have to paw within a few yards of wher^tt^ky. Fortunately Anthony h«i «le<^^
place where the graw wa. high; and they Uvflat
u^nti.eir chest.. li«rtening to tiieirb^^J^.mg against the ground.

^

As the man passed the Gap he stepped into a

SLtbrs^' "r* ''"^''^ aS JohnConstable s face, sent a cold shiver down hi. back.
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The other nun in th<i k-.*
"d lit

. lantern. wS<?LS?1^f",? " ^'^^^

^•y across the wrfaS ST ^u*^*
«°^'*'^" P***

.pr«gontTf«nt^^n:^d?^-•^^^«t
to a pUehead in the rwT^? f* "•* P^t«'
down at the water's ^Z' J^ ''°"'^' ''« ^^^It

of«.eI«atclose£;:aS?SJ:::j"^*^«^wa,e

^•.-^itri^r«,e"j:^^^-
«^« heard him yawn wt^i. ^' *^* *V
«lf. extending iT!^. ^VS'r '^'^^^''^^'^ hi""

««ld see thTCfZt J"?u^"»*^' ««i «»«55
"W.,.»_

laUwg about his wrists^u^up
melud.«g„^,edheS^,.ter',

S^t" ''^*"^^'°**° how this boat hi i;

those of the^t1.otr^?°^?'^°'"»^*«>^
this « your ish^d f^ ofwST^'°'^- "So
h ard?" * ^™ ^ have so often

n.l'V'. ««J«imed the other "p„„, c- ume. this ain't no hiifhland foT ^' S"*
wotwecaI]sabitof*rS;t^r^«°o" It's
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"Ah, of the mist

bitter indeed, as you say.

REFUGEE
V nothing; but it

"Well,

land.

supposing yer ludship steps on ter diy

'Pardon, the

I can see.'

1 is wet That much, at least.

"Don't Rxgify," roared the other.

"I have not my dictionnaire."

"Git out, or I 'n jump in an* kick yer out of
IvI

"My friend, I will make that unnecessary. I
wiU do as you say. But, I teU you frankly, I am
not impressed with either this England of yours—or yourself."

At that, he stepped gaily on to land; and as
he did so the lig^t from the lantern caught the
golden buttons at his wrists.

And thus it was that the Vicomte des Ormeaux
first set foot upon the shores of England.



CHAPTER II

HOW THE TBOUBU: BEGAN

I»c» from the tok jK JT^ '^
'T'.

"^

•^h™^*T f* "^ snuff-box with a snav^*ough I understand not a word of what ^^u'

of a r..«r W- u * ''^'y "'"rtly figureota-iui. He spoke our language prettOy.^th
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only the shadow of a French accent He pw-nounced «ich word separately, in a crisp. incS^
mwiner^ feanng perhaps that he might find aifflcul^mbeuig understood. But of this therewas little chance. The correctness of his pro-
nunaafaon. as everything else about him, was
P^jmly overdone. And here, when we know him
^tter wdl we find his most radicated weakness.
Heideveiythrngtoowell. It would have been
better for hun m the end had he been a little lessof a masterful mip. He was a bundle of self-
confidence as he was a mountain of resource.
It was not withm the man. either in love or in

Z^Z'l'^.^'^T^i^^'^"''' He knew how

turned to foul; for it is very doubtful whefterhe ever possessed a code of honor of his own.He was m cruel as a panther, and as cumung .aa fox. Yet even after we have learned to Ltehun to do hun justice we must still carry thismuch m our mmds: he had always with him a
subtlesenseofhumorandwasinordinatelybrave. -

The man m the boat suddenly blew out his
lantern, and sprang upon the bank.
"Lookee here, me lud." he said, with a touch

°^^^T *f* ^^ ^^^^ considered a joke.
WJiat did yer ludship pay me for?"



W^Lm^

HOW THE TROUBLE BEGAN 21

"Wea^'D^T"'^''^^ contradiction.

"WeU^L7^^7- "Sink us if we ain't."»VeU, continued the other "m» »„j
considers that at this^bt ofX^ "^J"**'we ought ter come ternefil

Perceedings

withyerludship. Drnrw^Xr;?""""^^
^

We does.- said Gipsy. "Both on us."3" y.^^*^'« h« stopped.

<»nSf:Cf;erdrhS^r^--^^
riJno„ J .

r^rceea, as his ludship orders "
tripsy drew in a Ions breath i;t- - ^ "™f

".

to dive.
* oreatii, like a man about

"My name 's Yates," he bejran "Pin^, v *

"I don't dispute it." said the Vicomte. "But

ill*
i in
1

1
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"That's due to them there GnnHdng boots."ol»^ed Gipsy. "But where was we?*
^

Vic^te!'*
°'"'°"'' *°"°^«''*'" P™^P*«1 ««

took to knd you safe an' sound in merry Eng.

^i^i^r^
a honorable gent, born and bred,he s done it; and you being another honorableg« .

aLK, bom ^' bred, has paid him; and th^
whoktransactxon was fair and squax. a^d abo^W-whde It lasted. But it's finished-

"Pardon?"

"There ain't no pardong about it.
in England, all right? Are n't yer »"

The Vicomte threw up his hands.

I hkely to forget itl"

W^'^'J??'"
~°*^"''* ^'- Yates, "wot mymate wishes to specify is that he ain't undertook"to take you further."

"uucitook

"Then, gentlemen." said the Vicomte with th«^dowofabow. "Ihaveonlytotlicylfo
yc^^semce. and to wish you both-a ye^ g^

You 're

"Am
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handed over to I^J'*
"^^^ «^"*«' "rt" you Ve

rj ysires, JVow, then, fust of aU. the coin ».^e V^eoxnte whistling, pulled out his pu^' :ii

* ;!!
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because I have not enough. Truly, it u, not pes-
aible to give satisfaction to every onel"
"WeU, one louis ain't going to satisfy us."
Mr. 1 ates stepped away from the Vicomte anddrew^rom his pocket a long cord coiled around

"Un momentl" cried the Vicomte. for the firsttme ra^suig h^ voice. "You imagine, gentle-men, that you have mo k a trap. Permit me toexphun to you that the opposite is the case. I

mgly. Gentlemen, you are completely sur-
rounded. Observe!"

J "^
Gipsy dropped the cord, and the other man assuddenly let fall an oath, as three heads came

sunultoneously out of the grass. The Vicomtehad placed hmiself on the other side of the men;and the moonshine caught the triggers of a braceof pistols m his hands.

^
It was a wonderful stroke, yet no longer won-

derful when we consider the man's inherent cus-.
torn of finesse. Though his voice had been^rfectly^ and he had appeared throughout
selfpossessed and wholly at his ease, all the timehe had been glancing around for some method of«cape The marsh everywhere was desolate.He had no idea of where he was. He only knew
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^t if he foUowed the creek he would come again

Z^*^^^r*^' '"'* "*«* *=""*«<» that at

IrS^
*5^ ?!««• he would be able to find a

d^. Ih •
^'^^ *««/°«. he made up his mind todo, and m lookmg about him to select his gnnmdfor^pe his sharp eyes caught the figSS^J

tteteys. who. at the instigation of Anth^ex-
posed then- heads at the Vicomte's words.

«„!;^^'^^y rose to his feet before Anthony«uW Stop hm. Fortunately, he was the talS

nave been a full-grown man. But Anthony whofrom the start had faUen in with " e^Smte^
qe^bluff.heldJohnConstabletotheH^d'

nabJSr" "'^'^ "^ ^*-°' "-•«

«.^'IV"Sr**^
"^^^ "N-l'l-i it is. aa

„.'"^° ''*.'"" *^°"«'** ^*'" ^"«d the other. "Butweamttookyetr And as quick as ligh^g hewhipped a knife from his belt. HehaHia^
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one atep toward the Vicomte, when a buUet from
a catapult caught him dean between the eye^
He went down in the mud, groaning loudly

and crying out that he waa shot in the brain.
The Vicomte atepped across to Gipsy, and,

holdmg a pistol before his eyes, told him with a
great show of politeness to hold up both his hands.

"Mercy, me ludl" the man let out "It was
all gammon wot I told yer of Judas Gap. We
was only frightening yer, truth we was."
If that was all. they had made a sorry show

of It; for never was a man more tiunquil in the
world. Yet he said nothing in reply, but just
took Gipsy by the sleeve, and led him to the
bank of Judas Pool, aU the time holding his pistol
within an indi of his ear. And there he aiddenly
bundled him into the boat
After he had done that he returned to the other

man, who had by then got upon his feet, holding
his head and still crying out that he had been shot
through the brain. When the Vicomte again
raised his pistol, the feUow protested that it waa
enough to have killed a man once ; and forgetting
for the moment he was dead, leaped vigorously
mto the boat, taking the painter with him. He
dropped clean on to the back of his comrade's
neck. Yates, thinking it was the Vicomte, let
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^ .l»n h. ev^S te^bS:;"ZT^"

My name is Anthonv Pflr.t» «+

Uttip nf tk _r^^
oowed, for he had cautrht aiittle of the courtesy of the Vicomte.

*
And your friend?"
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The Vicomte smiled, and took it Then he

winced; for his own hand waa tliin and white and
no larger than a girl's.

"1 am overcome with the honor," he said, some-
how managing to smile again, though it is doubt-
ful whether he ever forgave Willie Lott that
shake of the hand. And indeed, in after years,
Lott himself bitterly repented it In proof of
which there is an anecdote:

Once John Nonstable set up his easel on the
brink of Judas Pool, where Willie Lott found
him before he had washed his canvas over.

"If you paint it, John, I '11 put my knife clean
through it—as true as the gospel I will I"

But the artist was busy with his palette and
did not seem to hear.

"I 'U not have it! I '11 not have it, I say I"

cried Lott, so persistently that Constable at last

looked up with his brush between his teeth.

"Why not?" he asked in surprise.

Lett's answer was prophetic.

"Because, John, pictures don't die, least of all

your kind. And you "11 not paint this, with me
standing by to kick the easel into the river, let

me teU you that, old friend. Is n't the Stour
Valley large enough, that you must be painting
the place where Willie Lott, of his own free
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will, gave hi. hand to the blackcrt-heorted ruffian
in all Christendom?"

the'SLr
"'^''': ""»P«^<^d it. WiUiel" broke inthe .rt»t whose heart was «=t upon the «:ene.

1 hen, the more fools we," said Lott "'Twa.
in the face of him-from the start."

J^ong the nver bank for near upon a mile. And
tv:ii;";^.^''''"^-*-^'--^»^etch

1
^"*, ?u ^''f

^'""°"'' "'«•'* *at the Frenchmananded they little dreamt of what the futJreZ
mstore. Indeed, then, as for months afterwaSthey darned hun aU that a courtly gentlem.^

for^J! w' ^"^^ """'^ *""" ^^' marsh-lands:
for he haa again complained that his feet werewe and cold. Together they ascended Jupe's
Hill, and entered Dedham. long after midnii.

htSth ^'t^'rf*"^^'^- On the w^'

LS TT?^r °^ *' R«^olution: of how hkbrother had died upon the scaffold, and how hehad seen his father's statue pulled down from itspedestal and shattered in the street in the midstof acheenngmob.
That there had been a statue of the French-man 8 father m Pans, profoundly impressed the I



M THE REFUGEE
boys; and, on being further questioned upon the
matter, the Vicomte owned that he had once
counted as his greatest friend the man who was
his King. Then he went on to tell them of the
terrible domgs in Paris: of how they had burned
the Pope in efflgy—a thing that seemed a colos-
sal scandal in the Vicomte's eyes ; of how the King
had fled in a glass coach, with the pale faces of
his wife and children hidden in their cloaks; of
how Jacobins Had converted Paris into a very
stubble-field of gibbets, and of how "his" France
was now dead and soon would be forgotten, and
the prison-lock had turned upon his King. So
that in no time he had the three of them gaping
and flushed in the face, and they were come to
Dedham Street.

Very dark and deserted it was; nowhere was
there anyone about. The old weavers' houses lay
together where the moonshine mingled with the
fog, in a single snaky line, that crossed the shadow
of the tall tower of the church and gained the
lower slopes of the v-lley-side.

The Vicomte stood in the square and ran his
eye along the street. He made a wry face as if
he were about to take a dose of some unpalatable
medicine.

"Dedham 1" he^ soliloquized, albeit aloud. "I
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would so much like to meet the man who gave itthat name At least, he had the gift ofSLthmgs as they are. But, without doubt/' aThfshrugged his shoulders, "without doubt he him!self IS long since dead." Then he laughed^tpuUed up with a sudden jerk. "MafTrul
whjspered. "but. after Paris, how q^u^j; how

It was the intensity of his manner mor« thanhis words that took the breath completdHut S^e boys. They stood round himfspeli^d!with their eyes upon his face.
As for the Vicomte. he stood silent and very

stiil for some minutes. Then, all of a sudden^launched out at the height of exeite^^t

"^7^S ^^ '^^' "^'^ ^^' but I am

Sel But""; '^ ^'^' "^ «°«*^^ ^ ^
tZ •!,

^ '^ her^here in this fog-

steS"'°
village; and I shake my fist at the

It was play-acting; nothing more. It waa
manifestly done only for effe^ct; for the s^"of which he spoke were hidden in the mist ^"
last words he had shouted at the top of his voice
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and without so much as drawing hreath, he

added, "Where 's the inn?"

But not one of his listeners yet could find his

voice. Louis des Ormeaux would have made his

mark upon the stage.

"I must find a lodgmg for the night," he con-

tinued. "We must rouse up these good people.

It is necessary for me to sleep."

Then Anthony, Packe, upon a sudden, gen-

erous impulse, did the thing which was at the

root of all the trouble that the future held in

store.

"If you will come with me to my house," he

said, "I am sure you will find my father will give

you a hearty welcome. All his sympathies are

with the Royalists in France."

The Vicomte agreed upon the instant. So,

leaving John Constable and Lott to spend the

night at Dedham Mill,—which was the property

of Constable's father,—Anthony and the

Vicomte passed through the street, and followed

the road along the Essex side of the Stour, until

they came to the house that was called Nether

Hall, which lay back a little from the road.

Here, Anthony, turning in at the gate, set

to a violent knocking at the great oakeo door.

It was several minutes before a front window
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was thrown violently open and a head in a night-
cap was thrust out into the air.

"I '11 not let ye in, ye young blackguard!" bel-

lowed a voice so loud that they heard the roost-

ing birds shifting on the branches of the trees.

"But, father—"

"Outside ye are, and outside ye '11 stop, ye
ragamuffin. Nor dare to speak a word to me.
Gallivanting about in the dead of night, ye black-

guard I What would the coimtry come to if all

were the likes o' ye?"

"But, father—"

!T)on't keep on fathering mel I disown ye,

once and for all. If ye choose to come home at
this time of night, ye can sleep in a ditch for
aught care I, or get some of your own low-down
playmates to take ye home to their pigsties of
cottages; but the only bit o' my house you rest on
is the doorstone."

And down went the window with a bang.
"A cordial greeting 1" observed the Vioomte,

laughing again.

"I apologize," said Anthony, meekly.

"For what? For a stem parent? An ex-

cellent thing. Ma foi, I had never a father that

I remember, beyond one that was fashioned in

stone, but once upon a time I had the very Jezebel
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of a wife. She also locked me out.
I went away and I did not return."
"I am dependent upon my father." said An-

thony, a trifle sadly perhaps, for he was not a
little ashamed.

"Tutl" cried the Vicomte. "That is nothing,
my young friend! I also was dependent upon
my wife. She thought whoUy so. I showed her
otherwise."

^^Can you climb J" asked Anthony,
"Mm Dim, no\ I would never force my way

into a stranger's house."

"He '11 give you welcome enough." answered
Anthony; "but he does not know you are here.
He was in too great a rage either to notice you
or to g^ve me time to explain. I know 1" he cried,
as if it were a sudden thought. "My sister's'

window I She'll come down and let us in I

She 's done it before for me, and my father never
says anything to her."

So round they went to the side of the house,
where they threw pebbles from the pathway
against a window that Anthony pointed out

It opened; and all they could see was some-
thing white.

"Cis?"

"Oh, Anthonyl"
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By her voice she was excessively shocked. TheVicomte was under the cedar-tii. bowin,, ^^unceasujg vigor, with his hat upon insS.
Cicely, let me in?"
(This in a soothing tone.)
"Oh, you naughty boyl"
(Plainly, she wavered already.) '
Please, Cia—dearr

"But I can't, Anthony 1"

woSr
"""

'"' ^°°^' '""^ '^°"''* '^' '^'

"Yes, you can. I caiied you 'dear'."
(Jhecoupdef ^e. The window closed.)Ihey passed or ptoe round lo the front • andthe« they waited patiently in the porcLWomen take a prodigious time dressingdon t tiiey, remarked Master Anthonv,bSon his hands as if they wera cold

'

At last, the door opened; and Anthony stepped
m,leadmgtheVicomtebythehand. ^^

Cicely Packe stood in the hall, candle in handand m terrible dishabille, with he^ fair ha^haT^'

"Monsieur le Vicomte des Ormeaux." said An-
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thony, with a regal wave of the hand, "allow me
to present you to my sister, Mistress Cicely
Packe."

'

The Vicomte bowed, lower than ever before.
But Cicely only turned very red and then blew

out the light.



CHAPTER III

OP THE man's INTETERATB CUNNING

TXthe days of the elder Pitt, Sir Michael Packe
M. had been a great man at St. Stephen's; one of
the old-tune statesmen who held that wholesale,
round abuse was the chiefest quality of debate.
But at the signing of the peace with America
he ordered his coach and drove away from Lon-
don, vowing he would never again set eyes upon
the Maa. He went to his home in the vaUey
of the Stour, taking to the covert-side with a
ieoier relish than he had ever had for White's-
and, though he nevermore set foot in the House*
of Commons, he remained the most vituperative
of orators upon any question of poUtics to the
very day of his death. He fully believed that

T^i^r!?"' ^^°^ *"" «°°^- If *he hounds
taUed to find in a certain covert, he world storm
loudly at the master, telling him England was
gone to the dogs and could breed neither foxes
nor men any more.

No one resented his vehemence, not even the
S9
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master of hounds. They all knew him too weD,
holding the common opinion, that if Sir Michael
had not the right to interfere, he at least was
not deficient of the lungs; and there vas no one
who could boast of the voice to talk him down.
Besides, there was never a shadow of ill will at
the back of his words. The irascible old baronet
was recognized as the kindest-hearted and most
generous gentleman in all the country-side. If
a beggar came to Him for alms he knew what to
expect: half an hour of the most virulent terms
of abuse, during which Sir Michael would go
purple in the face, and then, a silver crown and
a "Get out o' me sight, ye limpet, or I '11 have
8 gardener toss ye over the wall I"

Well on in middle life, Sir Michael had been
left a widower; and from that day on there was
a family of three persons living at Nether Hall;
the baronet and his two children. Cicely and
Anthony, with both of whom this history is nar-
rowly concerned.

At the time that the Vicomte first came to
Dedham, Cicely Packe was at the gate of
womanhood, fair in complexion, with a blue,
laughing eye and a manner that was the very
cream of gentleness. She ruled Nether Hall
with a velvet glove; and there was not a stable-
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boy who .mibbed a bucket who did not fondly
chCTid, m bia heart the belief that he was doini

L£' Au^^u
^"^^'^ ^" 1°^« •'^tween he*

th™ Z^
her brother, and often stood between

!t^ K,"^""^
""""" ^«^- 0"'«> her father

St "^7- "* ^"thony with a «tick; and

St!**'"* ^"'^'^ ^" hand to save him. took
the stroke upon her wrist. Then father and son
knocked their heads together in an attempt tofaM her, at one and the same psychological mo-ment and under the same impulse of true affec-

S.' yJ^V^ Tf.
*^ °^^ haronet himself who

took both his chddren by the hand, and leading
them mto the dining-room, set them down on
eitter knee, and told them they were all that hehad m the world to love. For. Sir Michael was
the same to his son as he was to the "limpets o'

J^f^' 1
^^°!L«h he abused him, he Whim

none tfie le«,. Things were only come to this
pass

:
the old man must storm and the son must

be stormed at, else both felt that something was
radically wrong.

*

Though for Cicely the Squire had never anangry word, even to her her father's very tan-
trums had become part of her daily life. When
he raged and roared and stamped his feet, scat-tenng the servants right and left, it was Cicely
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wily th»t was able to approach. At the very
sight of her he would begm to splutter and
stammer; and a pair of soft arms, twined
lovingly around his neck, would always do the
rest.

But poor Anthony had no such hold up<Mi his
father. He was obliged to keep out of the way
until the old man's wrath was past; and this fre-
quently was a matter for several days. The
evemngs when he' had returned late from his
nocturnal wanderings with John Constable were
invariably followed by a storm in parental quar-
ters. On the night he brought the Vicomte
back, he was later than ever before; and, the
following morning, no sooner had Sir Michael
got to the foot of the stairs than he bore down
upon a servant in the hall.

"Where 's that jackal of a son o' mine?" he
thundered.

The man, who was visibly shaking in his shoes,
was about to say that he had gone up to call
Master Anthony and found a stranger in his
room, but the old Squire never gave him time
to open his mouth. Taking it for granted that
Anthony was still in bed, he made back up the
staircase, puflSng and blowing like a grampus,
and, bursting into his son's room, came face to
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face with the Vicomte, strapping the buckles of
his shoes.

For a moment the Squire's eyes seemed to
threaten to spring out of his head. Twice he
opened his mouth, as if to speak; and, as often,
all he did was to come out with a great spas-
modic snort, like that of a sow when you strike it

with a stick. He took a step forward, and then
a step back; and finally, whipping out a large,
red handkerchief, covered his confusion by vio-
lently blowing his nose.

The Vicomte bowed.

"Monsieur," he began, "I fear I owe you an
apology."

"Zounds!" exclaimed the old baronet, finding
his voice in a gasp. "A cockroach of a French-
man, or I '11 swallow me hat I"

"Monsieur, I would not so imperil your diges-
tion on my account By the courtesy of your
son I was here for a lodging for the night. I
ask for nothing more, monsieur. They have
hounded me from Paris; one after the other all

my friends and family have passed from the
prison to the tumbril, from the tumbril to the
guillotine. They have taken aU I once pos-
sessed; and they have razed the house of my
fathers to the ground."
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"The blackguarda!" let out the Squin.
"They name it 'Liberty,' monsieur, and make

me run for my very life ; 'Equality,' and leave me
with one louis d'or and the clothes upon my back;
and also 'Fraternity,' and, mon Dieut they wish
to cut oflF my head I Ah, but we live and leam.
In the last two years I have lived a lifetime and
I learned much, though there is moue that I have
failed to understand; for example, monsieur, the
precise meaning of these three high-sounding
words."

It^ be remembered that Anthony had made
the Vicomte acquainted with his father's views
on tiie Revolution; and, indeed, at that time the
Squire's pet aversion was Mr. Charles James
Fox and the English supporters of the Republi-
can cause. Beyond a doubt, the Vicomte remem-
bered this, and had evai then some sweet re-

membrance of Cicely's face in the candle light;

else he had never played so skilfully upon the
old man's sympathies from the start And
certain it is that at that moment he walked into
the highest place of his esteem.

The old man, taking the Vicomte by the hand,
forthwith launched out in a tirade against Mr.
Fox, whom he termed "an arch-traitor" and "sedi-

A

iiw

ir>
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aon-prating knave." Then, suddenly remember-mg hu mm, he flew out of the room; and finding
Anthony on the staircase, caught him by the
cniff of the neck.

"Why did n't ye teU me. ye rascal, there was
a French gentleman with ye i' the garden?" he
thundered, shaking the boy vigorously and again
gomg red in the face.

"You never ?ave me time," choked Anthony,
restraming his laughter with difficulty. "I tried
to begin to explain-" But. his fatheA ended
the sentence for him, by sending him flying down
the stairs, at the foot of which he cannoned
against a maid-servant, carrying a tray with the
breakfast things that were all smashed to atoms
on the-4oor. Cicely always remembered the
mornmg oflhe Vicomte's arrival as that on which
the large China dish was smashed beyond repair.
The girl sang out "Lawks 1" and then sat

down upon the door-mat while Anthony went
over the top of her and landed on his head.

'That 's itl" thundered Sir Michael. "Smash
up the house about me ears, ye clumsy loons I

Why, m the name o' Thunder can't ye mind
where you 're a' going?"

Then, Cicely came out of the dining-room.
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wringing her hands when she saw the extent^
the damage, but breaking into laughter, despite
herself, at the faces of them all.

The Vicomte appeared, immaculate and ex-
pressionless, at the very moment that the servant
burst into tears. ,

'^Oh, ^1" roared the baronet. "Don't ye
trouble Oo^Jtkihber about it. ve female clown!
It's ovjff my belongings yo
throw^pon the 'floor!"

Sir," sobbed the girl, "I could n't help

/ I couldn't, sir!"

flp it! O' course you could n't help it, ye
chop-fingered mountebank—"
'ather," cried Cicely, "you did it all your-

tha^ he- began to iplntuj. itrr an oigine

ways he was
and mi^t easily have

ggest the invention to the renowned
[• lieu of that very historic kettle. It

lold gentleman was always imder the

,
/a maximum of steam. Invectives

flew backwards and forwards like piston-rods;
he hurled expletives like cinders in his path;
and his red face resembled the furnace itself;

while Cicely alone had the knack of opening the
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safety-valve, which caused so much splutterinir.
but eventuaUy cooled him down. i».

So quickly so on this occasion, that by the time
he had descended the stairs he was ready to own
that he had been at least partly insti

'^"^
bringing about the catastrophe, thou
held that.the maid ought not to J

the footman's work. None the>

*?3f«B;wIMi^dry h^ ears; ana^en,^^n^t with the e^^^ilis own m|^nce
and the responsibility onjrhost. hej^the Vi-

I comte mto the dining-room.
There a formal introdu^n took place.

Cicely blushed; the Vicomti bowed; and the
baronet, without further adi set tt, upon a

nl tha mib ktii their ears
tflow of talk. Long after break

rfinished. they sat and listened to stories
: Revolution, of the noble house of des Or-

meaux, and the experiences of the Vicomte him-
selt m distant quarters of the globe

Sir Michael sat with his mouth open, and now

tme. shifted restlessly in his chair, and so closely^d the boy hang upon the words that excitement
set^sparkle m his eye. Only Cicely sat with
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downcast eyes; but the Vicomte could make her
raise them at his will.

And he knew it. He suspected it as he helpedhmi^ to salt; he knew it when she handed him
the Effglish ale, which was not at all to his Uking.
For, around that breakfast-board, the devil hov-
ered with the key of old Pandora's box; and long
before they rose the invisible spirit of mischief
was already in the air. . - - — -

Never before had Louis''des Ormeauxlieen the
fair face of such an' English maid; and never
before had Cicely seen a man she so intuitively
feared. Thus the terror of the one and the love
of the other came into the world as twins, and
lived throughout those short and stormy days.
Upon t^e months that followed it is not neces-

sary to d^ieli-^he Vjcomta became one of the
family at Nether Hall and a w^-remembered
figure on the shady side of Dedhajtil Street.
There are men living in the valley hamlet toHjaa
who recollect hearing their grandfathers talk of
the foreigner with the lace ruffles and the spark-
ling buckles on his shoes.

It appears the mill-pond had some sort of fas-
cination for him. He was wont tc linger on
the old wooden bridge and watch the water stir-
ring the weeds and slipping out to that same sea





*
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2JL?*'^ ?' """^ °^ ^''»<«- Sometimes^tho^ w« h« c.„panio„, but more often hewasa^one. Once only was he seen with the girl.On that occasion John Constable was carryiLh« e^sel up the hill at Bergholt. when he7I!^denly upon two figures in a lane: <:icelvPacke. wath parted lips and ver, white in th^Shad drawn back against the trunk of an ehnher ha^ds clasped together on her breast. TheVicomte stood in the center of the roadwayk«ung eagerly forward, with hands outstretched
before hmi. as if he yearned to take her to iS
arms. ^^

taimed upon hun sharply; and hissed an oath inFrench brtween his teeth. And John Constable

^a^the boy first came to mistrust his father's

In the light of future events we now know thewhole story; though, at the time. Cicely never
revealed ^er secret to a soul. It seems tLt day
tte Vicomte asked her to be his wife. She re-fused hun; but he was not the man to take suchan answer as the last. From that day forwardhe pUgued her with his love. Never were they
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alone for an instant that he did not remind her
of it. Her mind was made up, she said; she did
not love hi^ Very weU. then, he was satisfied
to wait;iife had ah-eady learned enough of pa-
tience ai the hantj of Fate. Indeedyt^ was
the string that he loved best of alUa<ouch7V|Ie
strove'to play upon her pity fori* trials, |fcd,
like Othello, tried to make her love him for She
dangers he had pas^'d." But, howbeit, w^tH^e
most indifi^erent success. V
She admired him as a man of courage, o^fcat

much she was sure; yet she was also conscious
that she hated him, though she could not give a
reason why.

Her father noticed her antipathy, and up-
braided her upon it. Des Ormeaux, he said, was
a brave soldier and a highly cultured gentleman.
He was a type of the old French nobility that
the Revolution had rooted up. It would become
her better to show some distress in his misfor-
tunes and a little admiration that he bore them
all so well.

Sometimes he even thus addressed her before
the man himself. And then would the Vicomte
never fail to take her part, making light of the
very deeds that he kept magnified for her private
ear.
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Things had come to this pass in the autumn
of the foUowing year, by which time the French
had made away with their King and beautiful
Queen, and war had been openly declared.
The Reign of Terror was at its height. Many
of the surviving members of the French aris-
tocracy had taken up arms in the ranks of the
alhes; but the Vicomte des Ormeaux showed no
mclination to leave the peaceful valley of the
Stour. On the contrary, he seemed to have
made himself completely at home at Nether HaU.He had a room of his own, where he would sit
and read for hours. He delighted in the old
dassics, of which there was a passable library in
the house; for, though Sir Michael himself was
no reader, his father before him had been of very
studious habit Also, there was a fine chestnut
mare m the stable that was kept for the Vi-
comte's own excluave use. Though he seldom
or never followed the hounds, he used to take
long ndes along the highroad, as he said, for
tte good of his health; and it was on one of these
that an adventure befell him that he turned to
some account.

He had ridden into Colchester, as he remarked,
to see a friend who was returning to France
whence he was in the hope of getting funds.
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There had been some delay in the business; and
before he had returned two miles upon the Lon-don road, the sun set behind the coverts to thewest

It had been a duU October day. and the even-
"*

''^.r'"^*^"* * ^^""^ ^^- As the Vicomte
passed the Birch Woods, a horseman turned outof the byroad, and kept on a little ahead of
him. From time to time, the man looked back,
with his right hand upon his horse's quarters and
the reins loose upon its neck. Though it was not
yet s« o clock, it was rapidly growing dark ; and
the Vicomte could but dimly discern the figure of
the man who wore his hat well down upon his^es and a green-hooded coat that reached to
below his knee.

Between the Birch Woods, where the road
Ranches off to Dedham Heath, and the GunHdl. at the foot of which was the turnpike,
the highroad dips into a hoUow between
the trees, the roots of which stand on high
gavel banks. weU above the level of the toL
±lere the man turned his horse's h^d andcame to a standstill in the shadow of the

The Vicomte approached at a walking pace,and whisthng all the time; though his nkible
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nouter, and he drew in a shorter rein
* »

KlTlr r'' '''' '"^^'""'^y touch^with

S.n'^tt; tj "^^k^T"^
'^'^'y -<* l"d hold

fSv Th. ;.
^^ ^''°"*^ apologized pro«

a:^utre^r. *"Brr ^-^ r^^Wl^., as he waited hJllJ;,::^:;-

Half-way up he stopped and listened Ti,-

Sudta^ tte dark flg^ „, .

against the h-ght. It was thTt nf ^ I^^^
ti.o«_j' ,

*^ ''"*'' of a man of »^.Wdin«y breadth, who sat his hers. , a sX
nack^agamst the animal's flanks.
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f ^^' '*.''" °°* °^ ^''^ best-known charac-
tmsbcs of des Ormeaux that he never wa.kncnm to show any outward vestige of surprise.

Str T* ^™'" ^' "**'=««i the expSsion
mtiKHit emobon or even raising his voi^; and
ihis particular occasion was a 4ase in point Hedropped his reins; took out his snuff-box; helped
hunself to a pmch. and closed the box with,
ajap. Then and not till then, did he say "Ma
foil an mud. the skme tone of monotony a- aJusher calls the roll

;- « »n

After that he continued at a walk, but thistimeholdmg to the darker side of the roai

eadi other, the man haUed him.
"Jeny Abershaw." he cried. And then, as if•lamed, "Is that you, Jerry?" ° ""^ " '*^

fi, '^w' '^^^^ *he Vicomte. without a second

^£" """^ " ^^ ^ •'^ ^ ^«o^o?
It was a very commonplace remark, and saidm commonplace manner enough; and. marvel-ous to relate, the Vicomte had assumed the^^

song accent of the Essex dialect. And iffurther proof be needed of the extreme difficulty

rlr^IT^u*' ^•«""*^' '^* '* be stated thSJeny Abershaw, although at the time only
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twenty years of age. waa the moat famous hiah-

riTl?'° "^" *^' ™"*' «"<* the Vicomte
had bved long enough in England to know him
well by repute.

„n 3?r^^'i! "^i^^
bo^'non, and Lhen pulledup with a jerk. "Lookee here." he cried. ''Wotdo ;^ou know of Jerry Abershaw an' where he

"Tut. mate." was the astonishing answer he
received; "I know Jerry Abershawf anT? alLknow you.

^^
^^"Know me. do yerl Then who the bkzes am

"Th^ caU you Gipsy Yates." said the Vi-
comte. breakmg into a trot
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CHAPTER IV
HOTT JEHBY ABEESHAW BOBBED THE IPSWICH

COACH

"VTR. YATES, who had poor ability as a
i.VJ. nder, nearly^ feU off his horse. He re-
covered himself with difficulty; and then so great
was his astonishment that for some minutes he
could do nothing but scratch his head. There
were a dozen questions he was burning to ask.
But the answers had clattered away in the twi-
light with the sound of the hoofs of the Vicomte's
mare upon the hard and stony road.
As for the Vicomte himself, on gaining the

nse, he broke into a brisk canter, until he reached
the comer next before the turnpike, where the
road branches off to Langham Moor.
Here he reined up; and then, backing the

mare across the road, deliberately jumped a gapm the hedge. He sat his horse like a centaur.
In everything he did Louis des Ormeaux was
a perfect model of grace. He had leaped into
a newly plowed field; and the mare, shying at

58
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» scarecrow U,at came out of the darkness under
her nose, swerved sharply aside, with a sudden-
ness that aught have unseated many a bett, r
man. But aU the Vicomte did. as he held hor
m. was to flourish his cambric handkerr i, of
with such a parade of elegance that he .n.^ht
have been "showing off." As indeed he was;
he was 'showmg off" to the night.
He set the mare's head back toward the south,

and crossed the field at a gallop, paraUel to the
road along which he had just approached. On
gaining the edge of the spimiey at the bottom
of the boUow. he dismounted, and tied up the
mare to a tree. Thence he pnjceeded on foot
mto the darkness of the wood, and very soon
came upon the sound of voices on the road.

•If he knew you. then why, by Chrutopher/
could nt you recollect himr asked a voice
testily.

*

"Why couldn't you reckemize him yerself?"
tame the counter-question, in a surly voice that
the Vicomte was able to identify as that of
Gipsy Yates.

"Because I never looked at him, you fool

"

was the sharp rejoinder.

"No more did I," said Yates. "So that
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It settles nothing." cried the other, who

sprinkled his talk with a multitude of oaths.
I ve got good enough reason to avoid being

seen. Offers of reward to the man who takes
me are as plentiful along the Kingston Road
as milestones. But who are you, I should like
to know?"

^^

"'Gipsy' Yates," was the proud answer.
"That's me, an* that's wot they calls me
at Fresiun on thfe OrweU, where I'm weU
enough known not to be nabbed at a iob like
this."

J " uKc

"Instead of making free of the highroad, you
ought to be catching mackerel in the Wash,"
observed the other in disdain.

"Steadyl" said Mr. Yates, in a gruff but con-
ciliatory tone of voice. "Steady, mate; steadyl
I 'm a honourable gent, by both buih an' m-
gadty

;
but if me spuit *s roused,—then let Provi-

dence protect an' safeguard him wot 's done the
rousing."

He seemed hugely impressed by the solemnity
of this speech, for he drew himself up and
coughed in a very dignified way.
But "Fiddlesticks I" was all the answer he got

for his rhetoric. Whereupon he became in-
dignant.
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"That ain't a term wot one gent has any right
to use to another," he began

out the other, taking him up with a tou(£ ofanger m his voice. "You don't sit there likean old sock on a clothes line and bandy words

7nl ^^ Abershaw. They've caught 'Gal-

Z^? '^V!"J
^^^^ ^ «* wLbledon;and Jerry Abershaw was in the crowd to see it

tW •
1^'^7'''° ^' "^^ «^»y ^"'^ the town

W .7 '/''S^
"^^""^"^ ^'^ that he hadI^afnend. But. before another sun had risen

S^v'^'^" * coachman and his postillions todnve Tom's coach into Hell. So Zre wa- n'tmuch time wasted, on the whole."

A^t^" ^^"^^T"*
Mr. Yates. "That, in-

deed, there were n't 1"

JTt'' -^ry/hershaw. and that 's his wayof thmkmg." said the highwayman. "And you«jn come mto the job or not. as you like; buVifyou do. you take your orders from me. I know
the game a trifle better than you. You 'D take^on the other side of the id. and"hi^e»ach u, level with you. bring down the off-side
wheeler with a bullet behind the point of the
shoulder. Come out of the ditch Tthey pa^and you can't miss at the range. Wbm tte
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horse is down, whip round to the conductor, and
leave the driver and all the rest to me. That 's
what you Ve got to do; and if you don't like it.
you can leave it."

"Now them orders is concise and uncommon
exphat," began Mr. Yates.
''We don't want any words—are you gamer-
Here 8 me hand upon it."

"Keep it." said the highwayman. "I Ve no
desire to smell of fish for a week. I Ve only got
a sheep-stealing smuggler to help me. since
there s no one else in the district I can trust, and
It s not a one-man game. I 'm left single-handed

;

for, poor old 'Galloping Tom' is dead and gone.
Kest his stamless soul in peace 1" he addini in
mock piety, which completely deceived the simple
soul of Yates.

^

"I know how yer feels. Governor." he replied
with profound sympathy. "I felt just like that
when I lost my little dorg. He were wonnerful
handy m the marshes. He could smeU a Custom
House orficer at half a mile, could Tom; for my
dorg's name was Thomas, too. I 'd christened
hun after a brother of mine, wot sold him to
me for a shiUing. But, my brother, Thomas
Yates, never come to no good in the world.
He took to dog-stealing at one time, and we did
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have hopes. But now. he 's a seicton. Mr. Aber-ahaw. and, would yer believe it. so laddTg ibrotherly affection that he wouldn't even i^.sent to open the parish ahnsbox; not af*-r I 'dperjerged meself by giving him a shilhng forwot I knewed was stolen goodsl"
And here, Mr Yates sighed at the memory of

J^v T . "" '"tonishment, and then savagely

.1
^^^.^'^^P^^t you're a one to take theplace of -Galloping Tom'I" he exclaimed "i^thmkmg that to open a parish ahr^obox is mo"

"Is it I" said Yatea "tv,^^"*"" iaies. inen you never at^Ame shoot the coast-guard at Clain w'l" '

fcua^'
"^- "^° """'^ ""^ tfa« <««t-

he'S't"^! ^''^''. "°^^« '^ ''^'''i- "That

STatlL^attt this.""^^^^
-^^ "°*^^"« ^"-

"Anyhow," said Jerry, in some sort appeased^mugghng's one thing an' highway ^^^
"Agreed, mate," Yates cut in. "An' what Isay «. God bless the King's highway^
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"The King'sl" echoed the robber. "Let

George the Third sit in Buckingham Pakce,
and toaat his toes at the fire, and call himself a
king. But the only king on the highroad is he
vrho has got the pluck to collect his taxes for

himself."

"I'm with yer," said Yates. "Mr. Aber-
shaw, you 're a man of personality, and I likes

you for it none the less."

"Never asked 'it of you," said Jerry. "But
remember what I 've told you. You Ve only
got one horse and one man to settle. There 's

no one in the coach who is likely to put up the

shadow of a fight, except a young ofScer of ma-
rines, and I '11 do for him. But, quick 1 Here
they cornel Get across the road, and keep back
in the shade of the ditch till they are right upon
us. Then aim straight; use your pistol-butt if

the man shows fight; and if you do, hit hard."

He rapped out his orders sharply, Uke a man
accustomed to command. His voice was even
musical, and there was never the sign of a tremor
in its notes.

A gentle breeze had sprung up from the

south, that, even as he spoke, carried with it,

from the distance, the sound of wheels upon
the road.
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Now. beyond the edge of the wood, where the
Vicomtes mare was tethered, there stretched an
open sixty-acre meadow of fine, rolling grass.
Kound this the highroad curved; so that the Vi-
comte had but to cross the meadow if he wished
to warn the coach.

From the direction of the Birch Woods came
the rumbling of the wheels, the sound of the
horses hoofs, and, now and again, the cracking
of the driver's whip. But the Vicomte never

'

moved a step from where he stood.
Up, Monsieur des Ormeauxl Up and ride

for life! For an old woman sits beside the
driver, with her grandson on her lap; and on the
back seat, alongside that young officer of ma-
rines, sits another litUe girl. She is only six,my lord, and traveling all alone; and see how
she hugs her doll! Quick, monsieur; ihere 's no
tame to losel The horses are the finest team on
aU the Kmg's highroad, and put the miles be-hmd them like cinders through a sieve. Watch
hat near leadei-the flea-bitten gray-how she
htts her feet and tosses her head, and look at
the foam upon her flanks 1 Back to your horse,my lord; you yet have timel But be quick, for
pity s sakel for Jerry Abershaw has drawn be-
neath the bank and dapped the black mask upon
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his face, with two little slits foi eyes. Oh, my
lordl for the honor of France 1 Where is the
blood of Bayard, if, at least, you mil not save
the doU?

The Vicomte leaned against a tree, idly twist-
ing a broken twig between his lips.

And now the coach is near upon them. They,
in hiding at the roadside, can hear one of the
horses roaring and the jangling of the chains.

Jhe coach comes down the dip with a swing, the
leaders' traces hanging loose and beating on their
sides. The driver holds them in. At the bot-
tom of the hill he is about to let them go, to take
the rise before him, when a pistol-shot, quickly
foDowed by another, goes echoing through the
wood.

The flea-bitten gray rears high into the air.

For a moment she stands ahnost upright; and
then she plunges forward, her head between her
knees. The ofP-dde wheeler goes down against
the pole, turning the coach from the road, so
that the near wheels are sunk deep into the ditch.
The coach comes up with a jerk; and the driver
is hurled forward from his seat.

Then the voice of Jerry Abershaw rings out
on the evening air:
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"Hand»up.memerryrooiter»/ Your manev
or your Uveit' "
There is only one to give answer. Giiwy

Yates has the conductor under his knee; the
driver hes stunned upon the roadway; and the
others are for the most part old men and women,
pale and trembling in their seats. The women
snatch their children to their hearts; and the arms
of the httle girl are wrapped around her doU.
But what cares Jerry Abershaw for that?
IhCTe IS natter sex nor age nor station on the
highway. He has swung himself on to the box-
seat, when his answer comes when least he had
expected it. He had overlooked the officer of
marines.

He is a young man, this officer; and, though
a captains badges of rank are on his shoulda-
rtraps he might have been an ensign by his looks.
J<or all that, he carries himself as if he had al-
ready tasted war. There is none of the running
wild of the newly blooded whelp. He has Jerry
Abewhaw at a disadvantage,-for at the moment
the highwayman has his pistol in his teeth,—
but he does not lose his head. He fires like a
veteran, calmly steadying the muzzle on hiswnst
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Jerry bobs, like a playful duck in a pond.

The cotton wad strikes his mask, and the bullet

carries off his hat. But he is up again, his

second pistol in his hand. And now it is Jerry's

turn; for the young officer has not another

charged.

From behind the black mask there comes a
lau^. The officer's face is white in the light

of the lantern on the boot; but his lips are firmly

set. The old woman on the box-seat softly be-

gins to cry.

The highwayman steps slowly over the box,

and calmly sights his pistol fair between the

otiier's eyes. The young man's lips are seen to

move in prayer; but he does not turn away; he
does not even move. Beyond a doubt, he Imows
himself for lost; but he ;ias been taught in the

school of Nelson to stand face to face with

death.

Jerry Aberdbaw, in another two years you will

be publicly hanged on Eennington Common, and
your body will be set on Putney Heath. Yet,

among your crimes no court of law has numbered
the murder of an officer of marines; though, in

the sight of Heaven, that murder was as good
as done. The pistol was held true and steady

on its mark. Your aim was as good as ever it
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WM. It was no fault of youw that, as you
pressed the trigger, a little child struck the barrel
upward with her doll.

With one spring the young man was at his
throat. They came down together on a seat,
locked in each other's arms. The highwayman
had all the strength; but the officer, by the sud-
denness of his onslaught, had the advantage from
the start. He held it, too, like a man, pressing
his thumbs deep into Jerry's throat. From be-
hind the mask the air was filled with gurgUng,
dioking sounds; and there is little doubt which
way the struggle would have ended, had it not

• been for the untimely intervention of Mr. Gipsy
Yates.

At the report of the officer's pistol-shot, he
had looked up sharply, loosoiing his hold upon
the conductor, who still struggled beneath bis
knee. Then came the second shot He was un-
able to see the top of the coach, but guessed that
sranething must be wrong. Now was the time
to show that Gipsy Yates was "game" I He
raised his powerful arm, and with one blow of
his great fist stretched the conductor senseless on
the ground. To swing himself on to the top
of the coach was the work of a second, and com-
ing upon the young soldier from behind, he
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brought the butt of his heavy horse-pistol
down upon his skull.

With a cry of pain the young man threw up
his arms pressing for a moment a hand upon hU
head. Then he fell forward with a groan, and
lay quite motionless upon the flooring of the
coach.

Abershaw struggled to his feet.

*i, "^f ^^!:t*''P^'"" "*'•* ^^' ^"^^^e his swoUen
throat. He wa* like a ferret at a rat!"
Mr Yates regarded with satisfaction the stiU

form huddled beneath the seats. A little blood
was trickling from the hair.

"Wot about me being game?" he asked.
JJut the famous highwayman was already at

his work. The old men, with eyes upraised,
were turmng their pockets inside out; the women
were fumbling with their purses and asking him
to wait. Their fingers trembled so that they
took long to open them; and Jerry quickly saved
them tiie trouble by snatching their purses from
their hands and dropping them, one after the
other, mto the great bag-like pockets of his rid-
ing-coat.

"Empty the boot," he cried to Yates; "and
see what you can find."

Mr. Yates was nothing loath to obey. One
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after the other he threw the parcels down into

1h !!:,
° """^ ^^^""^ *" ""nn«r of things

scattered on every side: soft goods from il
t^^' '^i

hjtrd goods from thVironmoLrs •

ketties and books and toys; articles of clotE'
fatchen utensils, tobacco, pictures, andSknacks of every possible description. Therewa^^msjort. no kind of thing that did not seem

Parcels addressed to watchmakers and iewel-ers he never troubled to investigate: they went^opened mto his pockets; untU the bit^L
nfled and altogether empty.

pockets fat with purses, watches, and coin Ashe passed the little girl, trembling but stiu'how!ing fondly to her doll, he raised his hand as ifabout to strike. But something stayedT bTowfor he paused and then passed on.
Down upon the road, he gaily swmig hbiself

aeij,ss his horse Yates quickly followfd sT
Jerry Abershaw. the wrecker, gave one last

J^^ance at the derelict of the London-ljswfh
coach, and politely doffed his hat. Then Zging m their spurs, they both set off at th^ gal-lop m the direction of Colchester; and soon tte
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sound of the clattering horses had died away in
the silence of the night
Monsieur des Onneaux politely took a pinch

from his snuff-box; and then out came his pet
ejaculation.

"Ma fair he remarked, in the same tone of
monotony as before. "Ma foi. a more pretty
spectacle I have never a wish to seel" And as
he uttered the words, an owl turned out of the
woods and screeched, as it crossed the road,
above the rifled coach.



CHAPTER V
OF JEEBT ABEHSHAW'S HEADLONG HIDE FOR LIFE

AS the Vicomte turned in at the gate of
Nether Hall, Sir Michael came out into

the porch.

"Ah, Moosure!" cried the old, red-faced
Squire. " There you arel We all thought ye
were lost"

^

"So indeed I was," answered the Frenchman,
swinging down from the mare. "I was delayed
long in Colchester. My friend was not arrived;
and in coming home, I took the wrong turning,
I know riot how, and found myself—I know
not where," he ended with a shrug.
The baronet burst into a hearty laugh.
"Anthony," he bellowed, "come ye here, ye

rascal I Here 's Moosure lost his way from Col-
chester, and I warrant had nothing to eat since
midday."

"On the contrary," broke m the Vicomte, "I
had a cup of chocolate before I left."

"Chocolate I" roared the old man. "Scissors
75
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and tongs, ye can't fight the regicides on that I"
"Ah," laughed the Vicomte; "at least, I have

satisfied my appetite for the picturesque. Your
En - lish country x jads are—alive with incident."
By which time both Anthony and Cicely stood

beside their father, and a stable-boy had run up
to lead off the Vicomte's mare.

"Zounds," exclaimed Sir Michael; "she 's up
to her hocks in mudi"
"Ah, oui," casually threw in the Vicomte. "I

tried a short cut.' It was then that I employed
the eye for the picturesque of which I spoke. I
am not sorry that I did so. Curiosity, it is sup-
posed, is the inheritance of the ladies. Mademoi-
selle," he added, addressing himsel" to Cicely.
"I assure you it is not so. I am more in.juisitive
than any woman that ever yet was bom. Ah I

mon Dieul it is colossal, this curiosity 1 havel"
At the words, he threw out his hands and

turned his eyes upward, as if the abnormal de-
velopment of this particular trait was far too
terrible even to contemplate. Then, he stepped
lightly into the hall, and feU to brushing Jiis
coat, which was green from the rind of trees.
His host led him into the dining-room; and

there the Vicomte set himself down to dine.
Cicely soon went off to bed; but the Vicomte
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kept Sir Michael and Anthony long before the
bjard, while he regaled them with a fanciful
story of how he had lost his way, and how he had
got cramp, from riding, in a leg that once was
wounded, and had been repeatedly obliged
to get down from the mare and walk. He was
a master in most things was Louis des Ormeaux;
but, he was a past-master in the art of teUinjr
lies.

*

Early the foUowing morning Anthony burst
mto the Vicomte's room.
"Have you heard the news?" cried the boy.
"I have had httle chance since I saw you last,"

said the Vicomte, sitting up in his bed. "I was
dreaming I was once again in France."
"No," cried Anthony, beside himself with ex-

citement, "they've robbed the Ipswich coach 1"

"Oh, mon Dieut" exclaimed the Vicomte.
"How pitiful! How sad!" Then he added, in
tones of the most sincere solicitude : "I hope no
one is hurt?"

"The driver has got his ribs smashed, and
there 's another man with a broken skull," the
boy went on, all in a breath. "They Ve carried
him into the Gun Inn, but the Dedham doctor
doesn't think he'll live. And they say it's
Jerry Abershaw; for yesterday he was recog-
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nized by a Yorkshireman at 'The Cups,' at the

time the coach changed horses; and there's a
troop of hght dragoons gone out from Colchester

to try and hunt him down."
The boy was ahnost delirious with the news.

For at that time Jerry Abershaw was the terror

of the road.

And, indeed, the nmior that he had come east

set the whole county by the ears; and before the

day had passed there had been a fine stand-up
fight in the stableyard of the Marlborough
Head.

An Ardleigh man came in, and said he had
seen Abershaw half a mile out of Little Bentley,

at the very hour that a wagoner from Higham
claimed to have come face to face with the same
gentleman on the Hadleigh road. As each was
convinced he was right, there was no way out of
the difficulty but to repair to the yard and there

settle the matter with their fists. And this they

did, to such effect that the Ardleigh man after-

ward held his nose for three quarters of an hour
under the Grammar School pump; while .the

wagoner went home at the bottom of his own
cart, with a cold beefsteak over his eye, and his

head done up in a towel.

As a matter of fact, both were equally in the

1^^
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he iina'a
wrong. Jerry Abershaw, chased by the Jiing's
dragoons, doubled back from Colchester, and,
jumping the turnpike under the keeper's very
nose, galloped into Suffolk, where he crossed the
line of a fox. Before he could pull up, he was
weU m the middle of the hounds. The leading
<h-agoons were close upon him; and in less time
than it takes to say it ihe whole field had taken
up the chase. The hounds held to Iheir original
quarry, and, it is believed, killed near Bramford
osier-beds; but the master, the ihantsman, the
whips, and aU the field—the ladies as weU asmen—then and there turned off W the better
sport. A
And Jerry Abershaw was never hai-der pressedm aU his life. He afterwards exf)ressed the

opmion that ten years of all the perils and hard-
ships of the road were worth that one'mad, head-
long ride for life.

They "TaUy-ho-ed" uiitU the coverts echoed,
and took jumps they never would have looked at
with a fox. They opened gates for none of the
ladies, aU of whom, save the master's daughter
were left behind from the start. They shouted
at Jerry

;
and they shouted to one another. They

waited for no man at the gaps; for courtesy and
caution had gone together to the winds. Cap-
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S^Lu ^.^ ^P"*^ *° * ^*. ^ent clean«^ugh a rotten, six-barred gate, with never »

orti'^ ^^ ^T -^""y ^'^'•*»^ was tearingon before. For five miles thev held the highwTv!man m view. Then they lost him. Butfy^ke
outside Washbrook was able to put them utntte «e„t. ,They sighted him once agX n^^

^Sil^'kthr*^^^^"^^^"'^--

«oSS ST"^ "1 °^ '^ "tubble-field. and wasgomg tuU-tilt up a lane that ran between hiVh
Impenetrable hedges, when he came faTtoS^h a m.ll-cart fair across the way. wS. o^glance he saw that it was not possible to p^

ui uie cart. 1 ne lane was converted into av«a able cul de sac. The field were ckseu^nhjm ;^^d a moment wasted he knew, might mSn
The wagoner threw up Ws hands, yelling outfor mercy on the spot. But the highwayJ^never stayed to trouble him for long^ut.'^S"
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This time Jerry Abershaw was very nearly caught
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and there turned his horse's head and gaUopedback upon his tracks. Two of his pursuers wfre
^readymthelane. The first of thena was LToJ

light catchuigr the man a blow across the mouthwith his pistol-butt. that in a minute had 6yT2
^StZ '7^"'u'i\''^''-

The second wasthe masters daughteiJ all out top of the field

haUeft^^Ltt"."
'^ thoroughLd. wHhShat left miles behmd in thorn-bush and her hair^reaming out m the wiifc. Jeriy went past her,

well bent forward over his horse's neckband ashe did so. he earned his hat from his head with agreat backward, sweeping motion, that wasa courtly thing to see. He held the hat for^

rZwTf 5"'^"''' *"''= ""^ then whipping
It back to his head, he threw the lady a kiss andcleared the fence to the right.
Hintlesham Park was before him, an open

Jretch of grass-land, with the thick of the fiddbearing down upon his heels. Twenty horsescame ove^^the fence, like a squadron spread fnme; and Jeriy Abershaw not a hundred yar^ tothe front. They gave a "View-halloo!" that

walls while Jerry, pressing home his spurs andclenching his teeth, listened to the thunder of tte
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hoofs. The word had been passed around who
their quarry was; and, one and all, tbey shrieked
his name and called on him to stop.
But no thought was further then from Jerry's

mmd. Before him was the freedom of the high-
road; behind him the gaUows—nothing less; and,m that one great sprint across the park, he saw his
own limp and helpless body dangling high on
hangman's oak and the rooks above his head.
And he swore that his ol4 gray horse had seen the
vision too. For, though his flanks were going
like bellows, and he had burst a vessel in his
nostrils that marked the line with blood, he gal-
loped as he had never done before. The pick of
the blood of the county was hard upon their
tracks. They were all fresh out for a morning's
sport, though they had never bargained for such
a day as this. And Jerry Abershaw had been
diased by dragoons all the way from Boxted
Heath. The dragoons were now out of the race,
but the hunting-field was not; and Jeny had
to prove that he was better than they all.

Across the park he gained—it might have been
not more than twenty yards. He went through
the priory coverts, scattering the pheasants and
setting the rooks a-cawing overhead, and got
safely over Flowton Brook.

i
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Sit!? f n ? '"'"' •*" °^^ almswoman. with a
basket fuU of eggs. The rest of them were
seated at their dinners, when they were startled
by the clattering sound of the hoofs of a bolting
liorse. One and all, they rushed to their cotta^re
windows and some had even got as far as thdr
doors, when a man in a green-hooded riding-coat,
mounted on a gray horse dripping wet. came
helter-skelter down the village strit. A^Zcomer by the church he bowled over the oldwoman hke a ninepin; and the eggs were spread
across the path. They say she was over lety
Uien. having been bom the very year that QueenAnne came upon the throne; and she never re-
covered from the shock. But some of the egg-
sheUs remam to this day. as they were picked upm the viUage street; and if you are tactful, and
lead up to the topic by way of the season's har-
vest, you may get the story out of a village gray-
beard, much as his grandfather told it hLi, with
minor additions of his own : of how on an autumn
midday, m iJie reign of George the Third. Jerry
Abershaw the highwayman, came down Flowton
Street and half the field of the Suffolk Huntmade their windows shake. Then he will leadyou off to his cottage, and, opening a drawer in
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a dresser, hand you the broken shell of an egg.
"An' thar 's one of th' eggs that they pelted

'un with," he will tell you; for such he fully be-
lieves to have been the case.

But we know the truth of the whole affair:

that Jerry Abershaw was last seen that day by the
gamekeeper at Nettlestead Hall, with the steam
rising from his gray horse as if from a saucepan
on the fire. After that, he was lost ; and the Suf-
folk Hunt went home to warm their swollen feet
at their fenders and tell their wives of the great-
est run that ever the county saw. The himtsman
took days to find his hounds. They had eaten
the fox and run wild about the skirts of Ipswich.
As for the master's daughter, she afterward mar-
ried a peer, and became a well-known beauty at
Almack's Assembly Rooms in King Street,

where she related to an attentive group of listen-

ers—including Lord Carlisle and his personal
friend, his Royal Highness the Prince of Wales—^how she had passed within a hand's-breadth of
Jerry Abershaw in a lonely country lane and how
the highwayman had doffed his hat and thrown
her a kiss.

Jerry must have hid in a coppice until night-
fall; for he was not recognized by any of the few
that knew him until months afterward, when he
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was back on the Kingston road, at the inn of
"The Bald-faced Stag," which had the un-
enviable reputation of being the headquarters of
this notorious rogue. But a gray horse was
found exhausted on the highroad, three nules
from Bury St. Edmunds; and on its saddle a
sheet of paper, torn from a note-book, on which
the following short words had been hastily writ-
ten, in uneven roman lettering:

TO THE MA8TEE OF THE SUFFOLK HOUNDS.

That was all. Except that one of Sir Joshua
Holbrook's thoroughbreds had been stolen from
the paddock near at hand.
And it is all forgotten now. They will talk of

a run of above an hour as a thing worth living
for. But there was a day when the soft pastures
of sleepy SuiFolk thundered with a frenzied, des-
perate race for human life, when the sheep were
startled from their midday sleep and the farm-
yard dogs were set a-barking in the sun, and men
rode as they had never done before. And that
was the day when Jerry Abershaw, the highway-
man, was top of all the hunt.



CHAPTER VI
HOW A BEOKEN HEAD MAY UUn w, *"*-»" MAX I^EAD TO A BSOKEN

HEABT

';itfo« D«V«/ how pitifull" he sighed.

MnL^^^^-J^^ ^^^ Abershaw. he'll bebanged, said Master Anthony For rtL
notashadow of doubt upon thTpoint ^'" ""

Vraiment," observed the Vicomte «T+ •

necessary for the ^neral wel^n^'the L"mumty to hang all such wicked rascals BJiti^nk of my own unhappy country. There aUmen are turned robbers and thieves- n.i^!' T
they restrict their robberiest^ "^^^'^
They break into palaces and prisons, and Z^t
f''"'^\^^

kings." Then, he br;ke off^S

vfr?;iS;erv;Sr^^'^^^-*«"^"^^^'^ed.i„^

CJtatr kn"'''"*''
^"*°"^' "^''' -*»• Johnl^onstable. knew eveiy mile of the country
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rre OrJuT" '' ""^ '^^''''' '^ '"^^ --*

"f'C "i^ ?^ ^''""nt^; "then how does one
get to Freston from here?"
"By the Stratford turnpike and along the Ips-

wich road. But. why do you want to know?"

V.J n u*
^™'"''" ""^ *^ ''"«^^^' "^ho isvery well known at Freston on the OrweU. Imnember now. it was the OrweU that he men-

tioned." he added as if to himself.
"It IS o^y a little vOhger said the boy. as if

Its want of magnitude were little short of dis-
grace.

"Ah. perhaps; but. my friend is such a gentle-man as might hare a liking for being alone; al-most a recluse, as one might say. And how farought Freston be from here?"
•'Fifteen miles." suggested Anthony.

twotou
"»' ^'"'^ °°' °'^'* ''^' *^^^^ ^^

Whereupon, having gained all the information
he desired, he proceeded to dress for the day

Directly after breakfast Sir Michael Packe
called for his horse and rode off to the scene ofthe disaster.

ter^rAl!*'""' u^u
^'° '""* °"* ^^"^ Colches-

ter, and the coach had continued on its way. But
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The vicar of Dedham and t le rector nf t

talfa;?^Y?
*^''' ^*^^ " «^' ^'^ of useless

Who was the youny man?" he beUowed.

Then, "What in the name of Thunder, had
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they been doing all the time?" Which, of course,
was quite a sensible thing to ask.
There was a silence of several seconds. Then

the doctor observed that the treatment was com-
plete rest and freedom from exercise. (Which
seemg that the patient was entirely insensible,'
there should be no difficulty in putting into
effect.) Whereupon, Sir Michael caUed the doc-
tor a fool-among other things; and the doctor,m order It is presumed, to prove the contrary,
remarked that there was danger of compression
of the bram by cerebral hemorrhage, and it was
first necessary to revive the paralysed nerve cen-
ters of the heart.

So saying, he looked very wise for a momenta
and then remembered his beer.

Sir Michael went out of the room, fuminij and
exceedingly red in the face. In the passage he
caught hold of the pot-boy and cuffed him
soundly over the head. Then, puffing and blow-
ing, he ascended the stairs, and entered the room
where tiie young man lay. pale and stiU, with
his head done up in bandages that the doctor
had steeped in lotion.

In the pocket of the greatcoat, which lay upon
a chair at the side of the bed. Sir Michael found
an opened letter addressed to Captain Roland
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"Hood?" repeated the old gentleman, as if heknew the name. Then he remembere^tL tWs

BeXhT °' *^-'>«-<^ l-'Jy that lived a

he had heard ,t said that her son was in theGreen Marines. Upon the instant he came2^ta,rs again and. going out into the y^sazed John Constable by the lapel of his coatwhich was powdered white with flour.
^

Can ye run. ye lanky loon?" he demanded.

an arT' f"V r'"'"'?
^^^ ^y "'^'"t' holding up

.IT'
** '^ ''^ '"t'">t«d a blow.

^

calf ora"!*".^'*''."""'
'^^ "^'^'^ that buU-calt of a coachman of mine to put to the bavhorses and drive to BentleyGreen^ Teliae ogto brmg back the lady from the Hall; andS h?Inot returned to the Gun Inn by twelve o'clock

a!r 1^ V^ °J?
"'^ flourished his stick in the

iegs coUd go. And within two hours from that^e a sweet-faced little lady was leanSg fojward m Sir Michael Packe's great chaise wtthher tremblinghands tightly clafpedt^^SrTnS



A BROKEN HEAD 08
her face as white as snow, while the hedges andtr^s flew past, along the Ipswich road.
She went up to her son very bravely, but look-mg straight ahead, bothfiir Michael and the doc-

tor foUowing her into th* room.
The young man was /til] unconscious; but the

doctor, perhaps onlyt Live courage to the wid-

ho^' "w.'"'
"""^ '^'*^' thought Sere stiD washope. Whereupon Sir Michael, taking his wordsm earnest, went down to his "buU-calf of a coach-man m the stable-yard. and. though his horses

^rdir :
""">;"''* "^ *° ^'^^-^into Colchester and fetch out Dr. Gosling

This learned gentleman arrived in the due
courae of the afternoon, and fuUy concurred in

above all, necessary to revive the "paralysed

ZZT' ""i ?^
hearf'-only he went'oni

step further, and did it.

And that was the first step in a recovery which
ocaipied several months, during many w^ks ofwbch the patient was delirious, being saved againand again from the door of death^ut tumtg
back continually, like a child that wants to sleepBut he pulled round in the end; and the Ded-ham doctor never ceased to refer to it until his
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I once had a case of concussion of the brain,"

he would begin, and then go on to expatiate upon
the treatment he had thought fit to adopt as op-
posed to that of the common herd of ordinary
medical men. For. with regard to that recovery,
he took an ocean of credit upon himself. It
never occurred to him that there were others be-
side himself who had a right to an equal sharem the pride and pleasure of it aU. For. through-
out that long and critical iUness. Roland Hood's
mother and Cicely Packe took turn and turn
about to be nurse. When the one slept, the other
kept watch at the bedside; so that there was al-
ways one of them at hand to smooth his piltow
when he woke.

Thus it was that, after the delirium had left
hun. Roland Hood came to look upon the same
two faces, that seemed forever watching at his
couch, for every little need. One or the other
was always at his side. So that, in course of
time, they were to him the very sweetest faces in
all God's gracious world.

During this period the Vicomte was left much
to his own resources. Anthony sought the com-
pany of his friends. John Constable and Willie
Lott; and Sir Michael, redder in the face than
ever, was continually backward and forward
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from the Gun, with grapes that had come from
London and brown jugs of cream. T' ; Vicomte
constantly questioned the Squire after the health
of the patient, and, as often as not, received with
his answer the entirely irrelevant information that
the widow was the gentlest and the sweetest-tem-
pered lady that could anywhere be found. So
the Vicomte, kno>....^ full weU that extremes
meet in all things, but perhaps in the aifairs of
the heart most frequently of aU, was probably
the first to guess the truth, though he showed not
a shade of it in his face. This we may place to
the credit of his good breeaing. But there was
afterward proof of a greater duplicity he was
practising at the time.

In Paris the Committee of Public Safety had
instituted a system of terror from which the whole
civilized world, including France herself, recoiled
in horror and disgust At the head of this body
were Camot, Robespierre, Saint Just, and
Couthon, men who in their day sent thousands to
the guillotine. Toward the end of this year of
nameless horrors, a plot was hatching in the Con-
vention itself to overthrow the tyrants. The
Vicomte got word of it and made his plans ac-
cordingly. Though before his host he continued
to denounce the whole aims of the Revolution, he
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•ecretly became a Republican, and joined that
party in Paris that went by the name of the
jeunette dorie, who were afterward, under Piche-
gru, to compass the downfall of the Jacobins.
Past a doubt he saw no other method of regain-
ing a little of what he had lost. The Republican
armies had met with repeated success upon the
frontiers; Toulon had been recaptured; and
France, for the time being, was safe, as far as
external enemibs were concerned. In other
words, the Revolution looked like being a success.

The days of monarchy and despotism and even
aristocracy, wCi , past. Monsiev des Ormeaux
was content to satisfy himself with what he could
get.

About this time letters arrived frequently from
France. One and all, they were addressed to "le
citoyen Ormeaux"; and the Vicomte, with many
a sigh, would show them to Cicely and her father,
in proof of how he had even been robbed of his
name.

As soon as Captain Hood was able to be moved,
he was taken to Nether Hall ; for there it was that
Sir Michael insisted he should go. He was not
yet strong enough, the doctor said, to s'and the
journey by road to Bentley Green; though, in the
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b'ght of after events, it seems likely that Sir
Michael himself put the words into the doctor's
mouth. Anyhow, certain it is that no one at the
time, with the exception of the Vicomte, sus-
pected the .ed-faced, irascible, kind-hearted old
widower of any designs upon the elder Lidy's
hand.

Such however, was the case. And it so hap-
pened that when Christmas-time was come, and
he snow lay thick and white upon tlie richness of
the vaUey of the Stour, there was a party at
Nether Hall of six persons around the blazing
logs: the Squire and his son and daughter; the
Vicomte; Captain Hood and his mother, the
widow of Bentley HUl. From this circle there
was one who would rise suddenly from his seat, a
dark look upon his sallow face, and the firelight
red in his eye, and go quickly out mto the night
and the falling snow. At such times it was
Cicely alone who guessed the truth ; and she trem-
bled at the thought of it. For, though the girl
knew little or nothing of the worid, her woman's
instinct warned her of the love for herself that
was slowly eating away the Frenchman's heart.
She knew, too, that the Vicomte had not been
blind to the tender glances that she could not keep
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she duvered and drew closefto the fire.
'

*''"

".ijificitt:!?4r'"r '^ ^'^^^-n the

and throbSId M, r^'
°' '* ''^ ^ad swelled

in his eyes B^i^' '''"T
^"""^^ *''^« "^^Ited

He kr^ew ^otSnl of th
" ' "^""^ *^" «™«--

wa« not able evel^ to t!
^^'^^"^ ^^^^P^^y; he

it had been withSht . T'^
^°'* ^™^^^^- ^^

"u-ght haveS SS °^ lr'°
^°' ""^^ «<»' ^e

his pillows Si tl"'^.^'^'^'
'y'"« back in

stitcLdluTlltatYrb""' *'^ ''""'''»^«

passion of bittJrtl "I^"
^"^ ''^^^^ ^Y a

Through sleepy Bed, ^^^'^ °'^'' ^'^*^
man. ^th th?^r?ndtnir ".t

*'" ''^^P^^^ «
finest clothes u^on hJ K I ° ^' '^°"^'^ ''"^ the

the germ of ait that
'°
u'"^

'^^"^^ ^''^

its bounds. hTwoI T"^'*
°"^ '^''y »'^««k

the mill-pond andTr^wf f"" ^^ '^"^^^f to

At Jt, before rNtrr''"*'^ '"'^^•

vanced. Roland Hood wZ aTS'r 'f
'^'-

about. Sir Mi',.J,o„i u , .
*^ain to get

at NethefSit7 ? '' """^'^ "^^^^ °«
Then followed sav wtrth^f
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springs which had been working underground,
so silently and yet so surely, burst upon the sur-
tace mto the open light of day.
How Sir Michael proposed is a mystery to thisday The gossips of Dedham held that he

threatened 'he lady with a hunting-crop, else she
never had promised to be his wife. But those
that knew him better recognized that, under a
very boisterous and violent manner, there beat a
iieart of gold; and they guessed that the lady had
not been bhnd to his greater worth. For, though
she still retamed much of the charm of her youtti.
she had gained all that gentle power of under-
standmg which can only come by years.

That the other affair was more romantic, wt
would never presume to assert; that it was more
picturesque, we will not for a moment deny,^ere was a girl of twenty summers and a young
officer m the dazzling uniform of his Majesty's
Green Marines. It came about at the foot of fte
garden, by the side of the Fieepy Stour. And
there was no one there to see it. save the stars-
and the Vicomte. Louis des Ormeaux, hid in the
dark shadow of the rhododendrons, for all the
world like another snake in a second Garden of
Jliden.



CHAPTER VII

ME. AND MES. YATES AT HOME

TT was kno^ in the servants' hall that that
* night the Vicomte never went to bed. Ban-
nister, the butler, who slept on the other side of
the wall, heard liim restlessly pacing his room
throughout the earlier part of the night; and at
four in the morning a groom, in going to attend
to a sick horse, noticed a bright light still burning
in his window. Also if further proof be needed,
the housemaid found there was no necessity to
make his bed in the morning: apparently he had

.

not even laid himself down in his clothes.

For all that, he appeared spotless and immacu-
late at the breakfast-table, a thing of frills and
ruffles, with a smile for everyone and seemingly
in the best of spirits. But no sooner was the meal
finished than he went round to the stables and
ordered out the mare. The stable-boy, who
tightened the girths, said that the Vicomte could
not stand still for impatience, but l-ept telling him

102
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to be quick and rapping his boots with his cane.
When he rode off, his white teeth were showing,
and he was snarling like a fox.

It was a boisterous morning in March. The
sun shone brightly, but a strong gale was blowing
from the southwest that was bitterly cold and raw
It ca-.nfht the hood of the Vicomte's coat and
maoe it flutter about his mouth, as he trotted
briskly along the London road.

Half-way to Ipswich, he reined up before a
sign-post, where a narrow lane met the highroad
at an angle, "to fkeston," he read, and cut his
horse across the quarters, and set off at a canter
down the lane.

Within an hour he was walking the mare over
the hill into the little hamlet of Freston, that lies
scattered and hidden among the woods on the Or-
well bank.

A roadmender, bowed with toil, was seated be-
fore a heap of broken stones; and him the
Vicomte hailed.

"Would you be so good as to tell me if this is
Freston?" he asked. Even with a roadmender
he could not be impolite.

"That it be," answered the man, letting the
head of his hammer rest on the pile of stones.

"Merci," said the V.jomte, "but I have not yet
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done. I have a friend of the name of Yates,
who hves here. May I ask if you happen to
know the name?"
"Him as they calls 'Black' Yates 1" exclauned

the man.

"May be; but I thought it was 'Gipsy'," said
the Vicomte.

"Ah, that's him I" cried the other. And then
in terms of the utmost surprise, looking the Vi-
comte over fr6m the braid on his hat to the sole
of Ws polished boot, "a friend o' yourn, did 'ee
Sfty f

The Vicomte, with a nonchalant air, flicked his
handkerchief across his face. It was a habit he
had; as if he was eternaUy pestered by a fly.

"When I say 'friend'," he remarked, "I am not
precise. But, tell me, where does he live?"

''Well, he don't live in Freston," said the man.
"Ah, no," sung the Vicomte; "but he is very

weU known in Freston on the OrweU. Is he
not?"

"That he is," was the answer; "and he ain't that
by an honest Uving such as breaking, stones.
You '11 find his house away back on the road
you 've comed by and first turning on the left.
It 's a small white cottage, down by the water's
edge."
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"A thousand thanks." said the Vicomte; and
he set his spurs to the mare.
He found Mr. Yates's residence without any

difficulty Dismounting, he tied the mare to the
gate; and then he knocked at the doo7. It was
opened by a woman, who drew back nervously,
half closing the door in his face.

"Is Mr. Yates in?" asked the Vicomte.
I dunno." she said; "I 'U go an' see."

In two seconds she had returned.
"No," she said. "He's out."
"Merci/' said the Vicomte; and brushing thewoman aside, he stepped lightly into a small Kx,m.And there was Mr. Yates seated at a table before

a plate of fried bacon and a glass of hot gin and
water, which he was slowly stirring with the stem
ot a long churchwarden pipe.
At ttie sight of the Vicomte he let go the pipeand ^fted his hands in the air. The Vicomte

bowed shghtly, from the hips, with his legs very
close together and holding his hat in his hand.WeU I '11 be sunk if it ain't the furrenerl"

IfnlTi. ^'*''- "^'" ^ ^^^''^ if itamtl Then, mastering his astonishment, he
rose from his chair and attempted a display of
heartiness that made the Vicomte smile.

"Well, now," he cried at the top of his voice

:i



106 THE REFUGEE
I look upon this here as a downright honor.

Why, sir, I 'm that there pleased to see yer lud-
ship, as I can't rightly put it inter words."
But the Vicomte took him up.
"I believe you," said he.

"Pray take a seat, sii^me lud, that is."

"Thank you," said the Vicomte, throwing hat,
gloves, and cane upon the table. "I want a word
with you in private." He gave emphasis to the
words, at the same time throwing a glance in the
direcHon of Mrs. Yates who was on her knees
at the fire.

Yates caught the look.

"Confidential like?" he suggested.
"Precisely," said the Vicomte. "Where shaU

we go?"

"Gol" echoed the other. "Me don't go no-
wheres, me lud."

Mrs. Yates picked herself up.
"Where Ve I got ter go to?" she asked

hmnbly.

"Go fur a walk," said Yates. And, at that,
the dutiful lady, without waiting to put on either
a hat or a shawl, set off along the road, as if she
were bound for Ipswich, at five and a half miles
an hour.

The Vicomte watched her from the window.
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"Did you do it yourself?" he asked, with a nod
of the head.

"Every bit," assented Yates, with obvious
pride.

"Comment—how ?"

"Sometimes with kindness, sometimes wi'out,"
observed Mr. Yates; "but alius with a stick."

"Perfect!" exclaimed the Vicomte, in tones of
the most sincere admiration.

"Don't mention it," modestly threw in Mr.
Yates, as if trying to make light of a matter
which reflected unbounded credit upon himself.
"There 's very few gentlemen wot knows the way
to govern a wumman."
"Ma foi" threw in the Vicomte; "you're

right!"

"Don't mention it, me lud," repeated Mr.
Yates with a slight bow by way of acknowledg-
ment. "An' now, what might yer ludship want
of me?"

The Vicomte paused for a moment to take a
pinch of snuflF from his silver box.

"You know the coast?" he said at last, closing
the box with a snap.

"None better," assented Yates.

"Intimately, I feel sure," threw in the Vicomte.
"An' for why?" asked the other, quickly.
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"You should know that best yourself, listen

now; I warrant that every drop of that gin is

smuggled."

"Save me if I ever did such a shocking thing
in me life I I 'm a honorable gent, wot would n't
soil his hands in such-like occypation. Arst me
wife."

"It 's not material," said the Vicomte, care-
lessly. "I trust that you are a smuggler ; indeed,
I happen to know that you are. I must have a
man who knows the coast. Also, can you find
me Jerry Abershaw? I may want him within a
month."

As Mr. Yates afterward observed to the high-
wayman, "When he arst me that, the breath went
slick out o' me body. Strike me Davy, but he
could have flipped me over back'ards with his sec-
ond finger an' thumb 1"

But the Vicomte was not so disposed. He
merely lay back in his chair and helped himself
to snufl'.

Mr. Yates's lower jaw had fallen. His
cheeks had vanished, and his forehead had gone
up somewhere under his stubbly hair. For some
moments he sat rigid and mute on the other side
of the table, seemingly nothing but mouth and
eyes.
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"ITor* that ?" he gasped.
The Vicomte yawned.
"My friend, why do you trouble me to repeat

myself? You heard what I said very well.
When I shall require him, you take horse and
ride to London, and bring Jerry Abershaw to
me."

"Who?" exclaimed Mr. Yates.
"Jerry Abershaw," repeated the Vicomte.
Mr. Yates closed his mouth with a snap and

vehemently shook his head.

"Sink me, but I never heerd of him I" he as-
serted.

"Mon Dieu." sighed the other, "all this is a
pitiful waste of time I"

"Never heerd of him I Never heerd the name
in me lifel Does he come from these here narts.
melud?"
Mr. Yates had no great histrionic ability. He

had assumed an air of dogged determination, but
he never feigned the vestige of an effort to recol-
lect. Therefore, he would have deceived no one,
his visitor least of all.

The Vicomte, without a word, drew a bundle
of banknotes from his pocket and slapped them
down on the table. Mr. Yates's eyes again
opened to their r'most, but he never spoke a word.
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The Vicornte, dampening his finger-tips,

counted out three crisp notes and tossed them
cross to Yates,

"There." he said; "there is the price of silence.
Meet me to-morrow night, at ten o'clock, on Ram-
sey Height. I will whistle three times, and you
will find me on the outskirts of the wood. I have
busmess of a private nature. I need your help
else I would never h? here. You have no choice
but to obey."

Mr. Yates was no fool. He thought he
scented a trap.

"Yer words is plain enough, govemoi--me lud,
I mean; but you 're somewheres under a misap-
prehension, aU the same. I 'm a honest man,
fair an' square an' aboveboard, and aUus was,
from the very day I was bom. And strike me
dead, an' it 's true."

"Tut, my friend I" said the Vicomte, not a little
testily. "You waste your breath on me. It will
be wisest to do as you are bid."

But Yates was stolidly silent, though the notes
seemed to dance before his eyes.

"I don't believe this here 's a honest job," he
said at length, and there was a touch of indigna-
tion in his tone, as if the Vicomte had made some
slur upon his personal character that was partic-



"Take that money," he thundered, "and meet me
to-morrow night on Kamsey Height"
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ularly galling to a gentleman oi such unblem-
ished past

The Vicomte angrily rapped the table with his
knuckles.

"Have done I" he cried. "I warn you, do not
try to play the hypocrite with me!"
Mr. Yates was a pinnacle of righteousness.
"Lookee here, me lud," he said. "You walks

inter the house of a man wot 's a honorable gent,
by both birth and segadty, and accuses him of
keeping low companionship. Now, I arsts you,
me lud, is it gentlemanly; is it perlite?"
The Vicomte got to his feet, seizing his cane in

his hand.

"Take that money," he thundered, "and meet
me to-morrow night on Ramsey Height—or I '11

have you up before the bench for holding up the
Ipswich coach I"

Gipsy Yates went back like a man knocked
out of the ring. He was far past the power of
dissimulation now.

"Strike me dead," he gasped, "but who, in the
name of mystery, told you that!"
The Vicomte never moved. He stood with

his fingers drumming upon the twisted hilt of his
sword.

"You were the man who emptied the boot,"
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said he, "that is to say, after you had shot the
horse and struck the marine officer a blow upon
the head."

"But." faltered Yates,
Was you?"

"I was," said the Vicomte. And then there
came a pause.

"Holy Moses 1" ejaculated Yates. "I'm
corked 1"

,

"No," said the Vicomte, "you have only to do
as I bid you, and I promise mv mouth will be
shut. I can keep a secret as well as yourself;
and if you wish for anything more to set your
mind at rest, I can tell you now what you must
very soon learn for yourself, that my business is
wholly as reprehensible as yours."
Yates was no longer in any doubt.
"Say, governor," he threw in, "and how did

yer get the money?"
"How so?" the other asked.

"When I saw yer larst, you 'd only got one
louis about yer."

"Since then I have had negotiations with my
own country," hastily answered the Vicomte.
"But that 's my affair, and not yours. What I
wish you to understand is that this must be kept
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secret. Serve me weU, and it wiU pay youPlay me false, and I '11 find you out » "^

"Aye, aye." responded Yates. "As long ae a

Gipsy Yates don't arst for nothing more."
The Vicomte turned to the door.
"Kamsey Height," said he.

l^oodl exclaimed the Vicomte

the^W.
'^""* *° ^°' ^'^''^ ^''*^'' ''''"8'^* ^^ by

"Goyemorl" he whispered. "What's thegame?

"That also." said the Vicomte, airily, "is alto-
gether beside the mark."
And with that he closed the door and was gone.

which by then had grown cold.
But Us appetite appeared to have gone, forhe soon put down his knife and fork and^ushing

the plate aside, solaced himself with the JnA wunnerful gentl" he ruminated. "A wun-
nerful gent, indeedl It did occur to me ter land

«ie spot; but I thought better on it somehow.
Ihere was a dangerous look in his eye when he
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got ter his feet that time an' he kep* playing his
fingers around his sword-hilt in a sort of a fasd-
natin' land of a way. An' that." he added,
sagely, "is wot 's known as personality. He 's
got it. and so has Jerry; an' it 'U carry a man a
deal further than wot any amount of muscle '11

do,—even with wummen. That 's the remark-
ablest part of it all. even the inferior interleeks of
females reckemizes it." Then he smiled; for
doubtless the thought was a trifle flattering to his
pride. "I 've got a touch of it. meself." he ob-
served, and emptied his glass of gin.
Meanwhile, the Vicomte was cantering home-

wards, whistling an air from a Paris opera and
gaily tossing his cambric handkerchief into the
breeze like a child. Once, he let it drop, and had
to dismount to recover it.

As he paused with his foot in the stirrup. Mrs.
Yates came past, putting her best foot foremost
and weU maintaining the highly creditable aver-
age of five and a half miles an hour.
The Vicomte was never a man who allowed an

opportunity to slip.

"Ah, Madame!" he cried. "And what a dear
good fellow he is!"

" 'Oo ?" asked the woman. "My husband ?"

"Who else!" ejaculated the Vicomte, as if it
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were a generally acknowledged fact that there
was but one reaUy dear, good fellow in aU the
civilized world, and that one Mr. Yates.

"Don't yer believe ut!" said the woman, with a
sly wink and a nod of the head. "Only don't go
an' tell him as I told yer so." she added in a
whisper.

"Madame," cried the Vicomte, "your words as-
tomsh me I But, rest assured

; your secret is pro-
loundly safe."

"He 's got 'is faults," she sighed; "but, arter
all, so have we all; and the Lord knows as I 've
got mine. I 'd be the last to deny ut."
The Vicomte regarded her with curiosity,

mmgled with a high degree of mirth.
"If you wiU excuse so personal an allusion,"

he asked, "how did you come by that black
eye?"

The woman smiled, and began wagging her
head from side to side, in an exceedingly artful
way.

^^Did the dear, good fellow give it to you?

Mrs. Yates's answer was somewhat extraor-
dinary, to say the least of it.

"No," she said, in a hushed and confidential
whisper. "But he thinks he did I"
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"Commenir exclaimed the Vicomte. "But

how?"

She only wagged her head the faster, and
brought her finger sharply against the side of her
nose; and then it was that the Vicomte guessed
that she was but half-witted, and admired the
perspicacity of Mr. Yates in selecting a lunatic
lady for wife.

' Come, teli me," he urged, his thin lips parting
in a smile.

,

"Yer won't let on, if I does?" she whispered.
"Ah, nonl Upon the honor of a gentleman

of France."

"Wen. then," she began; "it's Uke this: he
give me a black eye when he was courtin' of me;
and then he give me another on tlie weddin' day;
an' he went on giving 'em, until ut become a
regular habit that I could n't break 'un of. He
says the place don't look like home without ut,
an' I likes to make 'un comfortable-like, so I just
rubs the blacking brush acrost it whenever I
cleans his boots. He still hits me occasional, but
he don't do it near so often as he thinks he do.
Not he!" Whereupon she winked again, and
wagged her head even faster than before.
The Vicomte burst into a laugh.

"Magnificent I" he cried.
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"WeU, it makes him happy ter see ut," threw
in Mrs. Yates; "an I hope I'm a dutiful wife.
But, deary-me, he told me to walk, and I ain't a-
walking at all! I 'd gone an' been an' forgot"
And at that, tucking her hands under her

apron, she set off once more along the road.
The Vicomte followed her with Ws eye, his

shoulders shaking with merriment, which he saw
no need to suppress.

"And so, Mr. 'Gipsy' Yates," he cried to him-
self aloud; "and so there are very few gentlemen
who understand how to rule a woman. Mon
Dieu, but it is droll 1"

And there he sat on his horse on the King's
highroad, laughing until he was forced to hold
his sides. And aU the time, he was eating out
his heart.

'
(
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CHAPTER VIII

THE SNAKE IN THE GBASS

ARRIVED at Nether Hall, the Vicomte was
informed by Sir Michael of the engage-

ment of Cicely to Captam Roland Hood. He
received the news with an affectation of surprise,
and then he declared that from the bottom of his
heart he wished the young couple aU the happi-
ness m the world. He took Roland aside and
congratulated him in a very cordial and effusive
manner. To Sir Michael he expressed the
opuuon that a more suitable match he found it
difficult to conceive. And, altogether. Monsieur
le Vicomte seemed as delighted as anyone else
in the house. It is not easy to say what it was
that prompted all this falsity. There could be
nothing to be gained by such hypocrisy. It was
only inherent in the roan to practise it.

To Cicely alone his manner was greatly differ-
ent. With her he made light of the whole affair
regardmg it merely as a pretty and not unpictur-
esque species of joke, un paasetempg id^alr-aa he

no
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put it in his own language—well enough in its
way; but, he intimated, there were far more seri-
ous things in the world. He entered into con-
versation on the subject, in much the same
manner as a grown-up person will take a good-
natured interest in the prattling of a child. If
Cicely resented his demeanor, he adopted an ex-
ultant air. Which was the greatest mystery of
All*

It had always been the custom of the Vicomte
to sigh frequently when he talked; yet now,
when one would have thought there was cause
for It, he seemed disinclined to sue for pity or
consolation. His self-confidence was alarming.
He carried himself as one who had the victory in
his hands.

Cicely had never trusted him from the start.
Cu-cumstances, and her woman's instinct, had
long smce shown her that to which everyone else
in the house was blind: the tremendous hold the
man had upon himself. She had seen him rocked
by emotion and quivering, like a pennant in a
gale, and a moment afterwards, in her father's
company, aU urbanity and smiles. She knew
hmi for one who would be terrible in wrath, whose
nature had all the force and violence of an ir-
resistible mountain torrent. And yet, as far as
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the man's vehemence was concerned, figuratively
speaking, he could fold it up and put it away at
wiU. A pinch of snufi^, a laugh, and a whisk of
his cambric handkerchief, was all that was needed
to bring about the change. Before this despo-
tism of the will. Cicely felt herself to quail, and
not altogether without a reason. For she was
conscious that this man, who had such dominion
over himself, was capable of exercising an ahnost
equally complete mastery over one who was weak
and who ah^ady stood in fear and trembling at
his very glance. Even under the shelter of her
father's roof, where from her bedroom window
she could see the cattle browsing in the rich, open
pastuies and the taU, gray tower of Dedham
Church rising above the tree tops in the peaceful
valley of the Stour—even with her lover at her
side, a feeling of insecurity took strong hold
upon the girl.

"Roland," she once ventured, "when you are
alone with Monsieur des Ormeaux, does he ever
talk to you—of me?"

"Oh, very seldom; and when he does, it is only
to tell me that he thinks I have found a very
charming little wife."

"Is that all he says?" she wondered. She
barely spoke aloud.
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"Yes," laughed Roland, and then his face
changed; indeed, there was the vestige of a
frown. "To teU you the truth," he added, "I do
not care very much about discussing you with
Monsieur des Ormeaux. I do not like the
man."

"Why, Roland? Why?"
She spoke breathlessly; and on a sudden the

color left her cheeks.

"Whyl" he repeated in surprise. "You are
not afraid of him, are you. Cicely?"

"No," she cried. "Oh, Roland, tell me I am
not!"

She had caught tight hold of him. He took
her playfully, yet tenderly, by the shoulders.
"Of course you 're notl" he laughed. "Why

should you be?"

"I don't know why," she answered hastily. "I
can't think of any reason why I should be so.
He is always polite; he is most considerate, too;
but sometimes when he speaks to me, he smiles.
And then I fear him, Roland I I could not tell
you why; but I do," she cried, "I do."
"No; of course you could not tell me why!

For it is aU imagination. Cicely, and altogether
without a cause. I, too, dislike him. But you
must not let such silly fears run away with you:
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Monsieur des Onncaux can do us no harm; and
It IS not likely he will ever try."
"No," she sighed, and drew closer to him she

loved.

So little did they know the man! They
thought, poor, foolish ones, that they were securem a happiness that seemed to them the only thingm an tlie world. They did not dream that Louis
des Ormeaux, if so it fell in with his plans, would
go back to the Middle Ages and fling civilization
to the winds as readily as he would take a pinch
of snuff. For the lean, lithe form that paced
the garden of Nether HaU, whipping the spring-
time blossoms with his cane, veiled alike the heart
of a Roman and the fiery spirit of a Gaul.
May had drawn swiftly into June. It was the

tune of year when the Stour VaUey, always with
a gentle beauty of its own, is at its best. The
richness of the fields was bespangled over with
the yellow of the buttercups, and on the lowlands
the marsh-maUows stirred in lazy breezes from
the coast. Lilac and laburnum were in bloom,
and the lanes and hedges white with hawthorn-
which, together with the daisy-dotted meadows,
made it seem as if the valley had been powdered
by a fall of summer snow, that could not melt in
the sunshine, and cast abroad the sweetness of its
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perfume. Flocks of sheep were scattered on the
uplands; cattle wandered lazily along the river-

side; while, between the pollard-willows, the
sleepy, listless river drifted to the sea.

It was that Eden of England that John Con-
stable loved so well; and surely no scene was
ever more symbolical of Peace. Yet, at that
very time, the whole civilized world was arming
itself for war; and upon this same glorious First
of June, Lord Howe shattered the French fleet

and drove them back to Brest.

Indeed, Europe was now upon the threshold
of those twenty years of strife that saw the rise

of Napoleon and heard the tramp of the Grand
Army over the snows and across the desert sand.
The war-dogs were loosed; the imperial eagles
of France were to be borne in triumph through
nearly all the capitals of civilization, and Moscow
was doomed to flames. As yet the vineyards of
Spain and Italy were untrampled under foot ; the
Danube flowed its even course, and th.; green
com rustled in the breeze upon the field of
Waterloo. But the reign of Terror was drawing
to its close. France was already dyed in blood.
And now the flood-gates were opened wide; and
soon the earth would shake and the air would
thunder, for the Man of Destiny was come.
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He was bom of the Revolution, as his own

boundless ambition was bom of himself He
was tc stand for all time as the world's greatest
genius m war, and would, in very tmth, have
been the conqueror of the world, had it not been
for the httle man with the thin sad face-Horatio
Nelson to-wit-who was then pacing the quar-
ter-deck of H. M. S. "Agamemvm/' with his
e«gle eye upon the coast of Corsica, and who. by
the Grace of God,, was to keep the Union Jack
at the mastliead through it all.

Sir Michael was all for war, as. he said, every
loyal, self-respecting, and patriotic Englishman
always ought to be. It was only such pessimistic
knaves as Mr. Charles James Fox who were
agamst it.

Indeed, the war fever stirred up afresh in the
old isquire an active interest in politics; the more
so smce at that time, he received several letters
from Mr. Pitt, the youthful Prime Minister and
ChanceUor of the Exchequer. Pitt remembered
Sir Mi^ael, as a staunch supporter of the great
Lord Chatham at the time of the American
War, and said that it would give him great
pleasure to introduce Su- Michael's son into Par-
hament, should the young man have any desire
to embark upon a poUtical career, at such time as
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he came of a fitting age. Sir Michael laid holdupon the notion. He said that there were but
three places in the world where a gentlemanS fi

,5" 'Tu '^' ^"""^^ °^ Parliament, the
batt efield and the covert-side. Anthony stated
fearlessly that of the three he liked the first-named least. Whereupon, the old Squire, out
ot pure cussedness. decreed that his son should
become a statesman, whether he wanted to or not.Anthony laughed the matter ofl^; for. in youthwe hve in the present, and let the future look
after Itself.and as yet he had a year or so in
which to be free of the countryside and the play-^und of Dedham Grammar School, with Ws
friends. John Constable and Willie Lott Of
course, he wished to go to the war, but he could
not; mdeed. at that time, there was not a half-^wn Britisher in aU England that would not
be fightmg the French.
Roland, in spite of protests from Cicely, was

for- gettmg back without delay to his ship, whichhad gone south to the Mediterranean, and was
already within sound of the guns. His marriage
was postponed until he came back again from
the war. In had been originally intended that
a double wedding should take place in Dedham
Church. But, as will be seen, so many things
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were destined to intervene between the younger
couple and their united happiness that Sir
Michael grew redder in the face than ever from
unpatience, and finally (to take a peep into the
future) wedded the widow in the spring of the
following year. But in the summer of the year
1794 England was already flushed with the news
of her first great victories on the sea. All loyal
and gaUant Englishmen were for avenging the
murder of the King of France; and. holding
their duty to their .country over and above the
pnvate affairs of their hearts, they soon forgot
their lovers' tears, in dreams of clearing the decks
for action and Lord Howe's new manoeuvre of
"breaking the enemy's line." The Seven Years
War and the policy of the elder Pitt had placed
half the world under the dominion of England.
Sir Michael had complained that the race of great
Englishmen was ended; and Howe, Jervis, Nel-
son, Moore and Wellington were even then buck-
ling on their swords.

Now that Captain Hood was fully recovered
of his injury, he and liis mother went back
to Bentley Hall. It had been decided that they
should spend the last few weeks before he re-
joined his ship at their old Suffolk home. There
was a double reason for this: the widow was in
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some anxiety as to her housekeeping and serv-
ants; and, to be plain, there was also some talk
of the proprieties, for at that time, there were
one or two gossips in Dedham village, whom not
evCTi the war could supply with sufficient talk.
But. as Bentley Hall lay not half a dozen

miles from the gates of Nether Hall, no sooner
had he returned home than the gallant captain^forcT r on his horse, pounding the Ipsv .ch

And so the time passed quickly on, until theauhmm was upon them; and one short hour was
all that remamed. Roland was to leave the fol-lowmg morning; and now it was that, once and
lor all, he must wish Cicely good-by.
They were in the garden, when the Vicomt.

came suddenly upon them in the summer-house.
Pardon

1 said he. "I interrupt?"
•Not at all," said Roland. "We are glad to

see you, su-.» This was not strictly truefbut itwas always a difficult matter to hold word for

I?^ ;.*° v'"*
'^^. ** *^" "^^ *™« ^^P level

with the Vicomte in politeness.

"I will delay you not a moment," the Vicomtewent on. I understand you naturaUy wish tobe by yourselves. Mow D,>«/ but it may be ever
so long before you meet again 1"
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As he siud this.-he gave peculiar emphasis totte words, ar^d threw his hands and his eye^

afloaj that only himself y,^ ^ble to foresee.Why do you say that. Monsieur?" cried
Cicely, more than a little alarmed

ho?.H
"^'^-^'^ °ld. cruel smil^and then hebowed exceedmg low.

"Mademoiselle," said he, "we never can tell."That was all; and then there was a silenceduring which Roland shifted uneasily upon Sfeet, and Cicely tunied anxiously to iL at h^
tZ ? . ril!*'

'^^ ^"^^^ motionless, withtte ghost of the smile still playing arou;d h£

"Sir," said Roland, "you are pleased to be
^^miistie. I myself take a happier view of

th''V "l*"^*^
*° ^°^^ ^""^ *^ ^*'" threw in^e Vicomte. "especially when one is youn^We are very like fish that are caught in aTefwe never reahze what a calamity h,^ befaUen us-until we are landed high and dry."

"I fail to take your meaning." said RolandDo you „ean to imply that to be forewarned
IS to be forearmed?"

""tniea

"Mais nonl" exclaimed the Vicomte. "That
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is not my intention; and it is very far from being
the case. Cassandra prophesied the fall of
Troy; no one believed her; but," he added softly,
'nevertheless, the city fell."

And at that he bowed again.
"Monsieur," said Roland, turning impatiently

away, "you speak in a riddle."

"Say ratli.r a parable," cut in the other, "of
which the meaning is more than plain: that the
majority of us are dolts. Monsieur. It is very
sad, but true."

They had nothing to say. They could not
accuse him of rudeness. He was quite polite
with it all.

"But it is lot to teU you that that I am here
"

he we-' on. "I have come to pay my adieus,
Monf _. le Capitaine."

"But I will see you before I go, surely?" said
Roland.

"No, Monsieur. I have to ride into Colchester
this afternoon, to meet a friend of mine who ar-
nves by the Harwich coach. He is about to
return to France. Ah, my fortunate friend 1"

and he sighed, placing his hand on his heart.
"How I, too, long for Paris once again! But
VersaiUes is gone; the Tuileries is no more; Paris,
as I have known it, is a thing of the past! Ah,'

!!l
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Monsieur, but it is aU too sad to contemplatel
VVas there ever a moment more suited for adieus ?
It IS a sad word, Monsieur; but what would you
have We all are heavy in our hearts. As for
myself, I am desolate 1"

And the man was smiling all the time. More
than that, m every word there was a touch of
mockery in his tone.

He wished the young Englishman good-by
with aU the courtesy in the world, and. with a
final bow, went up ^e gravel path toward the
house, humming his favorite air and swinging his
cane m his hand. It is noteworthy that he used
the word "Adieu," and not "Au revoir," as if
he thought that they were not to see each other
agam. But here, for once, the Vicomte des
Urmeaux was sadly in the wrong.

When Roland Hood mounted his horse, his
heart was as heavy as lead. Under the light in
the Hall porch he had seen Cicely turn away
and bury her face in her father's coat. He had
heard Sir Michael's voice ring out:

"Give the frog-eating varmits a thrashing, me
boyi Show 'em again what British pluck can
dol And then, in a loud, husky whisper, he
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had heard the old man say, "Bear up me oirll
Be brave 1" *

At that the young man had set his teeth on
his under lip. His throat was aching sorely;
and deep down somewhere in his chest there was
a feeling of something that quivered, that made
his breath come fast and short. Using his spurs,
he set forth upon the road.

Five days later his new ship sailed forth of
Plymouth Sound. She was a frigate, the In-
constant, and there was a wealth of irony in the
name. For Roland Hood, from the upper deck,
watched the shores of England fade away in the
fog, and vowed he would be always true to a cer-
tain English girl.

Later on his brother officers observed a changem their friend, who was more reserved and silent
than had previously been his wont; and putting
their heads together, they arrived at the con-
clusion that Roland Hood was in love. And at
that, they one and all sorrowfully shook their
heads, deploring the fact that another good ma-
rine had gone the way of youth. Yet, there was
not one of them there who was not himself in
precisely the same predicament.

But, in the gun-room and the ward-room these
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were amongr the few things they never mentioned
-unless they happened to be Irish; though they,
^Ao«^A* of them, from time to time, but mZwhen the bullets were splintering the decks.And such tmies were to come with a vengeance;
tor when «,e Inconstant rolled down the Chan-
nel on the look out for the French, the hearts ofevery man and boy on board were beating fast;
her magazmes were filled to the doors with pow-
der, and the skies were heavy ahead.
During the months that foUowed CaptainHood took part in the combined naval and mili-

tary operations in the Mediterranean. But itwas not until the action of La Spezia. when the
Inconstant was shot to splinters under the CaIra « eighty-four guns, that his personal courage
was brought under the special notice of Nelson.
iUid this was, in some sort, the turning-point
of his bfe It had much to do with his future
^ccess. He was selected to cany Admiral
Hotham s report of the action to the Admiralty,
and tterefore arrived in England somewhat un-
expectedly, as wiU be seen, just in time to avert
a terrible cakmity. And what that calamity
was, and how nearly it came about, it is now our
duty to tell.

The days that followed Roland Hood's de-
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pittture from Nether Hall were heavy indeed for

her that dunng the autumn months she was leftmostly to herself Her father had taken again
to the huntmg-field; Anthony was foreverroammg the countryside; and day after day theVicomte left the house immediately after break!
fast, and did not return till night.

th.TV"''T7
'?*'''' '^''"™*- Heexplamed

ttat. as a soldier, he was accustomed to an active

of « h„ '"t"''^^'- ^ hwy as when astrideof a horse. He never tired, he said, of gratify-ing his eye for the picturesque, and wfnt into
raptures upon the beauties of the Valley of the

w'^heSTestf
"'^"^"^' ''"'' ^»^««'-»were the finest horsemen m the world; he himself

could nde, all day and every day. in sucha"^d hospit^e land. France was beauS
^;W ^° ^°?/'* ^'""y '*^ »"*• Merry

own. And there were inns upon ever^ road,where there was always company and gietingand wholesome English fare. They must nSbe surprised, he was at pains to let them know,
rf sometunes he spent the night at an inn, anddid not return for a day or so. He loved to befar afield.-Thus would he babble on.
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No one ever thought for a moment of doubt-mg his word. The old Squire, though he was

too sleepy at nights to listen to much of his talk,
beheved the man to be aU that a courteous noble-
man should be. Cicely shunned him, and feared
hmi still, but kept her fears to herself. Anthony
regarded him half in suspicion and half in a kind
of mirthful curiosity; for Monsieur des Ormeaux
was a mystery that a boy of seventeen, bom and
bred m an English village, could not be expected
to solve.

At aU events, when the Vicomte asserted that
he loved to be far afield, there was no question
that he spoke the truth. Night after night he
brought back the mare in a muck sweat and
splashed about the girths in Essex mud. The
result of which was that the Squire bought a fine
chestnut from a cavalry officer in Colchester,
which he presented to the Vicomte on the second
anruvemry of the day the refugee landed at
Judas Gap.
The Vicomte received this handsome present

with profuse thanks. Indeed, he made a motion
as if to embrace the Squire; whereat Sir Michael
spluttenng a great deal, shook him violently by
the hand, and beat a hasty retreat to the pantry
where he told Bannister that "Moosure" had at-
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tempted to kiss him. The Squire roared with
laughter; and the butler observed that there was
no aocountin' for sartin for the tastes of furren

gents.

So the Vicomte, with two horses to ride, was
constantly from home, for which Cicely was more
than a httle grateful.

Only upon one occasion was the old subject
broadied. It was a winter's afternoon, and had
ramed hard throughout the day; but now the
clouds had hfted upon a blood-red sunset thatmmgied with the firelight on the window-panes,
hir Michael was not returned from the chase.
Anthony, with John Constable, had gone toLMgham marshes to snare a heron, in full be-
lief of the old Essex superstition that a heron's
legs made wondrous fishing-bait. As for the Vi-
comte, the weather had kept him in. and he had
passed the day in his room.

chfrir^^Jf
"'""'• She had gone to the harpsi-

chord, and for some tmie her fingers moved upon

hr' Z\ \""^ *^" ^*'""** °f the music that
brought the Vicomte down the stairs, on tiptoe.
liKe a cat. ^ '

The room was growing dark, and softly she
broke mto a song. Cicely's heart was full.And Louis des Ormeaux. entering noiselessly.
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Lstened and heard it through. The sweetness of
her voice, the softness of the notes, touched the
innennost strings of his heart. He burst sud-
denly forth: he told her of his love and again
asked her to be his wife.

She reminded him of what he already knew,
that her hand and heart were plighted to one who
was serving his country across the seas.

But the Vicomte was beside liimself. For
once in his life, he was rash.

"I take no such answer," he cried to her.
"This love of mine was not given to me for noth-
ing. You have yet to learn that I cannot be dis-
missed,"

She drew herself up. She looked proud and
even defiant, but her heart was beating fast.

"My father's house," said she. "I think you
forget, my lord, you are his guest."
The Vicomte bowed exceeding low.
"Pardon," he muttered. "I ask forgiveness

—I forgot."

He turned upon his heel and left the room,
dosmg the door wr Jiout a sound. But, no sooner
was the door shut than he laughed, showing his
white, glistening teeth, and went back softly to
his room. As for Cicely, sitting down at the
harpsichord, she buried her face in her hands.
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It was there that Anthony found her. He
asked what ailed her, for her cheeks were wet
with tears; but she would not answer him. Boy
though he was, and little used to the ways of
the world, he could no longer be Wind to the
fact that this man piagued his sister with a love
that she neither would nor could return. He
remembered what Constable had told him of the
scene in the Bergholt lar"; and from this inci-

dent dates Anthony Pack^ 3 firm distrust of the
Vicomte, that led to the disclosure . f his perfidy.



CHAPTER IX

EAMSEY HEIGHT

TT was the week foEowing this that John Con-
X stable and Anthpny planned an expedition
into No Man's Land—the marsh country to the
east of Judas Gap, where the smugglers, running
from Antwerp and Rotterdam, were wont to land
their freight. They had no other object in view
than to sail the length of the creek, and down the
estuary of the Stour to the junction of the Or-
well, and, perhaps if there was time, indulge iu
some fishing at the river's mouth.
They rose at four o'clock in the morning,

which, in itself, was a masterful thing to do in
the depth of winter. Their boat was moored in
Dedham mill-pond. At Flatford they picked up
Lott with a frost-bitten nose and blowing upon
his hands to keep them warm; and by sunrise
they were alongside Judas Gap. Here it was
necessary to land their cargo, such as it was—
provisions for the day and fishing-tackle enough

I4S
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to deplete the German Ocean of fish. They ear-
ned the boat over the Gap, and launched her,
safe and sound, in the salt water of Judas Pool
where they set up the mast, and sailed down to
Mannmgtree. where they gained the river mouth.

Lott, who had grumbled considerably at start-
ing, was now delighted he had come. It was a
clear and frosty morning. Aided by the river
current and the outgoing tide, they sent their
boat skunmmg down the estuary like a swallow on
the wmg.

Presently they passed the Orwell mouth on the

5 .
,'."^^' ""'^ ^^^ '''°'«« of the sister counties

parted, hke outstretched arms that strove to em-
brace the open, rolling sea.

John Constable sat silent in the bows, noting
every change and effect of color in sea and sl^
and doud. He loved the Valley best in smnmer-
time; but the cold, desolate beauty of the winter
marsh-land, the dripping willows, and the flooded
meadovrs was not lost upon the boy. who was
destmed. m after years, to become one of the
master landscape-painters of the world. He wasaJ the time, howbeit unconsciously, receiving
th^e mipressions that were to make the name
ot Constable immortal.

They passed Harwich on the right, and an-
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chored in midstream by Landguard Fort. They
fished without success, and consoled themselves
with a most prodigious meal. And after that,
what should Master Anthony wish to do. but
bathe 1 Moreover, then and there, he stripped,
and took a courageous header from the boat.
Coming to the surface, he assured his comrades
that the water was not near so cold as it looked;
and the end of it was that, in a very short time, all
three were floundering in the tide.

They were about io weigh their anchor, when
they saw, coming down-river, a wherry, with a
brown sail and a lamp swinging at her peak.
She was bearing straight upon them, and threat-
ened to run them down.

There seemed to be only one man on board,
and he was looking back through a telescope in
the direction of Ramsey Height.
Anthony gave out a loud "Ahoy 1" and the man

turned, putting his hehn to port in the nick of
time. The wherry passed within six feet of the
boat.

"Why don't you look where you 're going?"
demanded Anthony Packe.
The man on the wherry never deigned a reply,

though he ^a . e out a snort like that of a pig. He
looked at them for an instant, in something of
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surprise, and then, turning his back upon them,
fixed his glass once more upon the crest of Ram-

.
se^ ^Icight.

But they had seen enough. Both Anthony
and Constable knew him at a glance. It was the
same man that, two years since, they had tracked
from the Sun Inn to Judas Gap, upon the night
the Vicomte landed, and whose name, they dis-
tmctly remembered, was Gipsy Yates.
They watched the wherry in silence, as she

headed due east for the open sea. And then An-
thony came out with a hearty laugh.

"Well," said he, "I thought I knew a fishing-
wherry when I saw one; but it seems, with Mr.
Yates on board, she's a smuggling craft, and
nothmg else."

"See," said Constable, pointing in the direction
of the wherry, "she 's turned a point to larboard;
she *s making straight for the Hook."
"And will come back with a cargo of gm." said

Anthony.

"Did you notice her headlight?" asked Lott
"What about it?"

"Why, it was as big as a street lamp, and had
green glass to it. as if it was meant for the star-
board side."

"For signals." Anthony sagely observed.



146 THE REFUGEE
"She shows a hght at sea, and they signal back
whether the coast is clear."

"Sure enough," said Lott; "and they have
a man Ramsey way; that was where he 'd fixed
his glass."

^^

"Let's nm into Harwich," said Constable,
"and warn the custom-house."

But Anthony Packe gave a sniff of royal dis-
dain.

"And Where's the fun in that?" he asked.
"Not a bit of it," he went on. "We '11 put back
up-river. We'll land at Wrabness Wharf,
climb up to Ramsey, and see for ourselves."

"It 's a dangerous game," reflected Constable.
"And what about bed ?" said Lott. "It means

we '11 have to spend the night at Manningtree."
"And who will suffer for that?" asked An-

thony; and he pictured his father's anger.
The thought seemed to weaken his resolution.

For some moments he sat in the boat in silence,
watching Yates's wherry out at sea. However!
in the end the spirit of adventure was too strong
for him. He hauled up the anchor without a
word.

Anthony's impetuosity frequently deprived his
companions of their breath. But this was an un-
usually daring scheme.
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"I shan't go," said Lott, who had never for-
gotten the night at Judas Gap.
"Stay at Wrabness, if you like," said An-

thony; "but, whether you come or not, I 'm go-
ing up to Ramsey Height. The free-traders
have a signaling-station there; and I warrant
the customs people know nothing at all about it."

"Then why not tell them?" Lott abnost
pleaded. "Why not teU them now?"
"And fine fools we would look," responded

Anthony, "if there 's nobody there at all. No,
WiUie; I am going to see for myself."
There was no keeping him back, and they knew

it They hoisted the sail, and tacked up the wide
estuary, passing the shipping clustered in Har-
wich port.

The afternoon was already far advanced; and,
fortunately for them, the tide had turned at two
o'clock, else they had taken hours to reach
Wrabneas. As it was, the sun was setting by the
tune they had made fast liie boat in a narrow
creek.

Lott was stiU unwilling to take part in what
he deemed a most foolhardy and senseless expe-
dition. He could see no object in it; nor, in-
deed, was there one, beyond the seeking of
danger for danger's sake. Constable, however,
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who could not let his younger friend go on alone,
offered to go up to Ramsey Height with An-
thony Packe, while Lott remained in charae of
the boat.

*

Between Ramsey and Wrabness, the hills on
the Essex side of the Stour that rise above the
marshes are covered by a dense wood of larch
and birch-trees, with here and there a sycamore
or ehn. And into this wood, at night-fall, An-
thony picked his way, with John Constable close
upon his heels. '

They threaded their way as cautiously as In-
dians on the war-path. If the truth be told,
they were not without experience in the subtle
art of poaching; and the fact that no gamekeeper
had as yet found them out. or indeed even sus-
pected them, speaks much for their skill in this
respect. Their progress was slow, but sure and
sUent; for, if there were smugglers on the hill-
top, a snapping twig, or a shin barked upon a
tallen bough, might easily cost their lives.
On this account, it was completely dark by the

time they gained the crest of the hill, that juts
forth as a promontory opposite the junction of
the Orwell and the Stour.

Ramsey Height is the most commanding emi-
nence in the neighborhood. Thence, on a clear
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day. one can see up-river beyond Brantham, to
the wooded Bergholt hills. At one's feet lie
the fishing villages of Wrabness and Ramsey-
both of iU repute in the days when smugglinc
was a trad^and the town of Harwich, at one
time England's premier port. Farther to the
east IS stretched the open sea, as far as the eye
can reach; and to the south, the flats of St. Osyth
and Clacton Wick.
On gaining the hilltop, the two boys advanced

more cautiously than ever. Constable stumbled
in a fox-earth; Anthony turned quickly, and.
almost with fear in his voice, whispered to his
fnend to be careful, if he set a value on his life.

Ihey were not gone twenty paces farther than
they had reason enough to be glad of the warn-
ing. A creaking sound, soft but continuous,
came to their ears in the stiUness in the wood
They stood transfixed, listening, and hardly

oared to breathe.

The noise continued, stopped, and then began
gajn. They could liken it to nothing that they

"Whatever is it?" whispered Constable; and
his voice shook.

"I don't know," said Anthony. "It's some-tmng—to do—with wood.
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He, too, was troubling. They were very far

from home—on the oiher side of No Man's Land
—and they might be shot in the dead of night on
Ramsey Hill, and the truth of it never known.
They waited, side by side, for several minutes

that seemed to them like hours, and never dared
to move. And all the time the creaking noise
went on, with short, irregular pauses that came
at unexpected moments. Even the sharp click
of a pistol lock, a smuggler's oath, or for that a
shot itself, would at last have been welcome; for
there is something awe-inspiring in that which
we are at a loss to understand.

The fancy that there were no smugglers there
at all, but that it was something supernatural,
took strong hold upon them both.

There was no moon. They were still among
the trees. It was so dark that they could not
even see each other.

"We must go back," said Constable.
Anthony never answered. He, too, wished

to be away, and owned it to himself, though some
thing of shame possessed him, and he vowed that
he would stand no ridicule from Willie Lott.
For all that, he acquiesced.

Together they turned back. They had had
enough of the darkness, and they made for the



.if*-ji(^r

RAMSEY HEIGHT 151

edge of the wood. The night was frosty and
clear. When they came into the starlight, it

was as if they had stepped into the open light of
day. It gave them courage at a bound. They
each took a long breath; and then a sigh of re-
lief escaped their lips. They could see the lights
of Harwich, dotted at the river mouth, and all
above them the stars, that spread a sheen upon
the ocean at their feet. The creaking noise went
on and on, but ab-eady they feared it less.

"Look there I" cried Constable, under his
breath, clutching at Anthony's arm.
He pointed out to sea. Anthony Packe looked

up. And there, far away in the night, upon the
dark horizon, was a big green light that blinked
uke a sleepy cat.

"Yategr said Anthony. "That's Yates's
wherry. We were right."

At that he went down on hands and knees,
and crawled toward the creaking sound. He
had guessed already what it was, and was won-
dering why he had never thought of it at first.
He crept forward stealthily, across .lead leaves

and banks of moss, and presently came to a place
where there was a glade upon the skirting of the
wood.

The spot was admirably chosen; for trees
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.tt«*ed .W c:^p^^^°^^. to wWch w«
"°"- The center of 7^' ^^^^^g « P«Up of
loosely feed to the held of tf^^'^ ^" »^*
end a man worked it j^/.^ *t' ^.f**

^°' «* o"*
At the other end wl ^ '""'"*' "^ » Pu^p.
*«™. that S.W aTlr'"'^^* ^^''t^d J.
d-d leave, on the ^'d^^" ^^''t "Pon the

««. h«d\ll7eT^eter'^''*-"'^'*' ^o'

'^'aldng sound-Ith^LSS. '''^"''"^ '°' «»«
doubt there was «n™

™'^ "^"l ^^U. No

«wer him. Nor^^thf » L'""
'"'""^ *« «"-
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CHAPTER X
THE MAN AT THE CHOSS-EOAD8

pOR some seconds Anthony Packe was tooA astounded to move. The thing wS Ttn^Iy absurdi The cultured and polifhedto"
des Ormeaux m league with comm^ swuggleZ

was the man as large as life, with the rufflesabout his wnsts and his white cravat.
Anthony drew away without a suund. Buthe was not gone fifteen paces than his ea«r-ness to tell John Constable of what he haS E^got the better of his wisdom, and he advan^mo^ rapidly than was discreet. He trod^^ltwig that snapped; and then the creaking nois^oy sudden ceased, and Anthony's hearfstoS

John Constable must also have heard him; for

"What was it?" he asked.

185
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"Hktr whispered Anthony. And they

bl-eatibe

'*™™°« ^^' scarcely daring to

There was a sOence that seemed interminable;
and then, much to their relief, the noise of the
signahng began afresh. Doubtless the Vicomte
had heard the sound of tkj breaking twig, butnow put it down to a fox. or a weasel, or some
other nocturnal denizen of the wood

Hnl fm7* ""f*"' *'*"''• *^« ^y^' stealing
down Ml toward the south, came out upon themam Harwich road. Thence they set off at a
run. Anthony leading, and Constable at his heels,
plymg hun with questions that he would not stop
to answer. •'^

It was then that a fuU moon rose in the south-
east, and showed the highway as white as plasteron a wall.

i'««"'cr

They came, hot and panting, to the cross-roads

W ^ «.?'
*""""^^ °^ *° 0«kley and to

Wrabness Wharf And there they heard the

nn?K T ". "'
'
^"^^^ ~°^« t°^"d themon the London road.

Past a doubt their ears had been deafened by
the sound of their own feet and heavy breath-W ''''^'\}"'^

i^"^
th« rider approaching

long before they did. As it was. the man can-
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tered up to the sign-post, where he reined in, at
the very moment that the two boys arrived at
the same identical place. The horseman came
from the direction of London, that is, from the
west; in consequence, the moon was full in his

face, and the boys had a clear view of the fel-

low, and retained for many years afterward a
distinct remembrance of the sight.

He was riding a gray thoroughbred, with a
long mane and tail, that must have been nearly
seventeen hands—though, as to this, there may
very likely have been a mistake, since the horse
stood on the grass sward around the sign-post,

that was several inches above the level of the road.
In any case, it was a splendid animal, well bred
and highly wrought; for, champing the bit, it

tossed its head and pawed upon the ground, and
they could see the hot breath pumpbg from its

nostrils. But it was the rider, more than the
horse, that held their eyes. He sat upright in
the saddle, as straight as a dart, with the reins
in his left hand, and the other arm akimbo at his

side. A hooded coat, that looked black, but
might very well have been green, was unbut-
toned, disclosing a slim and youthful figure.

When he cocked his head to look at the sign-
board, the light of the moon fell full upon his
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°«n »f the raui."
»«Hiiiler . -g^^

»« you Si"^;'1J;^
Mmy,»r! We'll

crayon and the knife back to r . .'.
^^'''^ ""e

the fourpence on the spt
°'*"^''' ^^''-<i

"Thankee for nothi„,,.3aid he. and turnin.

L
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The liighwayiuaii drew up abreast of them, neUUlg
Anthony by the coUar of his c-oat
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Z^/r "»"''»^-^ do..,lie better

f^'4L"^'ei-trs;L--trof one or the other of you. is inform.^ The
Z'T, nir """«'"* ^"* Harwichlwdon. and Oakley-Wrabness Wharf, wherei

Prease. he added, "and of course in nerfect

wr^iV" ^'"^^ ^''"" l"^ to worse. Itw«, ^ore than a mystery now. So Monsieurdes Omeaux. whose illustrious father ha^

the Grand Monarque. was consorting with

Anthony, who naturally did not enlighten thehighwayman that he knew who this pSLf^na happened to be. put the man^ i"



.4^m%^y.^. iOiFj
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"Thiinkee kindly." said he, as he turned his

horse s head '^ood night t' ye both; and bless
the samts that Providence never put it into my
power to lighten your pockets of more." Then
he changed the tone of his voice. "And mind,"

h fT^^""""^ " """'^^ ^^^P y°"^ mouths
shut, both of you, or, by Christopher! if ever we
meet agam, I close 'em fast with this."
He produced from under his cloak a heavy

shS"^''**'''
^"'^ ^^ ^^^^ ^^ ^^^ °»"^^^ "^^

"So now ye know," he warned them. And at
that clapping spurs to the gray horse, he went
cantenng down the road, whistling Uke a link-
boy, with the pistol still in his hand.
"WelV" said Anthony, when the man had

turned off upon the Harwich road, "wonders wiU
never cease I"

Constable, misunderstanding his meaning,
vowed that It was indeed a most eventful night.Do you know who this friend is?" cried An-

Herht?"^°
^°" ^°^ ^^""^ ^ ^^ °° ^^'^'^'y

"I Ve asked you a hundred times already."
said Constable. "Perhaps you '11 tell me now?"

Why, this rogue's 'particular friend' is none
other than the Frenchman who lives with us."
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And thereupon Anthony told his friend of
everything he had seen.

As they alternately walked and ran to Wrab-
ness Wharf, they discussed the question in every

possible light, but nohow could they explain the

matter at all. Neither had Willie Lott any sug-
gestion to proffer. It seemed inexplicable to

them that such a man as des Ormeaux should
stoop to free-trading and open robbery for gold.

Yet, certain it was that, when the Vicomte
landed in England, he had, upon his own asser-

tion, only one louis d'or, three francs, and
twenty-five centimes; and now he had money
enough and to spare. It was true he had a ready
explanation that the funds had come from
France, but this might very well be false. An-
thony no longer trusted him. The man was a
villain, from his braided hat to his boots. As to

that there was not the faintest doubt.

None the less, what business had brought him
to Ramsey Height in the darkness, to signal to

a smuggler out at sea, was as great a mystery as

before; and the fact that a highwayman, masked
and armed, was to meet him there took them no
step nearer to the solving of the riddle.

They talked it over, again and again, until

they ^vere come to Mainiiigtree, where they left

^Kt^^mmmMl
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^sted that they shoul/.t^relosfj^ eTuZ

Nether HaU !t wa: ^faS wtl^ ^l*and wh,^ without a moment's hesitation. gr^bS
trom the wall. But, Anthony Packe was nolonger a chiW to be laid acrossL f^ther-rkniand m the short space of a minute or s^ tte o7d

»n^'K. f *^'*='''^^' Vermillion in the faceand blowmg like a whale, beUowed and th^
ttrhour^iH^bt':*j: -^ r^'^*^'^

^-

fact that he would have to catch Antho^y^f^^e
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he could thrash him, and to catch him was more
than, at his time of life, he was able to do.
No sooner had he magnanimously consented

to spare his son than there came the grating
sound of a key in the door. At which. Cicely
bolted up the stairs; and a moment afterwards,
the Vicomte stepped lightly into the hall.
"Hal" said he, with a look of surprise. "So

latel"
^

But the Squire was in none of the best of
tempers.

"As far as I can see, Moosure, I 'm master
of a house of owls, that come screeching back to
roost at all hours o' the night. Why, by Thun-
der," he burst forth, "ye can't get up at sun-
rise, like a Christian, and pass a healthy day on
the line of a fox, and when the sun goes down,
and ye 've had your fiU o' port, roU up to bed,
me lord, sober enough to get there and sleepy
enough to sleep—beats me! egad, it pulls me up;
no less than a double ditch with a six feet drop
on t'other sidel And yet, ye 've not slipped in
wi' the latch-key afore cockcrow for a week, else
I '11 swallow me night-cap under your nose!"

"It may very well be true," said the Vicomte,
as if he had a grievance. "But, 'tis the fault
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speak, itfa fm^ I sometimes think that when thesun goes down, they think it is coming up; andwithout waitmg more carefuUy to observe theymust needs display their vocal powers! o'£pressible chickensi To think that you should btcause for so much talkl"

earTrTi?'"""''"''^''^
^^^ ^'J"^^' «""™ng fromear to ear. ye 're a wit. me lord; ye 're a witl"

^e. I ask pardon if I have disturbed youirom your sleep," ^

"Not a bit." said Sir Michael. « 'Twas this

tow ^ .r""" ^'^ ''^^^ '^^ --^de a motiontowards the crop.
•"""uii

"^. now!" exclaimed the Vicomte. "Youwould not chastise so brave a boyi You wiUfor my sake, let him off. Com"^. eome.'S:
Michael; you will give me your word, will you

Now, if Anthony resented anything, it wasthat Loms des Ormeaux should Tose S spe^^
pleader on his behalf. He felt a hot rufhof
blood pass over hmi, and turned to Sir Michael,with never a glance at the Frenchman.

thrl
'•"•''"''' ^'' "'^ y°" '^^^ I deserve athrashing, give me one. by all means. I 'U not
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resist. But, I must ask you to be so good as not
to do It before the eyes of—a stranger. That
would scarcely be fair to me."
"Get off," roared the Squire; "get off wi' ye

to bed! I Ve pledged me word to your sister,
and that's enough for me. Also, I warrant
ye ve had no food since mid-day; so off to bed
without it. Get ye out of me sight!"
Anthony made off, as he was ordered, gkd

enough to be gone; and no sooner had he disap-
peared at the head of the stairs, than the Squire
turned to the Vicomte with his face again all
smiles.

*

_

"Did ye hear what the lad said?" he asked.
Ihere was blood for ye, Moosurel British

pride wi' a vengeancel Spirit, that 's what it
was I Zooksl he's a credit to his father, after
ftU*

"Precisely," answered the Vicomte. "A very
excellent boy, I am well aware!"
And he too went up the stairs to bed, wonder-

ing whether or not Anthony knew anything;
for this touch of hostility, that wa... altogether
lost upon the Squire, was something new.
They now entered upon a period of vigilance.

During the weeks that followed, Anthony Packe
and Monsieur des Ormeaux watched each other
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with growing suspicion. In courage there wasnot a pm to choose between them. But the Vi-

lelt perfectly convmced in his own mind that theboy knew something of his affairs. He was.
however, outwardly most polite.
As for Anthony, he was still determined tokeep an eye on the Vicomte and find out some-

w^f ""T'.u^r"
*^"" ^^P*^«te occasions,when my lord had gone abroad, in rainy weathe^when the roads were deep in mire. Anthony had

followed the track of his horse's hoofs along the

t!t
^^,,''1'' ""'^ "*"* *^^ d^« Ormeaux hadtaken the Freston road.

BeSSt*!^ °^ '^'''' ^ '^' "^'^'y °f East
Bergholt Anthony was diligently pursuing the
hoof-prmts of the horse that the Vicomte hadgot from the Sqmre, when the man himself sud-denly came forth of the door of a roadside imi.and caught the boy red-handed at his work.
Anthony was too taken aback to speak a word.He turned white, and then red. and finally

laughed, without a cause.
^

"A strange coincidence," said he; "a stranjre
coincidence, indeed 1
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"Very," .iswered Anthony, which was about
the best he could do.

^^

"I think no such thing," sings out the Vicomte.
"You know very well that you are not here by
chance." Then, for the first time, Anthony saw
him angered. His eyes flashed fire, and he
rapped his boot with his cane. "Let me tell you
this," he cried: "you are very incautious to
meddle in my affairs. Let me see no more of
it! I warn you, you are indeed on dangerous
ground."

3y now, Anthony had gained something of his
p-esence of mind. He was willing enough, if
there was need, to come to blows with the man.
He spoke very cabnly, with discretion beyond
liis years.

"Sir," said he, "I know not what 'affairs' you
can have in this country that you must hold
secret from my father and myself "

But here the Vicomte took him up.
"Nor have you right to know," he snarled,

showing how easily a crafty man may display
his weakness before the frankness of a boy.
"On the contrary." said Anthony, quite

calmly, "seeing that you have come to our land
for protection, and that you are dependent upon
my father's hospitality and the goodness of his
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heart. I tiank that we have every right to

The Vieomte thought for a moment. Hesaw that he must keep his temper; he recognized
the necessity for restraint. He indulged in apmch of snuff.

*^ *

^
"We talk too much." said he. "I will teU you

„ H iT^l ;J''^
°°*- ^ '^'^ ^°'°'"' t^« words;"and he held up two fingers, and smiled. (With-

out exception, he ,was a most plausible rascal.)

"M^-\ •" ^^ «>nt'n"ed in confidence.Ma fm, 1 am most confoundedly in lovel Ikeep It a secret, because I am an aristocrat, and
she. sweet girl, is only-a dairymaid. There-

neighborhood have much goodness, but no ro-
mance. They would fail to comprehend thatLove should never be restricted or controUed.We have no power over Love. It knows neither
statoinorrank. But. as f.r as I am concerned.
a pretty face is a pretty face, whether we find itin a palace or—among the cows." And he
ended, with a shrug, and stood in an attitudewth raised eyebrows, pursed lips and opened

In^.*/"^ "S ",°*""*^' ''"^ ^°^^^^ him square
in the face. He knew in his heart, that if ever
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there was, or had been, such a thing as a white,
bare-faced lie, most assuredly he had heard one
then. In the first place, the boy knew that the
Frenchman loved his sister, strive to disguise it
as he might. In the second, this fictitious
«iairymaid by no means accounted either for the
signals passed to smugglers at sea or the masked
man at the cross-roads, who had ridden to Ram-
sey Height. However, the boy was wise enough
to know that one must fight a man like the
Frenchman with weapons such as he himself did
not scorn to use. He pretended that he believed
hun, to put him off the scent. It is doubtful,
however, whether he did so: Monsieur des Or-
meaux was not an easy man to deceive.

^^

"You must forgive me, sir," said Anthony.
"I surely should never have guessed."

"I know not what you thought," said the Vi-
oomte.

"To speak true," said Anthony, "I thought
that you were deceiving my father."

"Tutl" the Vicomte took him up. "To think
that I should dream of such a wicked thing!"
He looked profoundly shocked. Anthony

gazed at him in wonderment: the man was a
beautiful rogue. "It would be but common jus-
tice," Anthony thought to himself, "to shoot him
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where he stands." However, he suppressed hisfeehngs. and played the Vicomte's gLe

i have asked your pardon, sir." said he. "Ican do no wore."
u uc.

j.

mTal^Th^' t^ *^, Frenchman, "from

Joo^ed at Anthony from out the corners of his

"Do you go home?" he asked. "Or wouldyou Lke to continue-on the trail?"
Anthony blushed.

"That 's unkind," said he.
"True!" cried the Vicomte. slapping him onthe back m friendly fashion; Tnd Ihe ver^touch of the man's hand seemed *« chill. "?o^

but I could not resist a parting thrus? Andpon my honor, you deserved it. for thinking meavJlam. Howbeit, au revoir." And he gfaS!fully waved his hand.
^

At that, they parted. Anthony leaving the Vi-comte standing without the imi. "Upon your

earshot. A fine man to speak of honor! It'sa name to you. and nothing more."
And if Master Anthony's thoughts were im-
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Monsieur des Ormeaux were

polite, those of
black indeed.

He helped himself to a pinch of snuff. He
looked after the boy with a mouth screwed side-
ways, and his thumb pressed upon a nostril.

Ah, my little friend," he whispered, "youwarn me that the time has come to act. Very
well. Within a week the blow shaU fall: I 'jj

bnng the house about your ears."
At that, he whipped round upon his heel, en-

tered the stable-yard of the inn, and paying the
hostler royally, mounted the chestnut horse
Once more upon the road, he broke into a head-

long gallop, with his white teeth showing in a
cruel, relentless grin. Nor did he draw rdn un-
til he was over Freston Hill, and come to the
cottage of Gipsy Yates, where he rapped on the
gate with his cane.



CHAPTER XI

TBEACHEET

T T was Mrs. Yates who opened the door, and
M. came down the garden path, with an eye
blacker than ever and her hands tucked away
in her apron.

When she saw who their visitor was, she
curtseyed. The Vicomte doflFed his hat—byway of a joke.

"Ah, Madame, herself I" he exckimed. "And
is the dear, good fellow at home?"

^^

The "detr, good fellow" was at home, as
"Madame" owned with reluctance. And at
that, the Vicomte came down from his horse,
^le made fMt the rems to the gate-post, and
then, stepped up to the cottage door, and en-
tered, without so much as a knock.
And thereupon wa" the reason of Mrs, Yates's

hesitation quite apparent. Yates, once more, was
seated before his bacon, and stirring iiia gin and
water with his pipe. It was clear at a glance

174
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he had taken more than enough of the latter.
He was sober, of course, but his face was
flushed; he never rose to his feet when the Vi-
comte .ntered the room.
"What cheer,,mess-mate 1" he bellowed, bran-

dishing a fork in the an-. "I warrant it 's no fair
wind that blewed you acrost the river. Come in,
me lud. Come in."

The Vicomte glanced at him sharply, with his
fingers drumming upon his chin. At length, he
overlooked the impertinence, and sat himself
down on the table, swinging his leg.

"Where 's Abershaw?" he asked.
"Gone back," said Yates; "back to the 'Bald-

faced Stag' on the Lunnon-Kingston Road."
The Vicomte took snuff.

"We want him." said he. "I have work for
Master Jerry; and you, my friend, must get off
and brinff him here."

^Tr. Yates drew his pipe from his glass,
Atited the stem for a moment, and then put it

«ck. Placing his hands on the edge of the
'"We, he balanced hi. chsir on its hindermost
k/0, S(/ that more than once he was in danger of
fa. -^g bsokwprds. But he looked at the Vi-
coDit* *n the time.

"V* hi* here 's a rum 'u.i," said he, "sink
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me if it ain't I I thought, me lud, you was a
gent what knew his own mind; but it seems
you don't," he added, scratching his head.
"Why, less'n a week ago, you told Jerry he
could get back to 'The Bald-faced Stag,' and
when you wanted him you 'd send for him, which
would be in about a couple of months I"

"Is that all?" asked the Vioomte, as if bored.
"How d'ye mean, me lud?"

"Have you finished speaking?"

^^

"M'yes," answeted Fates, as if in doubt.
"Nothing else—as I can reckerlect."

"Ah," said the Vicomte, "I 'm glad to hear
it Since I gave those orders to Abershaw, cir-

cumstances are changed." He jumped sud-
denly to his feet; clapp , his hands like a child,
and then threw them uf . ards into the air, mak-
ing the ruffles dance; and, bursting into loud,
ahnost hysterical, laughter, he slapped Yates
violently upon the back. "The iron is hot," he
cried. "I must strike at once. If I waited, I
very easily might lose."

Yates drew near to the Vicomte, and spoke
in a husky whisper:

"Is everything ready?" he asked. "Are the
furriners ready to cross?"

"Not yet," said the Vicomte. "Not yet.
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Listen: I wUl tell you. The French Republic
has made peace with the Dutch. It is now
possible, nay, probable, that the plans of my
very good friends in Paris may be carried out.
This shore, of all the English coast, is most
open to attac'-. The invading fleet will lie
hidden in the Texel. They will cross in a fog.
Upon the Essex coast there are three pivots of
defence, of which the most northerly is Ramsey
Height. As you know, I have selected that
point because it is the farthest from London.
Ramsey Height, within the course of the next
few months, is to play an important part in the
history cf England; and so, my friend, is a
certain dear, good fellow who rejoices in the
name of Yates." He laid both his hands on
Yates's shoulders. "I leave you in charge," he
went on, "in sole charge of Ramsey Height.
I must return to France, to those who are my
masters. You will keep watch upon the Har-
wich fleet. I will take good care that there is

always some craft at sea on the lookout for
your signals. I need not enjoin you to secrecy
and diligence: you know well enough how ex-
ceedingly well you are paid. I leave you, as it

were, the man of the moment. You will be ac-
quainted when the Invasion is prepared; you
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will be in readiness to signal for us to advance,
to welcome the friends of Liberty to English
shores."

"Weny eloquent and comfortin'," observed
Yates. "And you want Abershaw for final in-

structions afore you goes?"

"Not so," said the Vicomte. "The Invasion
is not yet prepared; but my own affairs have
progressed, have reached a climax, as it were.
If the truth be told, my hand has been forced;
and that being so, I am the less likely to stop
at half measures or any sort of a compromise.
I am a man," said he, striking the table a blow,
"whom it is dangerous to cross; and that these
country loons have yet to learn."

He broke off and stood looking out of the
cottage window, his hands trembling and the
shadows passing across his face.

"But we want Abershaw," he went on with
lowered voice, and turning again to Yates.
"You will bring him to me, my dear, good fel-

low, will you not? You must be on the road
to-night."

Yates gave a grunt of dissatisfaction and
muttered something about a man not getting
much time for "hisself in the bosom of his fam-
Uy."
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"You 're well paid." said the Vicomte. And
Yates could not deny it.

Whereupon Monsieur des Ormeaux, waving
his cambric handkerchief and strutting to and
Iro in the room, conjured up golden visions of
what Mr. Yates would be worth when the Dutch
fleet had landed the French army upon the
Essex coast, and Hoche had given "the richest
country in the world" up to "courageous citi-
zens" to plunder.

So now we are brought face to face with the
full perfidy of the man, with treachery mingled
with base ingratitude; and we see him for what
he was. He had, of course, made his peace with
the new government—the Directory. Un-
doubtedly, had he wished it, he could long since
have returned to France. He had found, how-
ever, more profitable employment in England-
's a spy. He had also, as we know, certain
prospects that held him to the valley of the Stour.
As for the Invasion, it was then, and for

many years to come, a source of national alarm
It was from this year that the "Great Terror,"
which for nine years was suspended over Eng-
land Uke a cloud, may be said to date. Des Or-
meaux was evidently employed by those who
favored a descent upon England from Holland.
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The French general Humbert entered HoUand
with SIX thousand Republican soldiers to rein-
torce the Dutch army under General Daendals,
the ongmator of the scheme. Beyond a doubt,
des Ormeaux and Yates had established a direct
hne of communication by means of signals from
Ramsey Height to Admiral De Winter's squad-
ron. which was lying in readiness to embark thearmy of invasion.

Engknd was not yet panic-stricken. The
danger was known m London; but in those days
news took long to spread. There were few news-
papers: news for the most part was passed from
mouth to mouth, or carried about the country by
pedlars in the form of pamphlets or caricatures.
It was known in Dedham that the French Re-
pubhe contemplated the invasion of England-
but the victory of the First of June had done
much to relieve the tension. Hoche's descent
upon the Irish coast was looked upon as a joke
so completely did the expedition fail. Neverthe'
less, from that time, talk of a foreign invasion
was contmually in men's mouths, becoming more
general as the danger became more imminent,
until It reached its climax, ten years later when
JVapoleon pitched his camp at Boulogne. Nor
did Englishmen deem themselves secure until
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Nelson had shattered the French and Spanish
fleets in Trafalgar Bay.

^^^
From this the reader may be inclined to wonderhow It was that Anthony Packe. when he found

S*-\r?^
signaling out to sea from Ramsey

Weight, did not immediately suspect the man of
more base designs than smuggling contraband.
The truth IS. the idea did enter his mind, but he
dismissed It; he little doubted the man was a vil-
lain, but, he never for a moment thought it pos-
sible that any one could be capable of practising
such complete hypocrisy. For the Vicomte wat
contmuaUy storming against the Directory: in
his eyes, or rather according to his words, Jaco-
bins. Gm)ndists and all sections of the Republi-
can party were equaUy vile. They had murdered
a fang. They had robbed France of its noblest
and Its best. They had torn down the Church:
they had dnven God from the land. And thiswas enough for the Vicomte. It was his custom
to tell the story with tears in his eyes, after which,
he would vow that all he had now to live for was
to see these wrongs avenged and to put back the
iiourbon on the throne.

Little wonder if Anthony Packe thought theman smcere, and could not believe that he was a
turncoat, who had joined that same body of men
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who had dethroned the King of France. Then

Jfr; °Z
l«fd was forever Expressing hL. gxaS

Sd he'
'

f-'T
'""^ '^-P't'^^ he haTi

?n ,
• ^ rf *''^** ''^ protesting his love of

Z'::^^^
"^^ English-^,, alftke tine I

NeTher nrif"^.^^'
^"^ ^""^''"^ «^« hack to

til^ f ? '
"^^ ^'P^y ^''*^''' ^ his own nau-

tical fashion, pounded the London highroad onWay to The Bald-Faced Stag, to brCJer^Abershaw east again to assist the FreninS

fuW ^'~'?*^'1 ^'*'* ""^ ^«^'^' He saw the

nwT '*:;^' Hetoldhinu,elfthathehadp%ed his cards exceedingly well. He de-pended to a veiy large extent, upon Abershawand Yates; but he could trust them: they were^es. but reliable rogues, and. whatever Z^.
^^^ were never likely to show the white

During the days that intervened betweeu themeebng on the Bergholt road and the Friday!
the following week, when the bulk of the man^viUainy came to a head, it was a strangl pXmdeed, «iat daily sat down to dinner ifSSHail Anthony and the Vicomte were all butopenly foes. Cicely feared him more tha^e^^;
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for there was something in the man's manner
that threatened immediate danger. The old
Squire alone was blind; he was stiU effusive; he
thrust the port towards his guest, and called him
Moosure,

'
and talked continually of the "regi-

Clues.

Louis des Ormeaux had a monstrous scheme in
his head; but in that selfsame veek there hap-
pened a thing which neither he nor anyone else
had foreseen. The unexpected took place when
a bng dropped anchor in St. Helen's Roads, and
Captam Roland Hood was put ashore in Ports-
mouth, with Admiral Hotham's despatches upon
the combat of La Spezia.

^

Hood made up to London on the mail-coach,
where he was some days about his business with

Old Slaughters, m St. Martin's Lane, where he
xodged. he wrote two letters, which he himself
gave m charge of the conductor of a flying coach
that started for Ipswich within an hour: the one
oi these to his motlier, to be left at the Bentley
Tankard for Thomas Timms; the second, ad-
dressed to another lady, was to be handed in at theGun Inn, next before the county turnpike, forany one of the household of Su- Michael Packe,
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S^f Se h^J'l'^^r^'^'^
that the fiSTJSDer of the household of Nether Hall to caU atthe Gun Inn after the passing of the flyS/S.4w« none other than Monsieu? desoJLLZt

"A letter, my lord," said the landlord, twistingthe samem his hands
"-wisimg

'Tor whom?" asked the Vicomte.
Mistress Cicely Packe."

mil^L^^
^°"^ ^"^ ^'^^^- "Give it to'

So he took it, and went down the hill, simrino-

When he got to the turnpike, instead of «oin;r

,°1r^
*he Dedham road, he turned totheSmto the wood, and seated himself on a fallen |1

^ to bme out came his pet ejaculation: "Ma

o/^l ^t^'^^ "^^ *" "«»™t of the Battle

^a^ oKt?.' °' '"" "^^ ^'-^ had beenDeaten off; but there was no mention of the factthat Roland Hood's own gallantry on th^ocT«on had bought him under the n^ice ofNeSHe merely stated that he had been selected to r."
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Suffolk on Friday7vS w ''""^'^ ""^^^ "
a few tender passag^Hf fttU

"'""'"^^'^ ^'"^
in«, for instance S I ,f "^ "^""t' o^"

face of her heW *° ^°^*^ *^« f«ir

!eJ:?r:s:s;r,;jtxC'^the»,„,,,^
in his hands.

expression, he folded it

"Morbleur said he "An^+i, ^
day later-and all would hi^^'

'^"^~''"* °°«

".this young p^S'',^^"'^"'^ellJ As it

upon the ver^iSK^ ?^"" "P°" *''« «"ne
eTaway.-li'^tJJ»J ?"?' ""*" '^ ^'^-
«>-ethi!;g ^Vu^'^,tt^'--^'^^-^Sht
««tless in nianner. ^H* 00!^!, T?"*^™*

"^^
snuff; and then Jth . . ^ !^'* ^'^^^ ^ith

half closed. sSkrv^rt-Tf'^ ^"^ """^ '^'^ «y«
heweretoXitS^r?^'?''^^^^-- "»
"to ride over to dS- ^"S'

'"^ "™'««ted.M he would ^n aS^r,^"''''^ '^'^^t-^
th«w up his Cds .^ fo "T *'' '^'"'°^*«

We must stop it W.^ ' *^ ™PP«d out.

y^j,.
«>Pit. We know a trick as good as
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Thereupon he walked briskly to the road, and

a few minutes afterward entered the gates of
Nether HalL

This happened on the Tuesday; and aU that
day. in spite of his self-assurance. Monsieur desOmeaux was clearly not at his ease. He could
not stay still for a minute, but wandered about
the house; when spoken to by the Squire, he
started, a very unusual thing in one whose man-
ner was that of a man always at his ease.
At midday on the foUowing day he took horse

Mid rode Londonward upon the highroad. Near
Stanway he had the good fortune to meet with
the very men he wanted : Gipsy Yates, in his fish-
ermans kersey, and Jerry Abershaw. without
his mask, and a handsome feUow he was.
The Vicomte was genuinely relieved to see

them. And without doubt it was then that he
gave his final instructions, with the exception of
certam details which he had not yet settled in his
nund.

. He returned to Nether Hall in the best of
spirits, and that evening was most hilarious.He kept the Squu« in a constant fit of laughter

"

but both Anthony and Cicely saw the dissembler
under his jokes

: they recognized in the coldness of
his eyes, the wolf in the jester's cap and bells; and
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'wt Cic. V came to Anthony after
*1. Hti *"ace was white, and her
wed togef «•!•.

she fried abnost breathlessly,
laful tn goiii^to happen!"

iHug^et! ^re«kF-
. and asked her,

IM
ttey both felt a dread presentiment of danger
last drawing down upon them all.
So much ' "

'""

the evciiinj

hands wen
"Antho'

"soinething

Anthony
"Why?"
She did not kiv ,,, ,d nhe could not say; but

ine ben rroHmU
"I Wirt* he V ,« <^^/' said he. "He's aseoundr :"

*ic s a

'•Do y^u kno„ *'• ,he asked quickly.
I m sure of ,. md he.

tJ'^P i "^f
'""*

^' '"''^ *° ^'"^^If. "I wish
that Roland wer»- here."

nJ''1,°^u"'^'**
^^' "^"t^^y' «"d not un-

nahirally: he considered himself and t.he Squire
^fficent protection for anyone. He had the

2^flJ Z'"l
""'' ''"* ^' '"^•^™«1 his sister

that Cap am Hood was a great many miles away

tJ\ '^^T•''*^
^^^ ^'^'"*^ h'-'d to h'" room.They heard him opening boxes, puUing out draw-
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en, and continually closing the cupboard door.
Alao, it appears that that day he rearranged all
the books he had got from the Squire's library
and kept in his bedroom for his own especial
use—in the light of future events, an extraordi-
nary thing to have done.

In the evening he asked Sir Michael to put off
dinner till eight on the Friday. He had to go
into Colchester, he said, on business, to meet this
eternal friend of his who was always returning
to France. The business was very important;
they had arranged to talk it over in the Cups
Inn. He could not be back before eight at the
earliest; he hoped it would not greatly disturb
the house.

The Squire had no objection, appealing to
Cicely, who, of course, was responsible for such
domestic affairs.

She said that she would see to it.

"Ah," said tlie Vicomte, "you are too kind.
Mademoiselle;"

He was going on with his thanks—he was c er-
flowing with gratitude—but she left him Hur-
riedly, and went to her own room, where she sat
and trembled before her glass, and looked at her
own pale face.



CHAPTER XII

A CHAPTEB OP ACCIDENn

^^ Bentley H«U. and his face was as round

^^JT""'^ ^."*° '^' ''"»""' it was as red as a
beet-root, and adorned on either side by a pair ofbnght red whiskers that con^pletel, coL^e. h^s

S^'J^ ^^°"^ ""^ ^^^d. his round

hr^ST'T'^'j'^"'' *'"'''^t'°° "" protracted
his wluskers that his ears came out frl behind

holes, and as no man in this world was ever more^y surpnsed than Thomas Timms, his earswere constantly on the move, in and out. In fact

Thomas had never been known to walk Hewent at a qmck trot, appearing to go so fast that
ills legs may be said to have 'twinkled.' But asa matter of fact, he went no faster than the aver-ag^ man could walk, for his legs were exceedmgly
fat and short. * "^

On this particular I'riday evening, in the yard
191
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of the Bentlej; Tankard, Thomas Timms could

not stand still. He had brought a horse for Ro-
land to ride and a cart to take his luggage back to

Bentley Hall. He told everyone that his young
master, whom they had all known since the days

of his childhood, was coming back from fighting

the French—quite superfluous information, since

thirty villagers, at least, were there assembled to

give the captain something of a home-coming and
celebrate the occilsion with a pint or so of beer.

Talk in the inn ran high ; and Timms expressed

the opinion that, as soon as his mistress was mar-
ried to old Sir Michael Packe, he himself was off

to the wars ; which brought forth a hearty peal of

laughter. The idea of Timms carrying a musket
as long as himself appealed to their rustic sense

of humor; and little did any man among them
dream that, that very night, Thomas Timms was
to be of some service to his country and his King.

They were in the midst of all this laughter,

when they heard the coach upon the road.

In a few minutes it drew up ; and there, on the

boxseat was a young officer in the uniform of the

Green Marines, with a sword at his belt and finely

powdered hair. There was neither rest nor

change of horses ; but down came Roland Hood
and his boxes, and on went the coach again.
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They gave him three cheers, and a fourth- andtten three more for his widowed mother, whoZ

lfteX;,f
"''''' ^'^ ^ "" «>« country-sw"

tl^ltti I
™°«^g for Roland todo but

cheermg. and sundry groans for the FrenchIn the meantmie Timms had gone off with the

on":!:' 7^^* "^^ *° *^""^^^^Sherson was safely returned that he took the nonv

up the hiUs at a canter, till he pulled u^ befZ ttefront door of Bentley Hall
"Poeiorethe

wa? brno''"''
''" ^''' "°"^°"^ *° '^ home; but itwas by no means an easy matter to get awavOne after the other they drank his heS. Z^lmg theu. sunburnt, honest faces in pewtermZAnd tten nothing would please them'^S haTRfland should get to the top of some mounting stepsm tte stableyard and give them a speech S,he id to the best of his poor ability

;She mortthat he said was drowned in repeated cheer.

his horse, and .d! out fSL^abS aT"*^''

F^LX^^u^Sk^llHi-^^^^^^
Showed clear and bright at thefX moura^l
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out at sea were the lights of passing ships. The
trees stood out against the sky like coal-black
monsters ranged to guard the road, that curled
among the hills.

Roland was walking h-s horse up one of the
steeper hills, when two horsemen came upon him
so suddenly out of the darkness that he was taken
completely unawares, and a voice rang out as
clear as a beU above the drumming of the hoofs
upon the road. ,

"Pull up, by Christopher/ Your money or
your life!"

^

The three horses cannoned with a heavy thud.
There was the sharp crack of a pistol-shot, a
muffled exclamation, and a snort, as Roland's
horse reared high into the air.

They were in the shadow of a clump of ehns;
and so dark was it, and so close were the three to-'
gether, that Gipsy Yates, who came upon the
nder from the right, had thrust his pistol over
Roland's shoulder before he knew it. He fired
a

.
the horse rose

; and the buUet flew high into the
mght. But Jerry Abershaw from the other side
had taken hold upon the bridle, and. rising in his
stirrups, pulled with all his might. The horse
came down again; and Roland, adding the
strength of his own right arm to the weight of
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tte plun^ng b««t. caught Gipsy Yates with his
fist upon the angle of the chin. The man let out
a grunt. Then he turned slowly over in his sad-

^^
and came headlong to the ground, while his

terrified horse galloped off along the road.
^ut Jeiry who had slipped from Jiis mount

still clung to the bridle like a leech.

hokter^
°^'" "^"^ ^^^ "^Se^g «t his

"Hands upl" was Jerry's answer, as he leveled
his heavy pistol at the other's head.

But. quick as thought. Roland had seized hiswnst; and again the shot went wide.
Jerry struggled desperately; but Roland held

bsjmstinagnpofiron. The highwayman letgo the horses head and sprang violently back-
ward, jerkmg his opponent bodily out of his sad-
dle. Roland s weight came down upon his chest;and they went over together like a brace of duck
brought down upon the wing. But Jerry, by
reason that he was midemeath. took the full
force of the faU; and the back of his head struck
sharp against a stone.

It had aJl happened in less than a minute.The two shots had been so close upon one another
that they might have come from a double-bar-
reled gun.
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Gipsy Yates was soon again upon his feet ; ahd

Jerry was only momentarily stunned. There
was not a second to lose. Fortunately. Roland's
horse had not made off after the other. With
one spring he was again across its back. Yates
closed instantly upon him. But Roland, bring-
ing his foot against Yates's jaw, sent the man reel-
ing backward; and in another second he was off
at the gallop, with the stones flying beneath his
horse's hoofs, and a second bullet whistling past
his ear. '

Jerry Abershaw sat up, and began to swear,
softly at first and inaudibly. but, as he gained his
senses, he became more explicit and even less po-
lite.

"Bunglerl" he let out savagely. "Did n't I
teU you before that it was more in your line of
busmess to open a charity box than make free of
the highroad? Why, by Christopher, you don't
even know the golden maxim of the game !"

"An' what 's that, governor?" asked Mr. Yates,
meekly enough.

"Never fire unless you have to," was the an-
sw-er; "and if you must, be sure of your man."
"For reference on future occasions," remarked

Mr. Yates, "I '11 make note on it."

"Future occasions!" roared Jerry. "This is
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thel«t^ta„eyou.ndIjc.„hands. Let „e tell

^ipsy. 1 m a honorable gent "

"I blow " sneered Jeriy Abershaw, getting tohjs feet and taking up the other's wordsf'byTo hbirth and sagacity. But. the less of honor thebetter. Master Yates. We don't want men'Jho
fire and miss. tiU they've collected evidenc^enough to hang themselves and everyone else?

"T f",V .r' P'*"* '^"^'" expostulated Yates.I could n't see the gentleman I"

^bZ*"^"' ""J^'
^^ Christopher, couldn't youshove your barrel between his ribs, instead oJ

ISTofCr^^' ^^^"'^^^^youout

"I offers all due an' undue apology." observed
Yates, sedately. "And. arter aufkr. A^SShaw, you missed him yourself."
Jeny tightened his grasp upon the barrel ofhis pis ol and raised it over his shoulder. ^Any

"
S^L *;

"' ^ '",''^°" y°"^ -°"*h with tl^"

have laid the highwayman out with one blowftomhyfisj^ curled up upon the instant, some

sniff of a dog; for, m the matter of mere brute
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strength, they were very wide of a match. But,
then, as Yates himself was ready to admit,
Jerry Abershaw had "personality," and this in-
explicable quality appealed strongly to the im-
agination of Gipsy Yates. On that account both
Jerry Abershaw and the Vicomte des Ormeaux
shared the highest place in his esteem.

When Jerry Abershaw threatened hun with
his whip, Yates raised his arm in self-defence.

"All due an' undue apologies," he mumbled.
"I 'm sure, Mr. Abershaw, I Ve said it once; but
I 'm broad-minded and «egacious enough to say
it agen."

Then he remembered that, when the Vicomte
had threatened him with his cane, he had not put
forth the shadow of resistance. And this in it-

self is somewhat strange, since, at that moment the
Vicomte himself, leading a horse by the rein,

stepped forth out of the shadow of the trees.

"Messieurs," said he, "I never yet did see a
more pitiful affair. You were two to one; and
for one short second he had you both upon the
ground."

Then he laughed.

"You might have come to our help," growled
the highwayman.

"Ah, indeed I might!" cried the Vicomte. "I
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never dreamed that he would get away. With-
out doubt I would have turned the tables."

Another t^ ne," said Jerry, "you had best trust
to me alone for all the good a sheep-stealing
fisherman is hke to be to us."

TI„'7VT *^?*" '"'* *" ^'~™*«' "that is so.
JJut, Yates, did you get my orders?"

•I did." said Yates. "Jim Leake-the manjot brought you over, me lud-will be waiting
for us at Judas Gap. and the wherry 's moored
d^-nver, well below the bridge at Marniing-

"GoodI" said the Vicomte. "And now I must
be off. Since you have let this man escape, there
IS not much time to spare."
He vaulted lightly into the saddle. "And

now, my friends, au revoirJ"
He was about to move off, when Gipsy Yates

pulled him up with a shout.

1 amt got a horser
•^ horse! Pourquoi? Where is your horse?"

'^ r" : ' ""swered Gipsy, with equal brev-
ity and truth.

The Vicomte laughed again, and turned to
Abershaw.

"Then, no doubt." said he, "our friend here
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will be so good as to find you another. Mr;
Yates must have a horse within the hour. I
leave that—and the rest—to you."

"I won't fail you," was Jerry's answer.
They heard the lid of the Vicomte's snuff-box

nap in the darkness under the trees.

"Ma foir said he, "I know it."

And with that my lord was gone.
The finding of the horse was a matter of no

importance. It does not stand out in the biog-
raphy of Jerry Abershaw as one of his most au-
dacious deeds. It was sadly lacking in both
romantic and dramatic quality though the Vi-
comte laughed very heartily when he heard the
tale. It is to be presumed that it is intrinsically
humorous, though something of the harlequinade
order of mirth.

Jerry Abershaw, with his whip in his hand, sat
on a milestone at a certain cross-roads, patiently
sucking a straw. He had selected the place by
reason of the fact that there no less than five
roads met, and he was determined to relieve of
his steed the first equestrian that came along.
Whosoever this might be Jeny cared not a jot.
even had it been a heavy dragoon with his curb-
chain jangling and his saber in his hand. Jerry
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would, as like as not. have sent him to the other
world with a well-aimed shot in the starlight, and
when Jerry's little Day of Judgment came, there
would only be another murder, laid upon his soul.
Iherefore. on all accounts, it were nothing short
of a dispensation of Providence that the Lord
sent one of his own shepherds to pass through
the ordeal unscathed. The first gentleman that
approached the fatal mUesione was no more
harmful a person than the Reverend Mr. Apple-
corn, curate at East Bergholt. sitting weU back
on his sorrel mare, and rehearsing his sermon for
the foUowmg Sabbath to a congregation of stars.
The word of Jerry Abershaw. of course, cannot
be unphcitly believed upon such a subject, for it
IS not on record that that gentleman was ever seen
inside a church since :he day of his baptism, but
he afterwards told the Vicomte that the pastor's
eloquence almost moved him to tears, and he dis-
tinctly heard Mr. Gipsy Yates put in the Amen,m the wrong place, from the other side of the

fifr!;
However, it may be safely supposed

that the reverend gentleman was certainly then
at his best, for not only was his starry audience
^eatly m numerical excess of that customary at
Bergholt Church, but they were wonderfuUy
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wide awake-when Jerry Abershaw lifted the
preacher out of his pulpit, and dropped him into
the ditch.

It is a simple story, and not deficient in pathos,
did we pause to hear the curate teU it to the
churchwardens after morning service on the Sun-
day that followed. He laid great stress upon
what he would have done, had he been a man of
arms, little dreaming that had such been the case
he would never have told the tale at aU, but would
have been found by the roadmender, with a bullet
through his heart. As it was, he came i T with a
scratch in a thorn-bush and the loss of his gold-
rimmed spectacles, as well as the sorrel mare.
And since wj are alone concerned with the sor-

rel mare, we will leave the worthy Mr. Applecom
where the highwayman threw him, in what may
be caUed a sitting position, with his feet in the air
and his head in the hedge and the rest of him hid-
den from view in the ditch, and go back to Cap-
tain Roland Hood of the Green Marines, whom
we left making the sparks fly from under his
horse's shoes as he galloped towards his home,
thanking his stars for such a narrow escape. It
would have been hard, indeed, had he returned
safely from out of the midst of so many dangers,
only to be shot by a highwayman on the road.
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When he had covered a mile, he drew rein upon
a hilltop, for breath for horse and man. He
looked back along the road, and listened, think-
ing that perhaps Ws assailants had taken up the
pursuit. At first he could hear nothing but the
blowing of his own beast. Then a sudden gust
of wind stirred the leaves in the trees, and carried
to his ear the clacking sound of the hoofs of a
trotting horse.

It came from ahead; and hoping to find an
able-bodied man with whom he might go back
and attempt to capture his former assailants, he
set off at a brisk canter, and very soon had come
withm a stone's throw of the horse. It was
riderless. The reins hung loose about its neck,
and the stirrups jumped and capered at its sides!
At his approach the beast took fright, and went
off at a gallop, with Roland hard upon its track.
By a singular stroke of chance, he caught the

animal not half a mile from his own house, and
led It mto the stable, at the very moment that
Jerry Abershaw threw the Reverend Mr. Apple-
corn into the ditch. This can be verified by the
fact that it was the hour at which the moon rose
upon that most eventful night. It was a full
moon, as we know; for the tide was high in Judas
Creek at midnight, where the bulk of all this
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11:

nJMdiief was yet to come to a head. Aa for tl»
rest of the scene, there were the myriads of stars
that already had served to inspire the unfortunate
curate; and the lights of Manningtree and Har-
wich, down the vaUey, where the sea encroaches
uiland and the wherries lie beached upon the mud

;

and the covered trees and hedgerows, standing
strongly out in the clearness of the night, with
the moon throwing its light upon it all.

The same moon shone down upon the garden
of Nether Hall, its tall cedars and its open
lawns. Thither we will return, leaving Roland
Hood in his mother's arms—and surely the
reader's fancy will bring forth a picture of what
joy and delight were theirs.

Cicely, full of gloomy forebodings, sought
the privacy of her room. Anthony was in the
stables, talking to Blunt, the groom, who was the
only stableman there. Sir Michael sat alone in
the library, impatiently waiting for dinner.
The Vicomte had said that he would return

from Colchester at eight o'clock. It was now
ten minutes past; my lord was still absent; and
the Squire in none of the best of mends.

Cicely came down the stairs, ^^.e felt ill,

though she could not say what aUed her. She
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went to her father m the library, and, without a
word, seated herself on a footstool, with her el-
bow on his knee.

In a few minutes Anthony found them; and
he, too, was unusually silent. They just sat to-
gether, the father and his children, with their own
thoughts for company.
At last the sound of the mare's hoofs was

heard on the gravel drive without; and a moment
afterward the Vicomte burst hastily into the
room.

"A thousand pardons I" he cried. "Once
again my business was delayed."



CHAPTER XIII

THE COUP DE MAIN

THE memory of that dimier lived for years
in the minds of them all. Not that the

dinner itself was anything but a very ordinary
affair; but it directly preceded an event of such
startling dmiensions that the little details of
the evening became magnified in the eye of time,
and they were afterward able to recall every word
the Vicomte said; for it was he who held their
ears in one incessant flood of talk.

When the servants had gone and the wine was
passed and the lights in the great silver candle-
sticks threw little golden pathways on the highly
polished board, he told them a simple tale of a
pair of robins whose eggs were robbed by a boy.
He told it prettily indeed. He called them his
"dear, sweet, little redbreasts," and seemed so to
sympathize with them in all their trials and
troubles that they might for all the world have
been human beings that he himself had known.

S06
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Indeed, the monstrous part of the matter was
that the man was ahnost moved to tears. Oh,
but Louis des Ormeaux was an ai-tistl He had
all that msuffarable power of self-absorption of
the man who can deceive himself in dreams
He related the story as if he addressed himself

to children, m such simple language that, though
It lost nothing of its sadness, it seemed aU ^e
more to be true. And then he colored it with
such pretty impossibiUties—things of his own
strange fancy-that even Cicely was forced to
snule. He said that when the boy climbed the
tree the httle hen stayed bravely on in her nest,
until she was ahnost caught; and aU the tune her
heart was beating so fast and furiously that it
was torn upon the sharp points of the Uttle quUls
of the down upon her breast. And a pretty pic-
ture he made of it. this man with the cold, cruel
fflmlel "Poor, sweet httle robin," he sighed,
-with tne broken, bleeding heart I" It was a
picture that seemed truly to touch the Vicomte
to the core.

When he had ended, there was a silence; for
no one knew where to look for the moral of the
tale. Indeed, there was none. It was all unnec
essarily sad.

The lights burned brightly on the table, and
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caught the silver salvers and the cut glass and
the great gilt frames of the family portraits hung
around the walls. Anthony, with his chin in his
hand and his elbows on the table, regarded the
Vicomte with widely opened eyes; he forgot for
the moment that he hated the man. Cicely's
thoughts were far away; and the Squire lay back
in his chair, idly twisting his glass between his
finger and thumb. As for the Vicomte, he got
suddenly to his feet, and went to the large bay-
window that opeped on to the lawn.

"The room is hot," said he; and without so
much as asking leave, he opened the window ajar.

Then he went back to his seat, and sat with his

eyes on Cicely, and never moved his gaze.

When, at last, she looked up and saw him, a
prodigious change was come upon his face. The
man's complexion, which was by nature sallow,

had turned to a paleness that was almost gray; his

lips had parted, and his black eyes sparkled and
were inordinately clear.

Not a word was spoken; and in the stillness the
girl felt this cold fear of some invisible thing
creeping upon her, as if it came from behind.

She began to tremble violently, like a sparrow
before the eye of a snake.

The room was too silent. She felt that it was
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the Vicomte who was causing it He seemed to
have east a speU of silence upon them aU. If no
one spoke, she knew that she must shriek. And
then the key, from the other side, turned sharply
in the door.

"What 's that?" rapped out Sir Michael, and
somehow turned to the Vicomte for reply,

"Oh, what was itl" cried Cicely, now beside
herself with alarm.

"Remain where you are," said the Vicomte
cahnly, "and in a moment you shall see."
But the Squire had got to his feet.

"Some one has locked us inl" he cried.
"It is not so," said the Vicomte.
"I swear I heard it," answered Sir Michael;

and he took a step to the door.
The Vicomte was there before him. He

turned the handle, but it would not open. It
had been locked from the other side.

"Ma foir said he, "you are right 1" But there
was about him not the vestige of surprise.
He leaned back against the door, his hands

stretched out on either side and his chin held
proudly in the air. He was dressed in black, and
wore a white cravat; and he smiled.

Cicely felt sick with fear. She had turned
snow-white, and was obliged to hold to the table
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for support. Without doubt it was she who first

saw what it was that had befallen them; but the
sight had frozen the words upon her lips, and she
had not the power to speak.

Sir Michael and his son faced the Vicomte.
They were not able to take their eyes from his

face, for, as yet, it all was a mystery to them
both. They har' only guessed from the expres-
sion of the mail that something was wrong.
Then the Vicomte laughed aloud—the false, ring-
ing laugh; and they saw that his eyes were fixed

between them, on the other side of the room.
They turned together; and there, in the opened

window, stood two men, in heavy, hooded coats,

with black masks upon their faces and pistols in

their hands.

"What 's this ?" let out Sir Michael. "Who in
the name of Perfidy, are you?"
But his only answer was the muzzle of Jerry

Abershaw's horse pistol leveled at his head.

He drew sharply back. His eyes went swiftly

round the room, and finally rested on the Vicomte,
who still stood with his back against the door.

"Ring for help," he whispered.

"I will," answered the Vicomte, so softly that

neither of the men could possibly have h^ard.

He passed swiftly round the room, taking a
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knife from the table as he went. Thenheleaoedquickly upon a chair; and before any one£tmie to reahze what he was about, he hadiver^dthe bell-rope at the top.

"
Sir Michael caught his breath like a man shotThe Vicomte sprang down from the chair, lul«g and swmg.„g the bell-rope in his hand.Ti

^toST;rJ:'""'^*'^""-*-^'^-^ed
"Ye villainl" he thundered.
But. as quick as thought, the Vicomte wasagain upon his feet, and had slipped likT^^Stol^ewmdow There he took something q^feH^from his pocket; and in the brief silent Shat

a Pwtat M the trigger went back to cock.
Su- Michael had his back to the waU. He haddra^ himself up to his fuU height and rliselh« fists to the level of his broad. de!p chest, ffis

SriT;!J' ""'^ ^' 'y^' were flashing Z.He looked the very grandest figure of a mT^anding there defiantly at bay. Hissquarel^'was closed hke a vice; his powdered hair showedsnow-white in the candle-light; and above Ws
S?r h"

P. '^"^ "^ ^ S""«°t ^neestor, whohad charged with Coutts at Blenheim.He crossed the room in a single stride, bear-
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ng down upon the Vicomte like a buU.

t.nf> fum >vm». '1.1. ! 1 . .
But,

the two men wath the black masks upon their
faces fell instantly upon him. and brought the
oldmantottegromid. He struck the table in
his faU and overturned the port, which shot
across the pohshed mahogany, and began to drip
upon the floor. He struggled desperately. But
the combmed strength of Yates and Abershaw
was too much for him; and in the end. they had
the old gentleman bound hand and foot, and
gagged.

In the meantime. Anthony stood facing the
Vicomte. who had taken post at the window.He had seen his father hurled upon the floor.He l«)ked at his sister, who had got to her feet.Her dress was white, but it was no whiter than
her face; and she trembled visibly from head to
loot.

Without a second thought the boy seized one
ot the great silver candlesticks that stood upon
the table and dashing across the room, leveled a
blow with all his might fair at the Frenchman's
head. But the Vicomte was as quick as he.
Parrying the blow with his left forearm, he sent
the candlestick flying from Anthony's hand It
struck a silver bowl upon the sideboard, and
brought It rattling to the ground. Then, he
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bent the boy back across the table, and thrust themuzde of his pistol i„ his throal.

Mercy I" cried Cicely.

and^I^^mrf^^^-"*^- "0--ep.o«.
"I do not fear you." she uttered.

tl,.t """t
7^^ ^™^^' °°^ *»t she saw thatthey were lost

"Not you." said the Vicomte ; "the boy. Raiseyour voice, or attempt to leave the Toom.^your brother leaves the world » '
^

virt^Sid^rdor ''-'-"'' ^- «-«

Look to yourself. Cicely." he cried. "Getaway, and warn the men I"

She dared not do it. She knew the man would&e. and hU or wound her brother, and then per-haps, turn the weapon on herself. She was nearthe door
:
and she seized the handle and wrSiSd

She feU back, with her breast heaving heavilyfrom loss of breath and the terror of it!ll Shef^U her heart beat violently; and so strangel
free is thought, that she then remembered Se
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JitUe robm. when the boy climbed up the tree.She turned at the sound of the Vicomte'.

!^ fr J?^" ^?^^' """ °°^ '" ^^ strong armsof the two masked men; and in a minute, theyhad hmi gagged and bomid to the back of a

floor. Ihe Vicomte stood in the window, with
his ruffians on either hand.

"MademoiseUe." said he. with a bow, "willyou come with m&—to France?"
"To France 1"' she gasped.
"That is my invitation. I have been a guesttooW; I would hke for once to play the part

temfied was she that her voice was scarcely heard.
IJo you mean to refuse?" he asked.
"Yes 1" she cried, finding her voice again. "A

thousand, thousand timesl"

t^^^r
«»ere followed a silence, during which

they stood facmg each other across the table, andhstenmg to the drip. drip, drip of the port upon
the flooi% She stood defiant, though stiU very
white Her arms were rigid at her sides and
her fists were tightly clenched. As for the
Vicomte. he was the same as ever-debonair, and
altogether at his ease.
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^
JYou are hardly in a position to refuse," said

KhJfZ ^°^T "*^'" y™ wUl-kidnap me?"She faltered for the word.
"I said no such thingr." said he. "I an, not acoinmon footpad. But. you and I will dope."
No, no," she shrieked.

do^f
"'^' ^^ ^^' *'"" " °^"'°"'' »'""** »* *^^

"Mercy!" she cried. "Mercy 1 Mercy I You

hpif^'^T"^*'"
''^ '^P^"*"'' '^""^^y' taking hishe^d "I do not think that there is anything

that I would not dare—for you."
He was so quiet and gentle with it all, that

It was then that the full meaning of her pitiful
situation burst upon her mind; and she fell,
rocked with tears, upon a chair. The Vicomtemade a sign to his assistants; and they bound adoth aromid her mouth. And as they did so. the
Vicomte stood over them and swore that, if thev
hurt so much as a hair of her head, they would
pay for it with their lives.

into the field beyond.
Here they came to a part of the fence where

It!"
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three horses were tethered by the reins. The
Vicomte handed the girl into the arms of Jerry
Abershaw, while he vaulted into the saddle.
The young highwayman looked into her face

ui the bright light of the moon. Her head had
fallen back, and her throat shewed white beneath
the band about her mouth.
"By Christopher I" he whispered, "as pretty

and dainty a bit o' cotton as ever I saw in my
u j7^

'""^ ^^'^ °^^ °' two-on the road,"
he added, giving a nod to Yates. "She's
fainted though," said he.

"So much the better," said Yates.
And^hen^ she was lifted into the saddle and- ""^ pommel, as if she did but sleep.

lay

She was aU in white, and he was all in black
and together, at the gallop, they went into the
darkness of the night
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CHAPTER XIV

JUDAS GAP

^HE first glad greeting ended. Roland HoodA tore hunself from his mother's arms, and
returned to Je stableyard. Then, he shouted
for Thomas Tmmis; and Thomas Timms cametwmkhng out of the harness-room, with his bracesdown his back.

"Tom I"

"Your honor?"

"There are highwaymen on the road."
And Thomas's ears dived behind his whiskers.
Was that where your honor got the horse?"
Yes said Roland. "They had about four

shots at me. and missed."
Aiid at one and the same psychological mo-ment out came both of Thomas's ears.

Thoir
^""" '*"""'' ""^ ^*''" ^^*='"^^d

''But I do," laughed Roland.
"Your honor does," said Thomas.

I
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"Are you for it. Tom?" asked B^knd eagerly.Every inch," waj, the answer.

^^

fro.^h"f
*' ^

'" ^''"^ y^'" " ^''^ «f pistolsfrom the house, and here 's a horse. Get on a

t^dfl^^T'"^ *' ^''"''^' ^^''« Thomast^Tnkled mto the harness-room, and puUed on a

S^JSith;1df'^^ - «^- -P^eted

Tholr^J"? *° *' '*""^^' K^l-^d foundThomas m the harness-room reading a letter bv

S:
'^

*;Vu
^**'''^

^'^'"P- He wfs scrat^Lj
tteK,und bald patch that was situated exactlyin «ie center of his head, and his face wa^ moreoval than it had ever been before.
"What have you got there?"
;;A letter, your honor." was the answer.

"TliT nn
?'^'",^'^'* »oJ«nd impatiently,

i. his IS no tune to stand reading letteiThere 's work to be done."
^

hea^d"*

'^^'"""' °"^^ "'"*^"«* *° ""«** his

"It came out of the waUet on the captured

ffT;
your honor," said he; "and bless me s^SIt I can make head or tail of itl"
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BoUnd took it f,o„ hi„, md by the Ii.ht ofHe Imp ho „^ a, t<ihwing words:

«» «* co«», <A««; orders are to be obeyed.

" Louis de» Ormeaux."

Roland could hardly believe his eves De»

well enough; and there it was as plam as dayTo your horse. Tom; and quicklyl We mustride for Judas Gap 1"
vvemust

Thl^'"*'\'^?' ""' y°"^ ho"or?» criedThoma.. as he hfted himself into the saddlTBut who knows!" was his only answer. "Thedevd s out to-nightl" And Roland. looseniSWord m its scabbard, sprang into theTJTand sKle by side they thundered down the dzSe

a bend, and leavmg the Wenham Hills behindttem came down the valley side. They had aUthe hght they wanted. As the reader Ws
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it was a star-lit night; and now the moon was
up m the heavens, and it was aU but bright as
«iay. The cool night air filled their nostrils, and
the trees went past like specters.
They took the hill on the Flatford road, leav-

ing the village of Brantham to the left, and
came out upon the road that runs parallel to
the nver above the marshes on the SuflFolk side.
As they passed Brantham Church the clock
struck ten, and Roland called back to Thomas
who had faUen some ("-stance to the rear.
"How can we cross the river, Tom?"
"Up-stream at Flatford, your honor; or by the

ford near Brantham Lock."
Roland pulled up; and soon Timms was at his

side.

"There 's no time for either," said he. "Can
we cross the marsh?"
"On foot, your honor," answered Tom. "The

horses would sink over their hocks."
"Then on foot it is," said Roland, leaping to

the ground. "At aU events we'U be able to
discover what they are about."
Thomas foUowed suit and dismounted; and in

a minute they had tied the horses to a stile and
set off southwards toward the river.

They ran as fast as they could; and Thomas
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with his short, fat legs was soon left far behind.
But Roland, jumping dykes, and sinking again
and again to his knees in mud, struggled on until
he had gained the bank of the river Stour,

Directly facing him was Judas Gap; and he
could hear the salt water falling over the green,
warped wooden gates, and splashing into the
river below.

The wind was from the south. Prom the
direction of Jupe's Hill, on the Essex side, he
heard the sound of the hoofs of gaUoping horses
on the road. He listened. They appeared to
pull up some little distance beyond the farm,
which stands at the foot of the hill upon the
skirting of the marsh. Suddenly all was still.A light burned up from across the vaUey, flick-
ered an instant, and then remained stationary
and very bright in the clearness of the night.
After an interval, it began to flicker again, at

the same time growmg bigger and brighter. It
was plain to Roland that some one with a lighted
lantern was coming toward the Gap.
At last he was able to make out the figure of

a man, who halted on the side of the Pool, placed
the lantern upon the ground and then, putting
his fingers to his mouth, whistled long and low.
Ahnost immediately, a boat shot out from the
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the twt**
^°"' ^'^''^" "^^^ *^ °"" ^"'"^

"Aye." came the answer. "Jim Leake, ahoy?"
Aye; and look out for yourself. There 's

^™£™ acrost the river, in the reeds."
Don't believe it." came the answer, in the

^n* TTf.r' °^^ ^"""^' "^^W" Yates.An what If there is? He can't get acrost to

"No; but he can put a buUet acrost, if he feels
tiiat way So yer 'd best keep down, out o' the
hghl o' the moon."
The wind carried every word across the water

to Rolands ear. He lay silent and expectant,
hstemng to much splashing and grunting behind
him that was draw g nearer and nearer.

It was only poor Thomas trying his best to
twmkle m a two-foot depth of mud.

Finally, Thomas was at his side.
"Lie down, Tom," he whispered. "Thev 've

seen us!" ''

"Where are they, your honor?"
"On the other side of the rVer—in the salt-

water creek. There 's one in the boat, and an-
other on the baak; and I think I hear some more
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coming aCTOM from the road. But we can't domud, good here. Is there no way of getting
across? Can't we wade?"

**

"Wadel" exclaimed Tom. "It 's ten feet deep

Z',Z:^'
We can only lie still and wat.1

For^^on fl'''""'^
*° ^ «" that they could do.For though they were within pistol-shot of each

ttrher "7""™ ^y I'-tween the par-

flti ^^^''Pl'^^ about midway between Flat-ford and Brantham locks; and if the boat madeoff down the creek, they would have to ride tothe Manmngtree Bridge, below Brantham. toreach the place where the salt-water creek j^insthe open estuary of the River Stour. Therefore,
tiiough they were but a few yards from JudasGap, they might as well have been miles away
for aU the good they could do.

^
Suddenly a voice that Boland recognized atonce-though ,t was many months since he had

Hold up the light, you fooll Parbleau/ Butwe are up to the knees in mud!"

_

"Keep to the left, me lud." answered Yates,an come down along the dyke."
Then upon the bank of Judas Pool, RolandHood saw a sight that made his blood run cold.
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For out of the darkness and the rustling reeds
there stepped into the Ught of the lantern twomen oarrymg the white, drooping figure of a
girl; and tije straight form of one wL that of

r des Ormeaux, with the moonlight dancing
on the twisted hilt of his sword.

*

uJ^^TV^f'^'^^ "' ^^ ^"^^ r«n the boatmider the bank; and the Vicomte and his com-pamon earned the girl down, and placed her on
the seat m the stem.
Then standing up in the boat, he wiped the

perspiration from his brow.
•^Mon Dieu! but what a ride it was!" said he.And what a placel" threw in Jerry Aber-

shaw. loobng^und him across the open, deso-kte marsh. "By Christopherl we could be
caught here hke rats in a trap. Give me the
highroad and a straight gallop, and to the devil
witii all turnpikes and justices o' peace!"

\y
^^" °^^^^ ^^' ^''^^' "I'm with yer

there. Mr. Abershaw. To the devil with all jus-
tices o peacel. But me lud." he added, turning
to the Vicomte. "d'ye happen ter know we're
tracked?

"Commentr rapped out the Vicomte.
There are men acrost the river, me lud—in

the reeds."
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The Vicomte, who was still standing upright intte boat sprang suddenly to the shore. He tookJerry Abershaw and Yates aside, and gave hismstruchom cahnly and in a low voice, little think-

rtream
""'^"^ ^''^'^ '^°'** *"°^ ^^^^

YateT^^^
<*° yo" «^ the river?" he asked of

aenrt?*^"'''."! i*^'
"P-^t^'™." answered that

gentleman; "and Brantham, down."
"Which is nearest?" asked the Vicomte.
Flatford, me lud."

And thereupon my lord gave out his orders.
Abershaw back to your horse," said he. "and

across the nver at Flatford! Yates wiU go with
:
ou to show the way. I leave it to you to clear

tiio^ men out of the reeds, whoever they areAnd If you are wise you will bury them in the
marsh.

••As good as donel" said the highwayman.
And at that, with ut another word, the twomen had disappeared in the darkness, while the

Vicomte stepped back into the boat.
They heard the oars grating against the row-

locks, the stream of the river stirring the rushes
and the weeds, and the water falling over the
woodwork of the gap.
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^L^P . ^u^'^'^'^ consciousness andcall^ on Roland by his name.
We must get back to the road. TomI Wemuj gallop to the bridge. They a« goi^g downto the wherry at Mamiingtree Bridg^"

^
•Ihe young man was near distracted.

To7' "T^ri' ?-^* ^,*^^ *^^'" '^^^-^ poor•lom. The road is miles around, and the atek^s straight to th, sea. Oh! yoiir honor! i?^ehad only thought of this before!"
Tom's voice was thick with tears.

«Thl^'^/''^^
'^'" ""^ K°l««d's answer.There s not a second to lose

"

Simultaneously, they sprang to their feetjommg^out of the rushes intoLfuS'hU^^

strZ"'*'''J™^ If. X'~'°*^
^"'^ «<=««« thestream. Q«» ta /a? Who are you?"

But. he received no word in answer. The twofigures turned from the river bank and. piJ™
orthtssr^r"^"'^"'^^-'^--^

his'^nUt^ir"*"' '^^^^ ^^ ^' ^^^' discharged

*Z T^ T^ *^ "'^"'•- ^ ^"''k got up atthe shot, and went off into the night; whil^'^i
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of Tho9ias Tinmu's most imprudent ears was cut
dean through the lobe.

Timms drew up with the pain, and carried hishand to his ear. As he did so. he heard the wash
ot the boat, and the loud creaking of the oars
as Jmj Leake's strong arms sent her shivering
down the creek. Also, from across the Essex
mawh. he caught the sound of the drumming of
hoofs, as two horses gaUoped past Jupe's Hill
* <mn on the road that leads to the Flatford Ford.
Roland was ah^ady some distance ahead, knee-

deep m bog; he struggled onward to the road.
Ihe sweat poured from his forehead, and his
hands were cut and bleeding from the sharp
grasses on the marsh, by means of wliich time and
agam he pulled himself from the mud.
At last, panting and smothered in mire, he

gamed the hedgerow, and without a moment's
thought, broke through the brambles into the
road, tearing his hands and face upon the thorns.
Fortunately, he had come out upon a place not
a hundred yards from where the horses were
tethered at the stile; and in less than a minute he
was once more across his horse.

But, even as he mounted, there broke upon his
ears the sound of the hoofs, coming hard up the
road from the direction of Flatford and the

I
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VaUey Fann. He was about to turn and fly.whm he remembered Thomas Timms.

n.»^K P^r^l. *° ^"*«»' *ith his ear towards the

rSJ'hn T?? ^"^ ^'^''P'"* '"'i struggling

^Jf ^?- /^ ''^ ^"^* '^^ °''^' Timms would

ZL^ th^^
^ "^u *' *^° •"™' ^"t drawing

towards them on the road. And the Vicomte

Turning his horse. Roland galloped to meet themen.

In a mad. furious gaUop. he and Jerry Aber-Shaw met upon the road. It was as fine a sight
as ever the moonlight saw. Both were superb
nders; bott were mounted on thoroughbreds; andth^ thundered nearer and nearer to one another

ab^rSiem
^^^^^'°''^' ""'^ *^ ^^'e^t stars

They came upon each other at a headlong

n^\.,^''P.*"^ ^°^ "^"^ his pistol and
pulled the tngger at a distance of thirty feet
Ihe tngger snapped upon the nipple, but there
was no discharge. Without a second thought
he cast It mto the hedge, and drawing his second
pistol, tned to fire again. But again it was a
misfire. The charges had been wetted in the
marsh.

The horses' heads were now level. They
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P«Med like s pair of swaUows on the wing; and
Roland Hood caught Jerry Abershaw. the kin<r
of the road, by the throat and hurled him into
the dust.

He came down and lay in a crumpled heap,
whUe hu horse went madly on.
But Roland neither drew rein nor looked back

on what he had done. He met Yates at an angle
of the road; and as he came upon him, his sword
flashed m the moonlight, and then buried itself
ip to the hilt, and carried the man across the
cantel of his saddle.

Then he pulled up-so suddenly and violently
that his horse all but fell. Leaning forward in
his saddle, he turned, using his spurs, and once
more set off.

He came upon the qenseless form of Jerry
Abershaw, huddled at the roadside. But he did
not stop. He "ave it naught but a glance as he
flashed past. It was then Li his power to have
captured the famous highwayman; but there was
other and better work for him to do.
He found Timms already mounted and on the

road; and called to him loudly as he flew past
him m the night:

"To Brantham, TomI And ride for love and
hfel
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CHAPTER XV
BY THE COLD LIGHT OF THE MOON

A LL peace-loving folks in Cattawade had
f>. long since gone to bed, and only an occa-
«on.l bght burned in an upper-story winS^when Roland Hood went through the ^111^2'
the wind and came out upon the open, mud-girtv^ey where the North Sea h«, bScJn an iSrtmto tte Essex & Suffolk coast. He was cov-«ed from head to foot in black, glutinous mud.H« horse was dripping wet. and its chest andfljmkj were bespattered with white, soapy foamthat flew off in the wind, and caught the bram-

?«mTt'T'?S°"^"''^- He had ridden

teT,7 n "^ ^ ^"°*'^y H*^' ""d thence
to Judas Gap. He had covered the greater partof the distence at the gaUop; and now there w^
this wdd. frantic ride along the Bergholt roadTthrough Cattawade. to the old, wooden bS
across the Stour. ^

dJi** «°**-5»°r
bridge has long since been

destroyed, and an iron railway-bridge has now
988

I f:
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taken its place, but it was considered a maater-
pi«!e of construction in its day. Daniel Defoe

^7J' T° u."
•'°""^y ^ ^P^^'ch, and it is

In the old days when Dedham was the weaving,
center of East Anglia. and the waterwaysSused more for traffic than they are t«-day. S^ponderous Flemish barges used to pass beneath

vr '*!*\^^^fy
^'^^^ the willows into theVadley of the Stour. Here, when Brantham

lock was open, the mcoming tide met the currentof the nver; and the salt water, mingling with
the fres'

..
lapped the rush-grown banks in little

wavelets, crested with creamy foam
On this fateful night, destined never to be for-

gotten by at least one family on the banks of the
sleepy Stouiv-and that lives even to-day by
hearsay m the annals of the countiyside-the oldbndge spanned the river much as the eyes of the
author of Bobinson Crusoe had seen it, three
score years bef jre.

In the bright mocnlight. its uneven profile
threw a dark and curving shadow upon the flow-

"? i l^^*"^-
'^^^ ^^^""S hillocks of Essex

and Suffolk rose on either side against the star-
light At the mouth of the estuaiy, the lights
ot Harwich marked the boundary of the open
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sea. Eastwards the masthead lights of ships
mingled with the stars; but to the west the hiUs
closed m about the river, and the soft beauty
of the VaUey was buried in the darkness of the
night.

Betweea the foot of the hills and the river,
where the rushes waved in the cool night air
stretched the open marshland, cut and drained
by a thousand dykes. It was that No Man's
i-«ind, where only smugglers ventured, and that
only the duck and the moorhen had a right to
call their own.
The tide was still on the flow, and the ripples

danced m the moonshine, and gnawed and fret-
ted at the standing trestles of the bridge. Not
a hmidred yards below, lay a wheny, moored to
the Suffolk bank. Her hanging sail, from time
to time, beat in the breeze against the mast; and
save for the lap of the water at her bows and
under the wooden bridge, no other sound dis-
turbed the silence of the night.
The taU figure of a fisherman stood at the

stem, looking out expectantly across the river,
toward the place where the estuary is joined by
the creek that comes from Judas Gap.
For several minutes the man stood quite mo-

tionless. Then with an oath he turned impa-

i t
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tiently away and, going to th^ mast, picked
lantern

up a
«i« bumed upon the deck, and scanned

the face of a great Flemish watch that he heldm a broad and sunburnt hand.
Suddenly, from across the water, there came

the gratmg sound of oars; and a few minutes
afterwards, a boat shot out from the entrance to
the creek, and began to cross to the Suffolk bank.
At that, the man raised the lantern over his

head, and rocked it to and fro.

"Jim Leake, ahoy!" he let out
And "Ahoyl" came from the direction of the

boat.

A few more strokes of the oars, and Jim Leake
./as under the starboard quarter of the wherry.
The Vicomte, with Cicely trembling at his side,
was seated in the stem.

"Mademoiselle," said he, rising to his feet, and
indicating the wherry with a motion of his hand,
"I would that it was within my power to offer
you better hospitality than this. Nevertheless,
it will serve to carry us to France. The sea is

serene and cahn. Mon Dieul I did never see
a more perfect night than this!"

He raised her with his arm; and Cicely shivered
as he touched her, though the night was warm
and he had wrapped her shoulders in his coat.
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The wherry, by reason of the fact thfit she
earned no cargo, stood high above the surface of
the stream. The man on board knelt down, tnd
gave Cicely his hand. She took it Butshervas
very weak from the strain of the last two fearful
hours; and the man was obhged to use all his
strength to assist her to embark. In domg so,
he gripped her wrist more tightly than he meant,*
for she drew quickly back again to the boat, cry-
ing out from pain.

"Parbleaur thundered the Vicomte. "Sacred
name of a dog! Do you wish that I spring on
deck and run you through?"
The man feU back before this voUey of abuse.
"Then how are you agoing to git the gal

aboard?" he grumbled.

"Pigl" roared the Vicomte. "Have you no
plank, no steps, no gangway—is it not?"

^^

"Steps?" repeated tlie man, contemptuously.
"Gangway ? No. xf /e was accustomed to this
kind o' cargo, p'raps we 'd have a staircase, wi'
bannisters and a carpet let down pjrmanent-like
at the wherry's side. But we ain't. Let me git
hold o' the wench; I 'il pull her up right enough;
and then the thing '11 be done."

"Nonr cried the Vicomte. "You will not
again touch a hair of her head."
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"I never arst to pull her up by the hair, gov-ernor put m the man. aggrieved.

otherCr ""^' "^^ '^^"''"*^- "'^ ^^^ -
"Land her on the shore if yer Uke, if she 's too

TKn .T^*^
^°" *•"" "'^^'' «' "« ter touch.The bank s low enough by the side of the bridge^nder an yer can step on ter the tow path a^d

tK '^t lif
*"°*^' "^'^ ^ "°*'°" °f his arm. ordered

the boatman to row up-stream; and Jim Leake
with a few strokes brought the boat alongside the

W ?' .ul"""
""^^'^ ^^^ «""^»1«« ^«« on a

ifle" bl'^g:.^"""''
^"^* ^^^«' °^ *^ ''-h-y

nl,r
'**.^T '° ^*'°* ""'^ ^^«>^ that she wasobhged to lean for support upon the man she

feared and hated. He placed his arm aror dher
wawt. and ahnost lifted her bodily to the .hore

tiw hm
^^ ^^ ^ * '"'""'^ "^^ thundering down

He looked up shai-ply and. loosening his hold
ot the girl, carried his hand to the hilt of his
sword. Upon the instant he was all alertness:
his elbows were drawn back; his dark eyes peered
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before him into the nigrhfc In a way. he resem-
bled a cat about to spring at a mouse.
He may have thought for a second that it was

Yat^, coming in for his wage, for he laughed
aloud, and threw off h^s attitode of alertness.He «hd not know that already Yates had been
paid m other coin.

But now the mad fuiy at which the rider ap-
proached puzzled him. He looked sharply
around, as if to see that Cicely was safe; and
than, drawmg his sword, he cautiously advanced.
He had not gone three paces on his way. when

the ,iorseman reached the end of the road, and
came full into the moonlight on the bridge. The
hoofs rang out on the wooden chesses and
sounded across the marshland, like the beating
of a monster drum, as the rider drew rein so sud-
denly and violently that he threw his steed back
upon Its haunches. As quick as thought he
sprang from his saddle, and came down the ramp
to Uie tow.-path, where Louis des Ormeaux stood.
The ramp was of newly-laid gravel, and

showed white in the moonlight. And against
this background, the Vicomte recognized the fig-
ure of Roland Hood.
"Ma foir said he, and quickly drew back a

pace.
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jMt a doubt the man was «« •«nd retreated only teZowh ^"« *" « ^°^
•attorn of the sW ^"J,

!""
"Z*! *« reach the

-d hix^srj-prti/r ''^ ^^^''^^'"'^^

the pent-up fury that C """^^ ^'*h all
"de. So that7^1'*^"^;P»"«l hun on bis
keep him off.

^ ^''^ °*er could do to

bea^lactL^;! d?^ °"*'''"«h* had been

But after a while he beTam •,
^""^ «» ^^M-

"?* ^ a grin; and thereT ''''"*' *« ^««t"es
shuffling of f;et in Se^T ".^f""^

««-« the
stant rin^^ „f^Jj«

°»"d and that of the con-
Roland held tJw. ««?„ •

^«
ferret at a r^t ftrnfSi?'

-P^^*?^« ^im like
f«t upon the FrenXl" T* *^*' ''"t and
^•^ hy with hC^X^-i^e Cicely
and watched it all t!? .f ""** Parted hps
«™ rocked i^^d swajri'r 'J"^'""'''

-o^^'
°enfs thrusts asideSb t?™^ ^^ °PPo-
a grace and arilitt'^j

*°"«^5 ^« *d it aU Sth
the art. his teeth bX„*J**r^^^^ « master in

^^P hy step, RoS dr":rh"'rr "^ *°- -'
nver-bank. ""^^ *^ hack toward the
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step by step. Koland drove him back towarf the river-bank
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"It is time this came to an endl" he cried, andlun^ forward as he thrust.

"Then end it," growled Roland savagely, "-ifyou can!" * " "
Once more the Vicomte lauijhed.
"I Willi" said he.

At «iat he leaped backward, so suddenly that
Roland, plunging forward, thrust into the air.And before he had time to recover himself, theVicomte was upon him. seizing the advantage andpressmg h^ adversary with a violence only
equaled by his own.

^

Surprised and angered at finding the young
Englishman still able to keep him off, he fluna
prudence to the winds; and his thrusts came so
close upon each other that he must have loosed
bis grip upon his sword. Roland followed apany by a quick and sudden turn of the wrist,
that, had It failed, would have left his chest open
to his foe. But evidently the Vicomte had never
looked for It. for the action sent his sword shiver-
ing from his hand.

Roland rushed in upon him. with a cry that
was half a sigh of relief and half a cheer. If the
Vicomte had stayed to attempt to recover his
weapon, past a doubt his adversary, whose blood
was fully roused, would have run the villain
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^^t^"^^ ""' r *° ^'«^' that the

lew recorded instances on which he is known tohave taken deliberately to his heels.He sprang on board the wheny. He himselfnever gave the word, but the men, u^Ter
T.iTf''''^'

''' ^^ «>-« that ^rhe^^d
no IZ ^f: ""^'"^ "' 'i''^^ «« thought, andno doubt thinking that ignominious flight wm
^an"'^"."'

"^^ ^^' «"* f^""-" «« Lily
pamc-stncken; and perhaps Roland's sav^2ons aught had given them for the moment a littk

1^" ^^ °' 'r '

""^ *" « the more liSsmce neither carried arms. Be that as it may

while Jun Leake loosed the wherry from hermoonng; and m a moment the boat was out upon

She took the slightest list to leeward as thebre^ caught the saU, and shot off from thebank hke a ship newly launched, her bows cut-tmg the water m a long, feather wave
Roland, in an instant, was at Cicely's side.The Vicomte from the deck saw them standing

together m the moonlight on the shorr; and thi*was the greatest blow of all.

The man, livid with rage, brought down his
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foot upon the deck, and the moonlight sparkled
on the scabbard of his sword.

"3fon Dieul" he cried, across the widening
space between them. "If it is so decreed that we
ever meet again, and there be a (Jod in Heaven
above, you shall pay me back for thisl"

And there was a Gk)d in Heaven above. Who
fought on the side of Right

l:
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""*^'"^ *°''- F°-
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^''^" the
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of Nantes and married a doctor in Colchester,
thereby lending a drop of French blood to a fum-
ily that was sadly in need of a little vivacity and
taste in matters of art She seems to have br*n
a very estimable lady, of great personal beauty
and to have made, upon the whole, a most excel-
lent wife.

But the discovery of her marriage throws no
light upon the history of the Vicomte, and on
that account faUs not within the margin of this
tale. He himself left no record of his doings;
and for the complete story of the man's desper-
ate coup de mmn we are forced to rely upon the
verbal evidence of Thomas Timms, and that of
Mr. Hercules Bannister—Sir Michael's butler, a
gentleman whose testimony, it is feared, cannot
be implicitly believed.

Jerry Abershaw sketched with cherries, upon
the white-washed walls of his Newgate cell, sev-
eral scenes from his daring escapades upon the
road; but, strange as it may seem, he omitted
any allusion to that colossal outrage at Nether
Hall where an English country gentleman, to-
gether with his son, was gagged and bound at
his own dinner-table, and his daughter kidnapped
under his nose.

During that winter there hardly passed an
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and falling hke a pair of rudimentary winj

audience at the Bentley "Tankard." Thomashad found Gipsy Yates crushed and dying atX
roadside, and had heard from him how tteWe had planned every detail of"e Snetand how Jerry Abershaw had been largely instr^
menUlmcanyingitout. Yates conWdt a
fuU^aremtheviUainy. Also he went on to tellhow Monsieur des Onneaux had for some months

S^^-.T^\'^'"''^ *' '"^»«™ °f England.He adnutted his own share in the treachery and

hon ttat had been established on Raniy Hdght.He had nothmg now to gain, one way or theotter, and beyond doubt had some desire to make

CleftT. ""u^'f T* ^•^^ ^- -» thenhe felt the cold hand of Death upon his brow.He said that the Vicomte would ^teke hiiS
to Uie headquarters of the French army in Hol-land, whence he would signal to Ramsey Heightwhen de Winter's squadron was prepared to s!uYates himself was to receive the message, andAbershaw on his gray horse was to caSTnews to certain French sympathizers ^ t
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South, where General Hoche was to land. Yates
said that Monsieur des Ormeaux was a rogue,
and that the unhappiest day of his life was that
on which he had put the man ashore at Judas
Gap. And after that, he turned over on his
side, and breathed his last to the dust; for Captain
Hood's sword had passed between his ribs.

As for the evidence of the butler, it is flimsy
from the start, and only serves to show how one
bold man may hold a pack of cowards in the hol-
low of his hand. Upon his own assertion, Mr.
Bannister had gone into the pantry to fetch a
"milk jug" ; and there he was locked in. Taking
it for the foolish prank of a kitchen wench, he
became highly indignant, threatening the whole
body of domestics—with the sole exception of
Ihe cook, who was beyond suspicion in the eyes
of Mr. Bannister—with instant dismissal should
the story reach their master's ears. These threats
he precipitated through the key-hole, but wholly
without effect; for nobody came to his aid. He
was therefore obliged to look about him for some
method of escape; and finally, after a series of
gymnastics greatly to his credit in the face of the
portliness of his build, he managed to land on
his head on the gravel pathway, directly beneath
the pantry window. Gathering himself to-
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gather he repaired hastily to the kitchen, where

S ^ i?"^ *^^ '^°*'^ ^°«^^«1 f«>m the warden

S'. ^d'^'^^^'f
*'^ '^^^ ^'''^ «-« le^t ^ t^e

fZ', Tu ™. ^°*"""« *« ^«"°. he was con-Wed by what he hin^elf afterwards deTcn^d

Lef'h^'l.'^''*''^'"'
"P^-l^ ''^ ever^eunder his observation." The entire f^J^

portion of the establishn^en? wLt fl^f

lean on him for protfection-advice that appar-

,n/° */^"* °""y breathless words the cook

MtZX^l- ^"r^*^^
^^''^ - sooner had^el^the kitchen than there entered a man in a^n-hooded riding-coat. with a blacknlTu^n

r4^^i--terrra;:js:!
Mr. Whitehead's face and then went out, closingthe door noiselessly behind him

*
This is the story as the cook told it to thebutler; and. no sooner had she finished, than MrWhitehead burst suddenly into fits of the mo^
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immoderate laughter, declaring to the company
that he "knowed it was Mr. Bannister all the
time."

But as Mr. Bannister not only refused to own
up to the deception, but also himself turned a
sickly green color in the face, the laugh died
gradually out upon Mr. Whitehead's lips, and
the housemaid was heard to observe, "There 's no
knowin' but what we won't all be dead and gone
ter-morrer."

No one ventured to contradict this melancholy
assertion; and all eyes were turned upon Mr.
Bannister as the one man who had it within him
to grapple with the situation.

Mr. Bannister rose nobly to the occasion.

"Mr. Whitehead," said he in a faint voice,

"go and see who's in the passige."

This Mr. Whitehead stoutly refused to do, say-
ing that his place was by the side of ladies,

where he was resolved to remain "to the last."

Whereupon, Mr. Bannister, before all the com-
pany assembled, called Mr. Whitehead a "cowid"
to his face and adding in a choking whisper that
he would go himself, walked boldly to the door.

There, with his hand upon the handle, he sud-
denly remembered that he had not said good-by
to the cook. He therefore returned to the center
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of the room to make good this oversight, andbade a touching fareweU to them aU-with the
exception of Mr. Whitehead, upon whom he cast

2mJ "^^
i""^

«^'"** *"* th'^t gentleman
shifted uneasily upon his feet and mumbled some-
thing about "savin- the wimmin and chUdren."
Before Mr. Bannister had completed his fare-weU oration which was very protracted and dis-mal the cook, altogether overcome by the nobility

of his behavior, flung both her arms around his
neck, and begged and prayed of him not to go.
Whereupon. Mr. Bahnister owned that he bid
not the heart; he could not resist, he said, the
sight of a lady's tears-more especially the
rook s-and would remain precisely where he was.
ilut he had been surprised and hurt beyond
measure by Mr. Whitehead's conduct through-

"What does it matter." observed Mr. White-
head apropos of nothing in particular, "so long
as the wimmin are saved?"
Whereupon, Blunt, the groom, knocked so sud-

denly upon the window that Mr. Whitehead im-
mediately shut hunself up in the kitchen-cup-
toard. whUe the cook fainted away in Mr.
Banmster's arms.

Blunt had come round to tell them that the



A JOURNEY TO LONDON 258

Vicomte's mare was gone from its tall; but on
being informed of the appearance the masked
man, he came through the scullery door, and led
them all out into the garden where they discov-

ered, through the opened bay windows of the
dining-room, what a calamity had actually oc-

curred, exactly twenty minutes after the Vicomte
and Jerry Abershaw had got away from the

house.

A quarter of an hour later, Sir Michael,
Anthony and the groom were armed and mounted
in Dedham street But there they were able to

discover no trace of the fugitives; for in point

of romantic interest, it is not the least noteworthy
item of all this terrible business that the Vicomte
carried Cicely across country, taking the jumps
in the moonlight, until he had gained the lower
Manningtree road.

Sir Michael, suspecting that the Vicomte's

plan was to escape to his native land, set off with
his party eastward, and came by chance upon
the mare, at the osier-beds, near Jupe's Hill

Farm. Hence they proceeded on foot to Judas
Gap, but arrived too late to find anj^hing but
the footprints of their predecessors in the mud.
The chances were that the fugitives had gone

off down the creek in a boat. Hurrying back

III
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to the road. Sir Michael and his party gaUoped
to the Cattawade Bridge, and there found Ro-
land and Cicely safe and sound,

Furtiier pursuit was beyond the question; for
by then the wherry must have gained the open
sea. They were about to return to Dedham
when Thomas Timms came in with the story of
how he had found Yates on the Bergholt road,
and heard both his dying confession and the
alarmmg news that Jerry Abershaw, the High-
wayman, was abroad on the Suffolk side.
So it happened that, though "Gipsy" Yates

had been sent to his account, both the greater
villams had managed to escape—the one to the
land that had given him birth, and the other to
that highroad by the "Bald-Faced Stag" that
the fear in the breasts of peace-loving citizens
had caused to be caUed his own.
From that night forth Thomas Timms was

one of the powers that be. Largely through his
agency a national danger was averted. For a
large body of troops was hurried to Colchester;
the signaling station on Ramsey Height was
destroyed, and a frigate-of-war deputed to watch
the Hook. Indeed, so stringent were the pre-
cautions taken, and so well was the East coast
guarded, that from that time forth no other
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descent upon the Essex flats was seriously con-
sidered.

As for the Vicomte, for the time being we lose
all trace of the man. Certain it is that he re-
turned to France, or else to HoUand; and how
he made his peace with the Directory and Gen-
eri.„ Humbert and Hoche is best known to liim-
self. All the good he had done was to lose the
life of a smuggler, and set an even higher reward
upon the head of the most notorious highway-
man of the day.

Beyond doubt he had no further business in
England; indeed in that country his life was now
in jeopardy. But he returned as we know; for
having in his mind the constant memory of a fair
English face, he threw discretion to the winds.
And now, in addition to the love he bore the
English girl, that drew him back to the scene
of his discomfiture, there was established in his
breast an unutterable hatred for his rival, the
young officer of marines who had proved himself
the better swordsman and tlie better man. It
was an open question whether he longed most to
see Cicely at his feet, or to pass a rapier through
the heart of Captain Hood. Be that as it may,
the fire within him smouldered in secret, since
for some months no trace of him could be found.
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Throughout the campaign of 1705. by reason

of the fact that HoUand was now in the hands
of the French, Engknd was unable to land an
anny on the continent; and though the Mediter-
ranean fleet rendered aU the assistance it could,
the gaUant Austrians were left to bear the brunt
of the matter alone.

A week after the famous night when he fl«t
CTossed swords with Louis des Onneaux, Roland
Hood rejoined a ship at Chatham that was re-
fittmg for Admiral Duncan's fleet. With Eng-
land and Austria at war with the world, it was
no time for oflicers to be on leave, despite the
fact that aching hearts and tearful eyes were
left behind them.

And no sooner had the young officer bade fare-
well to his love for the second time, than a letter
came to Nether Hall from Mr. Pitt, suggesting
that Anthony should go up to London and be-
come resident in Lincohis Inn—as the Prime
Minister himself had done. Thence he could
attend at Westminster HaU; and the foll-ving
year Pitt, in the best interests of the Tory party,
could offer him a seat in the House for a certain
borough in the West of England.

Sir Michael was fully pleased with his son's
prospects, and accepted for Anthony there and
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then. Nor was that young gentleman himself
at all unwilling to go. He desired above all

things to see something of the great city of which
he had heard so much. And therefore it was
in the month of June that John Constable and
Anthony Packe journeyed to London together;
the former to complete his studies in art; the
latter, to prepare himself for that political career
which in later years, under the administration of
Lord Liverpool, led to so much honor and dis-

tinction.

So it came about that Anthony Packe left the
village where he had been born and bred. And
as for the Squire, though the old man had seemed
to love storming at his son, he grew so desolate
without him now that not even Cicely could make
him happy and content. So he married the
widow—a fact which, having nothing whatsoever
to do with this tale, is here mentioned for the
second time—twice and for aU.

The journey up to London in the year 1795
was no joke. The mail-coaches had net been
long in existence and competition was only be-
ginning to grow keen. In the first place, they
were invariably over-loaded; for in addition to
passengers and luggage, inside and on top, they
carried "outside" passengers at a reduced rate
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in a basket, tenned the "conveniency," suspended
at the back. As for the so-called "flying-

coaches," they were considered so dangerous that
no one in his right senses would travel on them.
The roads, in those days, were only kept in repair
in the near vicinity of towns; and as often as
not, in bad weather, the coach sank up to the
axle trees in mud, the passengers having to alight

and put their shoulders to the wheel to get it out.

In dry weather the ruts upon the roadway so
strained the wheels that they sometimes—^and

frequently in the case of "flying coaches"—came
off on the journey; whereupon the coach over-

turned and the passengers were sent "flying"

into the ditch. In such cases, the "outsides,"

traveling at half-price in the "conveniency,"

came off best; whereas the gentleman on the priv-

ileged seat next the driver as often as not came
off with a broken head.

But the greater danger, especially in crossing

the tracts of waste land, which at that time lay

around the capital, was from the highwaymen
who, even in the broad light of the sun, fell upon
the coaches and post-chaises on the road. Wim-
bledon and Putney Commons, Hounslow and
Hampstead Heaths were alive with these "gen-

tlemen of the road." From the time when trav-
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ding had become genenJ in England, there was
not a day passed that some outrage was not per-
petrated; there was not an inch of country road
in all England where the traveler could for one
moment consider himself safe. Claude Duval,
Jonathan WUd, Jack Sheppard and Dick
Turpin: each in turn was the terror of the road;
and in his day, the name of each was used as a
bugbear to naughty children, though it cost even
the parents themselves a tremor to get it out
But perhaps the greatest villain, though at

the same time, by reason of his youth and extreme
good looks the most romantic figure of them all,

was Jerry Abershaw. At about this time his
name was in all men's mouths. All efforts to
bring him to justice had signally failed. On
two occasions he had been tracked to a house in
Clerkenwell; but on the premises being searched
from cellar to attic, no trace of the highwayman
could be found; and though he had been seen to
enter by the front door the two constables, who
remained without, had been ready to swear that
he had not returned that way.
In those days there was no organized body of

police. Law and order were left in the hands
of watchmen imd parish-constables, as often as
not greater rascals than those they were there to m
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oppose. Sometimes a troop of cavalry were dis-
patched to the scene of some particular daring
robbery on the highroad; but the soldiers, with
their heavy accoutrements and trappings, proved
next to useless in pursuit of the well-mounted
gentlemen of the road. If Abershaw came to
London, he came within reach of the arm of the
law. There were magistrates in plenty, and
there was Newgate Gaol; but these were of little

use when there was no one capable of catching
the rogue. They found no difficulty in arrest-
ing poor, miserable debtors and putting them
safely away under lock and key where they could
incur no more liabilities, and pay only their first

great debt to God by giving up their lives in
the pestilential atmosphere of the cells. But
robbers and highwaymen were more desperate
blades than the times had the wherewithal to cope
with. They were allowed the free run of the
roads; and travelers had to fend themselves.
On that account, to journey to London in 1795
was a very serious affair.

Anthony and John Constable picked up the
coach at the county turnpike, but a few yards
from the gates of Nether Hall. It was that
same turnpike that Jerry Abershaw had jumped,
on his famous ride from Boxted Heath.
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It was a glorious day, in early summer, with
the trees in full leaf, and tlie buttercups golden
in the fields. The road was dry and dusty, and
the coach swung merrily along.

Having changed horses in Colchester, they
were not three miles clear of the town when a
young man, stepping forth from the door of a,

wayside inn, hailed the coach as it passed. The
driver immediately pulled up; and the stranger,

explaining that his horse had gone suddenly lame
upon the road, asked if they could take him on
to London whither he was bound.

He was exquisitely dressed and carried him-
self with the airs of such a fine gentleman,
that the driver called him "my lord" upon the
spot, and a seedy-looking individual on the seat

behind Anthony and Constable volunteered to
travel in the "conveniency" if the newcomer
would refund him his fare with a bit in addition
for himself.

This the young man gladly consented to do;
and after a delay, sufficient to allow of the requi-
site change of places, the coach went on.

The young man immediately got into conver-
sation with the boys, entertaining them with
stories of London—the great city which each
was then approaching for the first time in his life

i,

i
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with feelings of awed expectation. He seemed
to know every tavern and coffee-house in the
town, and told them anecdotes of the clubs, of
the high play there was at White's and of the
extreme difficulty in becoming a member of Al-
mack's.

iVjithony, who seemed rather impressed with
the stranger's gallant appearance, asked him if
he himself was not a member of this most ex-
clusive club.

"No," replied the young man. "Even I can't
get in. Though my pedigree 's one of the long-
est m England, they say it 's not good e- ough
for 'em. And, egad, where 's the shame in it
when they 've blackballed my Lord March, ani
the Duchess of Bedford 1 Think o' that! My
name's Boothby—Barton Boothby—I daresay
you 've heard of me often enough?"
He turned to the boys for an answer. But

they knew as little of the celebrated Mr. Barton
Boothby as they did of the Earl of March or
the Duchess of Bedford, or any one else of aU
the grand people who lived in London town.

^^

"Ah, perhaps notl" sighed the young man.
"1

1
ear we have got to look upon our little parish

of St. James's as the greater half of the woi-ld.
But, egad, we're wrongi Ye may be well



A JOUKNEY TO LONDON m
enou<fh known in Brookes's, but it don't therebyfoUow you 're a famous man. It takes a bit?swaUowmg; but faith, it 's as true as the deuce.''
Alter that, he was silent a while, as if inspite of his words he was somewhat hurt that

h^s notoriety had not extended as far as the
VdleyoftheStour. But he soon brightened upagam and began to point out to the boys aU

KoT "*''''*/" *^^^°«'^- He appeared
to know the name of every viUage and inn; andAnthony, with a perfect frankness, asked him

fomi""*'
^' "™' *° *^ ^ accurately in-

'J' K^ "^"""^^ ™ *^ ""^" he laughed.
Fact o the matter is I've got an old invalid

uncle hvmg m Colchester. Poor old boy's all
alone m the world. I 'm his particular favorite
nephew, you know-weU. and you can guess the

Anthony ventured to remark that perhaps
they knew his uncle.

^
But the young man shook his head sorrow-

fully. You wouldn't know him." he sighed.
In pomt o fact it 's a delicate case. EgadTbut.

to tell ee the truth, the poor old boy 's not quite

Tnt^T.^"^^- .U^^'^tobeintheArmyonce.
louch of the sun m the Mysore War. That 's
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why I have to keep an eye on him." he added in
confidence. "Never saw him for six months
once; and when I did nm down-egad, I fomid
him planting out cabbages on his dining-room
carpet, and repeating to himself that flowers
were the joy of life and made the world bright
and happy, as it were 1 Poor old fellow 1 Poor
old lad I Delicate case, egad 1"

Both the boys tried their utmost to look dis-
teessed at the serious form the old gentleman's
Illness had taken. However they had some diffi-
culty m doing so; and when the stranger him-
self burst into a fit of the most uproarious
laughter they joined in readily enough.

_

"Faith, yes," laughed Mr. Barton Boothby.
I have to keep an eye on him; and I run down

on the coach every month just to see that he "s
not planting oak trees in his kitchen I"

Anthony wondered that, since he used the road
so much, he had never had any mishaps.

"I never fell in with a highwayman yet," said
he; "and to tell, you the truth," he added in
another burst of confidence, "I 'd not care a &a
if I did."

*

At that they came to an inn where they were
to change horses and where the passengers could
ahght for a meal. Mr. Boothby swaggered into
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the place as if it belonged to him, and kept the
landlord bobbing and scraping until he grew
red in the face and his bag-wig nearly fell oflF
his head. He ordered ale for as many of the
"outsides" as wanted it, and sat down with
Masters Anthony Packe and John Consttble to
a cold boiled fowl and a bottle of wine.
During the meal, they continued their talk of

highwaymen and the dangers of the road; for
the boys were naturally interested in the subject,
this being the first journey either had taken in
his life.

Anthony told Mr. Boothby how Jerry Aber-
shaw had robbed the Ipswich coach and how he
had been chased by the Suflfolk Hunt over Flow-
ton Brook. Then he went on to tell how the
same daring villain had broken into his father's
house and kidnapped his sister from under his
father's nose.

Mr. Boothby listened in rapt attention, ever
and anon throwing in such ejaculations as
"the wicked rascal!" "Egad, the knave 1" and
"I' faith, he did!" And when the story was
done and the meal was ended he rose to his feet
and looked at himself in the glass. "By Chris-
topherr said he, "I would like very much to come
face to face with this Jerry Abershaw of yours!"
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t

At which Anthony thought him the very
finest of fellows.

Mr. Barton Boothby asked both to dine with
him the next afternoon at Slaughter's Coffee-
House in St. Martin's iane. Constable excused
himself saying that he had arranged to meet
with a cousin of his, who had promised to intro-
duce him into that colony of famous artists that,
before the foundation of the Academy, congre-
gated in the vicinity of Greek Street, Soho.
But Anthony accepted with pleasure, and prom-
ised to present himself at the coffee-house at
the hour named.

After that they returned to the coach where,
as the dusk was upon them, they wrapped them-
selves in their coats; and after an uncomfortable
night, with many delays and much changing of
horses, they arrived at their destination driving
down Ludgate Hill as the morning sun was
touching the dome of St. Paul's.

Anthony's sleep had been but intermittent
throughout the night: in the first place, the
coach jolted; in the second, unused to traveling
he awoke whenever the coach pulled up; and
thirdly, he could not for the life of him remem-
ber when and where, on a previous occasion, he
had heard a man swear "by Christopher."



CHAPTER XVII

"the olde house in west street"

JT is not easy, in the face of the weU-ordered.

«une streets a hundred years ago. We cailbarely reahze the hardships and di^mforcsSo^ grandfathers had to^ut up wiSflnd^n
that account, perhaps, the days of George iSseem merrier than they were.
Of course we have progressed. The oldmore violent, vices have died away under °hewatchful ey^ of the police; men no W^Zeach o^er through in taverns, or get dfSkTeach other's arms. Tonlay we thirk of^feS tv' "^'"^Y^^" " among 'the S^'temble thmgs we know. W. take everj^hingmore seriously than our grandfathers did. Welook upon life as a grim and earnest struggle

z hS :r• *r^' "' ^'^^ ^^^^ ^^^ -« havenot half the need. They regarded it aU only asan irresponsible, blustering joke-a joke that

"
any moment mignt end with the sharp shot of a

9tia

F^^
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pistol or six inches of cold, hard steel in the
dark, It was the old familiarity that bred the
contempt. They had a supreme contempt for
the dangers that were all around them; and we,
for the same reason, look down upon our very
security from a pinnacle of disdain.

In this twentieth century we fly in motor cars
along the country roads, where once the high-
waymen were wont to lie in wait; and the worst
that can befall us is a policeman with a note-
book, or perhaps a punctured tire. To some of
us even a Jerry Abershaw would come as a re-
lief. Nowadays, if we see a friend off upon a
journey, we ask him if he has a newspaper. The
old question was, "Were his pistols ready
primed?" In a hundred years the very face of
social life has been transformed—for the better;
we would not deny it if we dared. In a hun-
dred years we have stridden an epoch on the road
of civilization; we have passed from the age of
pistols and highwaymen to that of newspapers
and policemen; but, if we have but a shade of
the old love of adventure still dormant under
our bit jk umbrellas and homely Bowler hats, it

is difficult to believe that the "good old days"
were not, after all, the best.
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To-day "The Olde House in West Street"

stantly reach the ears of Scotland Yard, and inten minutes it would be gutted from roof to floor.In 1793, though aU men knew of it by repute
they passed it by with a shudder, as an evil thatwas and apparently had to be.

hnS T«"r*"* '" Clerkenwell in the neighbor-
hood of Saffron Hill. In former times it had
frequently been used as a place of refuge byJack Sheppard and Jonathan Wild, and wm
noted for ,ts trap-doors, sliding panels and hoi-low waUs with which appurtenances no house is
built with other than evil intent.
Toward this house, in this same year of 1795

there stepped the young man we have alread^
met upon the coach, dressed in the very height
of the fashion of the time. His hair was nilly
powdered and done up at the back in a queue; a
rapier hmig at his side, the hilt of which was
adorned with gold, and in his hand he carried,
with all the grace in the world, a silver and ebony^e. He might have but just stepped out of
Brookes s or White's, and seemed vastly out of
ftis element in such a district as that of West
Street, Clerkenwell.
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Suddenly, he stopped before the door of "The

Olde House," and gave it three sharp raps with
his cane.

Almost immediately it was opened; and the
beau, with a quick glance up and down the street,
shpped in.

He found himself in a passage that was pitch
dark, though it was stiU early in the afternoon.
No sooner had he entered than the door was
slammed behind him; and the noise went echome
through the house.

Then a very high and squeaky voice came from
out of the darkness.

"Any news?"

"Aye," was the answer.
"From the Stag?"
"From where else, you fool? Is

here?"

"He's in the room on the right.
Jerry; step in, me lad."

At that, the man began to grope in the dark
about the passage waU. He seemed to be search-
mg for a spring that was not easy to find. He
succeeded in the end however; a panel slid easily
back, and the passage upon the instant was
flooded with light from a room beyond. But, it

was not the light of day. It came from a taUow

my man

Step in,
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candle, stuck in the neck of a bottle, that burned
upon a table in the center of a large, low-ceil-
ingedroom.

"Step in, Jerry," repeated the man with the
squeaky voice. And Jerry Abershaw swag-
gered into the room, with his buckles and Ws
sword and his powdered hair, as if for aU the
world he was but newly come from court
Jerry Abershaw, who of course was never the

celebrated Mr. Barton Boothby at all, was only
then twenty-two years of age; yet by his looks
he might have been even less. And surely, in
aU the brawling, cut-throat London of 1795, if
we passed this handsome feUow in the street, he
would be the very kst that we would suspect as
the most hardened ruffian of his day. He had
a pair of big brown eyes, as widely-opened and
wondering as a child's; a finely chiseUed nose,
and a smaU, full-lipped mouth. If there was a
fault in his features it was that his chin was a
trifle bold. As he entered he bowed to Louis
des Ormeaux, who sat at the table on the only
chair in the room.

"At your service," said he.

"Bon jour," said the Vicomte. "At last we
meet again."

The man with the squeaky voice now came
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forward into the light. He was extremely thin,
and bent nearly double with age. His face was
as wrinkled as a raisin, and very much to one
side, as if in early years he had received some
shattenng blow. Indeed his lower jaw was so
much out of the straight that it seemed as if he
might ahnost have been able to crack a nut be-
tween his left lower molars and his right upper
ones. We might be fully justified in this belief,
on the sole condition that he had never opened
his mouth

; otherwise, we had seen at a glance that
he had no teeth with which to crack anything at
all. This lopsidedness was general throughout
his features; for instance, his nose went very
much to its right, and his left eye was altogether
gone.

"Tinsell!" said Jerry to the one-eyed man.
"Yes, Jerry."

"Close the door, and let 's be alone."
Whereupon TinseU, turning his head ahnost

completely round, rather like a duck when it

preens its feathers, examined the wall with his
only eye. FinaUy, having apparently found
that for which he sought, he touched a spring
and the panel sUd silently back to its place;
so that tlie three men were altogether enclosed



"Close the door, and let 's be alone!'
!;,•(
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by walls. There was neither a door nor a win-
dow that opened into the room.
The Vicomte looked round with a smile of

satisfaction.

"Here," said he, "we shall be able to arrange
matters—amicably."

"Not a word," cried Jerry, "until you've
handed over the dibs!"

"The what?" cried the Vicomte.
"The dibs, my lord! Let 's see the color of

the dibs!"

"The color of the dibs!" echoed the astonished
Vicomte. "Mm Dieu, are they painted then,
these 'dibs' of which you speak?"
Jerry smiled, but did not openly laugh.
"Dibs is money, and money is dibs," squeaked

Tinsell, drawing towards the table, and rubbing
the palm of his hand across his crooked chin.
The Vicomte burst into laughter.

"Money!" he cried. "So dibs is money!"
Then, ending his laugh, he added, as if in re-
flection : "My word, but you are a curious peo-
ple, you English ! How is it you commonly use
a word like 'money,' when you have so poetical,
so pregnant a substitute as 'dibs'?"

But neither Jerry Abershaw nor Tinsell ap-
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peared to have any reply. So the Vicomte con-
tinued, with many magnificent waves of the
Hand and constantly showing his teeth: "Formoney I have the most sincere respect." he cried.
It IS the root of all endeavor; the father of

effort; the mother of vice, and the very sinews

^7"^'^ iV" *^ ""'* P°*«"t Po^er there is.But dtbsr he continued. "The word ennobles
me, transfigures me, lifts me into a higher plane.
* or dtbs I have the most supreme contempt."
At that, he slipped his hand into his pocket

and, drawing it out. buried the table in a flood
of paper notes.

TinseU's skinny hand shot out lik the claw
of an owl. But, Jerry Abershaw took him by
the neck, and sent him across the room.
"Hands off, old friend," cried he. "The

most of this belongs to me."
He then gathered the notts together with the

greatest respect and care. Many of these were
the asstgnatg that had been issued by the French
revolutionary authorities against the property of
^mtgrSg and the crown. They were next to
worthless, and two years later, were called in at
a four thousandth part of their original value.
Jerry may probably have suspected thi-; for he



"THE OLDE HOUSE" Hjd
took more particular stock of such of the notesas were payable on the Bank of England and

r"^r"^'\^^ "°°"y f°' yo«r lodging,Jerry? pleaded Tinsell. keeping at a safe^dif-tan^from the highwayman nevertheless.
Here, answered Jerry; and he handed three

tte rest'""^
over to Tinsell. and pocketed aU

othTr' °^t T*" "f*"**
*" P"!*"' ""« after theother, up to his only eye.

Loj^on? ened TinseU. more than a little

J'l
'^°nd«r," said Jerry, serenely. "Do youthink that w th only one eye you i be ableTuna the man?

tb«i^-'
^ ^"1'^'" ^'* °"* *" *'*^«=^' «<> violently

that his squeak ran into a falsetto that resembled
the top note of a penny whistle in the bare un-
carpeted room.
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But, "Never despair!" was all the comfort

Jerry could offer. "It will give you somethinff
to do."

The old man came down the room in a
paroxysm of rage.

"Is this the way you treat your friends?" he
screamed.

"No," laughed Jerry; "but thia is I" And he
caught the old man a stinging blow with his

cane across the face.' Tinsell went back at a
bound, and crouched low in a comer of the room
—a revolting, pitiful sight.

"My good friends," cried the Vicomte, rising
to his feet, "we must not quarrel among our-
selves. I give you my word, the asrignaU are
good."

"Do you hear that, Tinsell, you dirty dog,"
cried Jerry. "The asHgnats are good 1"

Tinsell got slowly to his feet. He said noth-
ing, but there was a malicious light in his only
eye.

The silence was broken by the Frenchman, who
burst once more into laughter.

"The episode is ended!" he cried. "I see you
are like myself, Mr. Abershaw. We impetuous
men do things we are often afterwards sorry

for; but then we are not capable of deceit."
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Jerry looked him up and down.
"By Chmtopher." said he. "I would n't trustyou a yard."

But the Vicomte only continued to lauah—
while J^ Abershaw whistled, and tapped his
shoe with his cane.

"Well," asked the Vicomte at last; "and what
news?

T
^ '"'"1^**''' ^™" Colchester yesterday." said

Jeny. The girl is still unmarried, and the
Manne, as far as I could discover, has gone back
to the wars. More than that. I traveled up with
the son and a friend of his-a bright pair of
youngsters of very divergent tastes. The one
talked of nothing but sunsets, and the other ex-
pressed the greatest interest in your humble and
obedient servant."-Here the highwayman
paused to make the profoundest of bows.-
ilad I known he was coming to London," he

continued, "it might have saved me a very un-
profitable journey, for I got no more than
five pounds on fifty miles of road, lamed my
horse and was obliged to pay my own fare
back. But the lads were highly entertaining-
so much so that I treated them both to a
meal I

"Ah!" cut in the Vicomte. "Impulse again!

« i,
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You have a warm heart, a truly generous dispo-
sition."

"Fiddlesticks I" observed the other. "They 've
both got more money about them than they know
rightly what to do with. Mr. Packe dines with
me this evening at old Slaughter's; and after din-
ner, I '11 lighten him of his purse in Leicester
Fields."

"I see," smiled the Vicomte. "You will re-
pay yourself, as it were. And now to business.
You are willing to assist me again?"

"If you 're equally willing to pay?"
The Vicomte waved his hand.
"You have just had proof," said he, "that I

am as good as my word."

"Maybe," said Jerry, with a shrug. "But I
don't much fancy this French paper money of
your lordship's. The Bank of England 's good
enough for me."

"As you like," said the other. "It is all the
same to myself."

"Well then, what's the game? Another in-

vasion?" And the highwayman cocked his head
and smiled.

The Vicomte jumped from his chair and be-
gan to pace the room.

"If there's a diflScult thing in this world,"
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said he, "it is to kill two birds with one stone. I
am resolved never to try it again. For the
future I have one aim, and one aim only. Tou
say the old man is alone with his daughter.
Very good. Our task will be supremely easy.
There are several men-servants, of course; but
I know their ways. The butler would hold up
his hands if you held a 'l-iming-needle to his
throat. If necessary we can again enter the
house. I have a duplicate key of the little side
dooi^n the path that leads to the shrubberies.
There is neither lock nor bolt on the inner side.

Name of a dogl" he cried, "if I have to go
through fire to get her, I take her from her
father's house I"

He was very excited. His face was livid;

and his eyes were hot and bright as living coals.

He could not stand still, but restlessly paced the
room.

"I ride to the East coast before the end of
the week. Since Yates has failed, I must find
this man Leake, to carry me over to France.
Leake lives in Ramsey. You will meet me at the
King's Arms at Frating, on the main Harwich
road, at six in the afternoon on the twentieth of
July. I give you that amount of time since

Leake may be at sea. I know of no one else I
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can trurt. and intend to run no rbk. That J.

^^
The twentieth of July. You will not for-

"I 'm yemr man," «ud Jerry. "And now Imust be off. Tin«5ll, you old dog. leave off
sulking, and open the wall."
WiOiout a word the old man shuflfed across the

room, touched the spring and slid back the panel.A most charming residence," threw in the
Vicomte.

"At times." said Jerr}-. "more than a handy
one. ^

"P^ a doubt," said the other. "I find it so
myself. Tinsell has a disguise for me: a black
beard, a black wig and a black cloak—of im-
penetrable black. I am here as an Austrian.
J^renchroen being unpopular in England at the
present tune, my identity must not be discovered.
Alter the mismanagement of our last affau- Iam wanted as much as you."

'

• "«^°'"c,'"'*
•^^"^' "**'*='' ^ ^^ Olde House

ui West Street, highly recommended by Mr
Louis Jeremiah Abershaw and all the leadinir
and cultured gentlemen of the road. TinsellmU look after your lordship, and there 's plent>
of room for yourself and other acquaintance,
you may have brought with you from France
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Thi* room will hold about ten, and there 's an-
other one, the same size and furnished with equal
taste, on the other side of the passage. I am
«ure TinseU will do his best for you. He 's a
clever old scounJrel is TinseU. He could dis-
guise a parish beadle so that his own wife would
never know him, and I "ve shown you how to
pay the rascal: a few of your worthless auignaU.
my lord, and a cut on the face with a cane. So,'
good day to ye both—good-day."
With which oration, Jerry Abershaw swag-

gered out of the room.
A moment afterwards, they heard the front

door bang.

"An arrogant knave I" said the Vioomte.
But the very man I need."
Old TinseU so screwed up his iU-favored

countenance that he looked like a snarlinir
hound.

*

"Curse him I" he muttered. "Curse him!"
And he carried the pahn of his hand to the side
of his face.
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slaughtee's coffee-house

SLAUGHTER'S COFFEE-HOUSE w«
J

situated on the west side of St. Martin'.Lane where Cranboume Street now lies, "n
,^nn>r ^ ^"'*^°''' ^""^^ ^'^^ °"- °f the mostmportant thoroughfares in that part of theto^. and one of the first of the London street,
tnat was paved.

The pseudo Mr. Barton Boothby had men-Wd the hour of six; and Anth'ony pTJemade his appearance at the coffee-house as theclock of St. Martin's Church struck the houl-!But no sign of Mr. Boothby was anywhere to be

Anthony remained standing near the entrance.No one m the place took the slightest notice ofhim except an extraordinary looking individual,
with a veiy black beard and very white teethwho was seated at a table by himself, and who.
raising an eye-glass to his eye, surveyed the new-

886
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comer in such critical and suspicious fashion that
Anthony began to feel self-conscious, and shifted
uneasily upon his feet.

This man smiled at Anthony, and his teeth
looked whiter than ever. The black beard
seemed to take root b every possible part of his
face. Indeed, there was very little of the gen-
tleman to be seen, save his teeth and his beard
and a long, black cloak that reached to below
his knees.

As for the rest of the occupants, they were
tar too engrossed in a game of draughts that
was being played between two gentlemen-and
on which a great many bets had oeen made-to
pay any attention to anything else.

Anthony, finding, himself so little at home in
a place where everyone seemed to know every-
one else, had turned to go, when the black-
bearded stranger rose suddenly to his feet and
came toward him.

"Pardon," said he. "Were you expecting to
meet anyone?"

" r a

He had bowed very politely, and spoke in the
thick, guttural accent of a Geiman.

"Yes, sir," answered Anthony. "I was to have
met a Mr. Barton Boothby here. Perhaps you
know him? ^

li'i
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said the stranger. "Solely

the

"By name only,

by repute."

"He is very well known, is he not, sir?"
His reputation exceeds the limits of

town," said the other.

"I expect » reflected Anthony, "!,e has for-
gotten he asked me to dine."

"I think not," said the stranger. "I have
heard very false reports of Mr. Boothby if Iam to believe he cannot keep his appointments.
Rest assured he is unavoidably delayed and will
be here m a moment. But will you do me the
honor of takmg a cup of coffee with me whUe
you wait? It wiU give you an appetite for one

here
" "" ''^"^^ ^^^ '^^''^ *^y ^^^ y°"

Anthony readUy accepted, and was soon seated
at the stranger's table. On questioning the gen-
tleman about London, he found he knew little or
nothin.' of the place. He was, he told him. an
Austnan, and had come to England on a visit
to a fnend on the Austrian embassy. But he
must shortly return to his native land and take
his place in the ranks of the army, opposing
those perfidious regicides—the French.
He was in the midst of a diatribe against the

French nation and the horrors of the Revolu-
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tionary period, which he protested was a disgrace
to a civilized age, when Mr. Barton Boothby
himself burst suddenly into the room.

"Egad," cried he, "a thousand apologies to
you, I 'm surel I was most deplorably put out
by a hackney joachman who drove me to an-
other quarter of the town."
The fact of the matter was that he had come

face to face with a constable whom he knew to
be on his track, and had been obliged to reach
Slaughter's by a vastly circuitous route.

"Don't mention it," said Anthony. "This
gentleman told me he thought you would come."
At that Mr. Barton Boothby—or Jerry-

drew up as straight and stiff as a larch.

"Egad, he did!" said he. "And who, if you
please, are you?"
The stranger bowed in a very courteous man-

ner.

"Hulcher," said he. "At your service, sir."

"Then, faith, Mr. Hulch'r," cried Mr.
Boothby, "I 'm sure I 'm much obliged to ye
for lookmg after my young friend during my
absence, and I take this opportunity, sir, of thank-
ing you. Egad, kindness o' that sort is so rarely
to be met with nowadays that I 'd ask you to
join us at a chop, were it not that we must be

f 'i

N
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m a hurry over our dinner; for I have arranged
to take my young friend to Druiy Lane to see
Medea, a very alarming tragedy, as no doubt
you re aware, and aU the talk of the town. But
very miproving to the mind, egad-I am aU for
improving the mind I"

And at that he hailed the landlord, and or-
dered another table for himself and his friend
on the other side of the room. Anthony wished
the stranger good-by, and then rejoined his host
who was talking to the landlord at the top of
his voice, and abusing him roundly for not hav-
ing better victuals to eat.

When Anthony approached him, he sent the
landlord about his business and. takmg the boy
by the shoulder and casting a furtive glance in'
the du-ection of the Austrian gentleman, he whis-
pered quietly in his ear that he was glad he had
got him away, since the man was nothing better
than 8 well-known pickpocket, adding that he
hoped that Anthony had not ah-eady lost his
purse. Whereupon, the boy felt his pockets.
But his purse was still there all right—a fact
that Jerry Abershaw was genuinely glad to
hear.

So after that they sat down to their meal-
and though the host expressed the greatest dis-
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approval at every dish that was set before them,
Anthony ate with a hearty relish while he lis-
tened to the celebrated Mr. Barton Boothby's
unceasing flow of talk.

Mr. Boothby had just finished the famous
story of how Mr. Fitzgerald, having been black-
balled at Brookes's, had threatened eadi indi-
V 'lal mcTiiber of the committee with a duel mi-
le-js they elected him, and was laughing until he
was obliged to hold his sides, when he broke off
and a look of the utmost astonishment came sud-
denly over his face.

"By Christopher." said he, "it 's an uncomfort-
able little world!"

Anthony turned his eyes in the direction of his
gaze. And who should have entered the room
but Roland Hood, accompanied by a very old
man with lank, snow-white hair. The old man
was leading a little girl by the hand.
Roland saw Anthony at once, and came cheer-

fully towards him.

"Why, Anthony!" he cried.

And in a second Anthony had his friend by the
hand.

"Why, what brings you here?" he asked. "I
thought you were at Chatham."
"So I was," said Roland. "I 've been sent up

f* 'rf
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on duty. Who's your

to the Admiralty
friend?"

"Oh," said Anthony, turning to Jerry Aber-
shaw. "Mr. Barton Boothby whom I met on the
coach. I am proud to have the honor of making
y^u known to one another. Captain Roland
Hood of His Majesty's Green Marines."
"At your service, sir," said Jeny with a sweep-mg bow.

*^

Roland also bowed.
"Strangely enough," said he, "I too have just

met an old traveling companion." And he smil-
ingly indicated the little girl.

"Ton my body and soul," said Mr. Barton
Boothby, "what a delightful and dainty infant,
egad I"

But the little girl, who was was staring hard
at the highwayman, was very white. Suddenly
a look, pai-tly of recognition and partly of fear,
flashed upon the childish face.

Jerry, who had seated himself again, got
quickly to his feet.

"There 's a friend o' mine in the street," said
he; and in two steps he was out of the door. As
he passed the little girl, she screamed and clung
to the old man's coat. The Austrian gentleman,
on the other side of the room, was laughing mer-



As he passed the little Kirl, she screamed and
clung to the old man's coat
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"What is the matter?" asked the old man, try-

d"frr *°
""^""^ ^^'- "^^** " "' "y

But the chUd was unable to speak. She wasW 'Ji*"
^''''; ""** trembling from head to

^L5a «^"*'""^° ^ho had finished theirgame of draughts, crossed the room to see what
tte commotion was. Fear seemed to have thrown
the child into a kind of convulsion, during whichaU she could do was to clutch violently at the tailsof the old man;s coat. In a very few seconds
toere was a nng of customers around her.Everyone m the place had left his seat. The
Austrian came forward-but he laughed no

brought some brandy; another offered her choco-
Jate, whilst a third, who was evidently a bit of a
wit, suggested a pinch of snuff.
At last, she found her voice, coming out with

a kind of a shriek.

"Oh, grandfather!" she cried. "It was hel
It toeul It was!"

"Who, my child? Who was it?"
"The highwaymanr she cried. "The manwho robbed the Ipswich coachr

1;:

m
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"Jerry Aber,hawr gasped the old man.
xesi cned the little ffirl "Th#. ™„„ u

robbed the coach 1"
^ """ "^^^

nudst. Those elegant draught players went

t^o^of the timid ones held to the tables for sup-

"Jerry -Ahershattr came ahnost simulta-n«,usly frona every lip. There was not one ofthem who was not more than a trifle scared.
No. nol cried the Austrian. "Gentlemen

Syw^U'^ '^- ^'-"-'^exceed-

ers, added the landlord.

"You are mistaken, my dear." said the gentle-man who had offered the chocolate. "We do nothave highwaymen in Slaughter's. W^are menof taste and honor Jiere."

But the little girl only shook her head.
What makes you think it was the highwav-man?" the old man asked.

««gftway-

"I know," she persisted. "I know it was."
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"But how?"
"When I came in. I heard him lauirh," she

answered. "He laughed like that when he was
going to shoot the oflScer-before I hit the pistol
with my doll."

^

"She 's right!" cried Roland, "the same laugh!
It comes back to me."

"Tut," cried the landlord, who was evidently
KJicitous for the worid-wide fame of Slaughter's.
That IS nothing; many men may laugh the

same." « «"c

"Yes," said the little giri, gazing as it were into
space. "But all men, who have the same kugh
have not a big red scar under their chins."
"You saw that?" cried the old man.
"I saw it on the coach, grandfather," she said,

having to some extent now got the better of her
fears; "and I saw it as he passed me when he
left the room."

"No, no," expostulated the Austrian. "This
IS all a hideous mistake!"

"Gad, we '11 hunt him down!" cried one of the
draught players.

"What's the use?" said the wit. "He's
gone."

"But you, sir," cried the landlord, appealing
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^Z^u^yi"^ ^^'^ '* y"" ^""^ Mr. Barton
Boothby? You were his guest. You know this
to be all a mistake?"

"I believed that to be his name," faltered An-
thony Packe. "He told me so."
"He lied, then!" cried the old man, rapping his

stick on the ground. "He lied ; or how comes it
he IS gone?

Then, the truth came upon Anthony Packe
somethuig after the manner of a blow.
"Two days ago." he got out in jerks, "he stood

before a looking-glass, in an inn on the Ipswich
road, and said he would like very much to come
face to face with Jerry Abershaw."
Once more the circle widened, like a ring upon

the surface of a pond around the place where a
stone IS thrown. The Austrian turned away and
muttered under his breath in French, "Ma foil"
said he. "I 'd rather lose my arm."

"Egad," cried someone. "Sure enough it 'a
the manl"
"We '11 hunt him down!" cried the gentleman

who had made the same remark before. And,
"What 's the use ?" said the wit ; "he 's gone."
They all went out upon the pavement; but

there was nowhere any sign of the highwayman
to be seen. It would be as useless to search for
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the proverbial needle in a haystack as for Jerry
Abershaw in all the length and breadth of Lon-
don town.

Suddenly three constables quickly came up St.
Martin's Lane. They saw at once that there was
some commotion abroad, for the bulk of Slaugh-
ter's customers, in the middle of the road, were
talking at one and the same time in the highest
state of excitement and throwing their arms in
the air.

In two words they had told the constables what
was in the wind.

"He 's the very man we are after," they an-
swered. "Which way did he go?"
That nobody knew. No one had even noticed

whether Jerry had turned to the right or left.
"Let 's s'-atter and search the whole town,"

suggested a very untidy gentleman at the back
of the crowd, who evidently was an artist of sorts.
Two constables regarded him with inexpressible
contempt, and the third told him to "scatter him-
self."

"Confound your insolence I" exclaimed the art-
ist. "I offer a feasible suggestion, and you
have the impertinence to ridicule it!"

The constable was perfectly calm. It did not
seem as if it were possible to anger him. Poor
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fellow! Perhaps, he had turned a page of the
book of Fate, and already knew that his days
were numbered to the hour.

"I meant no disrespect, sir." said he. "I was
only disappointed; for there 's a good reward seton this mans head. He was recognized an hour
ago. He turned to his comrades. "Our only
chance is to search the Olde House m West
Street Clerkei,well. What d' ye think, mates?"

Like as not he '11 be there," said the second
constable.

"It "s worth trying any way." said the third.
Gentlemen." said the first, "we are about to

search a house that we know this man frequents.
1 don t mind saying the place is a regular death-
trap- We shaU be glad of aU the help we can

And thereupon, the hunt of Jerry Abershaw
Began. In two minutes all were hastening east-
wards; and St. Martin's Lane wa^ empty, save
for the Austrian under the lamp, showing his
teeth as he hissed an oath in French.

Neither Roland Hood nor Anthony Packe h«d
guessed It, and even Jerry Abershaw himself had
been deceived, but the teeth were those of Louis
des Ormeaux. and the disguise—the black wig
and the black beard—belonged to Tinsell, the
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landlord of the house whitht they all y ere bound.
Louis des Ormeaux looked after laem for an

instant with a searching glance—and then took
snuff, seeming to be in deep thought.

"Yes, even at my own risk," said he at length,
"I must save this fellow, if I can."
At that he loosened his sword in its scabbard

and joined in the pursuit, setting off at a run.

It

Ml

I



CHAPTER XIX
THE CUP AND THE LIP

rpHOUGH they aU started off in a spirit of^ the greatest enthusiasm, the good centle

e^e "Sef"f^"^ -y soon got'ti^^d'oft
Chase. Before they were out of St. Martin'sLane the ranks of the pursuers wereXatlv

hrSd " ":''"™ '"'»">' remer.bererthi'they had unportant engagements to keep and

enweJl. As for the remainder, they were got asfar as the Gray's Inn Road when it sXllyoccurred to one gentleman, who was gettingSceedmgly sore in the feet that after all the hiS-wayman might not be there.
^

ff. '^^Z ?u""'^
"P *° '^''"""^ th^ question. They

tt sor £ " ""."^^''^-^ the gentleman wiS

hevh. TJ"^ "^^''' ""'^ '^ *« t™th be told,they hoped he was, for none of them were now

b^en offended by the constable, reminded them
that, smce all the town knew that Abershaw had

SOS
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escaped from this self-same house before, the
diances were that he would not go there a second
time; and if he did, since he had escaped once, he
would probably do so again.

This last settled it. It was an impetuous age.
Jeny Abershaw went out of their heads as
quickly as he had entered; and they became pos-
sessed with but one idea: to get back to Slaugli-
ter's and play draughts.

So back they went, shouting and singing,
down Holborn to St. Martin's Lane. By the
time they were once again at the coffee-house,
they were all hot and short of breath; so they
ordered more liquor than was good for them, and
became noisier than ever. For when all is said
and done, they were a headstrong, rowdy gang,
for the most part students of art or young men of
letters, whose wont it was to spend the long hours
of the day over their palettes or scratching away
with their pens, making up for lost jollity after
sunset, when the taverns were all aglow. It was
Grub Street, as well as St. James's, that could
beat the watch or whitewash the statue of the
King.

The landlord was at his wit's end that such a
notorious rascal had been discovered under his

roof. At first the gentlemen tried to console

1!
I'
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Jum; but judgingr this useless, they dispersed to
the taverns m the various parts of the town, and
later on turned into bed, little thinkinif of the
great event they had missed, the news of which
the following morning was to set the whole town
by the ears, from the White Horse Cellar to Lud-
gate Hill.

Meanwhile the three constables, accompanied

w>)ff. t7 f^l"^^'
^°^*"*^ ^^' the Austrian

with the black beard and one other gentleman-
tte sole survivors of a crowd of twenty-stood in
the Gray s Inn Road, holding a council of war.They discussed the matter for several mmutes;
and m the end it was decided to continue to
search. Smce on two former occasions Abershaw
had somehow managed to escape from this house
in Clerkenwell. it was arranged that Anthony
and the Austrian should remain outside the front
door while one of the constables ajid the other
gentleman entered an adjacent street and sta-
tioned themselves in the backyard of the Olde
House. Thereby, if Abershaw were inside, es-
cape was rendered impossible; and. after giving
the constable and his companion plenty of time
to take their posts. Captain Hood and the two
remaming constables were to enter the house and
search it from roof to floor. All this was ar-
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ranged in the Gray's Inn Road. Everyone
armed with a brace of pistols and a sword

was

and
after engaging the services of two Unk-boys the
party set oflF at a steady pace.
In those days the City by night was as dark

and as silent as the grave. Further west in the
vicinity of the Haymarket and Covent Garde,
the lights of the taverns flared across the streets,
and the mingled sounds of laughter, singing and
revelry lasted throughout the night, frequently
ending only with the dawn. But not so in the
City. Then as now, it was the busuiess quarter
of the town. Men went thither to work, and they
worked hard; for at that time England was on
the threshold of a great commercial fame. In
the evenings, aU men flocked to the West End
to amuse themselves after the boisterous fashion
of the day, leaving the narrow City streets de-
serted and dark as pitch; for the hanging lamps
were few and far between, and people for the
most part trusted to the link-boys to light them
on their way. Gas had only just been invented
but, as yet, was utilized nowhere save in a shop
at the corner of Piccadilly, which in consequence
was one of the most wonderful sights of the town.A few years later, Almaek's Assembly Rooms in

^™S^ Street were lighted by gas in cut glass

'I

f
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lusters; tuough it was not for many years that
the new invention was adopted in the houses of
the nobihty and richer merchants. At this time
the hnk-boy was the little king of London.
Without his services by night and in the fogs
strangers were unable to move a yard, and even
Londoners themselves often had the greatest dif-
ficulty in finding their way about. In conse-
quence, link-boys were indispensable to guide our
little party safely through the labyrinth of nar-
row streets into the inky darkness of Clerken-
well.

They found West Street with hardly a light in
a window. There was no moon. A heavy wind
was blowing that whistled round the chimney-
pots and sent large sheets of torn paper dancing
along the street, flying into the light of the
torches and back into the darkness whence they
came, like white, ghostly specters hurrying
through the night.

As they approached the Olde House, they
ordered the boys to put out the torches, giving
them orders to %ht them again as soon as the
members of the party had entered the house.
At the corner before the Olde House, the party

separated, one constable and the gentleman going
round to the paraUel street. After waiting? sev-
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eral minutes, at Roland's suggestion one of the
Imk-boys was sent to see if the others were in
their places.

They waited for about a quarter of an hour.
Then the boy returned. He had had some dif-
ficulty m finding the house; since they were aU
ahke at the back. He had been obliged to try
several. Finally he had found the constable and
the gentleman, directly at the back of the Olde
House, with drawn swords and their pistols ready
primed in their hands. Roland, who as the
holder of the King's commission was the acknowl-
edged leader of the party, told the boy to go
back and stand by the constable, with flint and
steel in readiness to light his torch, if so he was
ordered to do.

At that the rest of them set out, each one with
a heart beating fast with expectation, until they
came to the famous place itself.

Even in the darkness of the street the Olde
House seemed to stand back from the other
houses as something darker and more sinister
than them all. There were no windows on the
ground floor. A smooth, coal-black wall rose
from the ground like an impenetrable sheet of
Steel, at the base of which they could just discern
the outline of the door. It was brass-bound and
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of oak. It seemed to defy, and at the same time
invite, entrance; but the invitation was such as
the spider gives to the fly. It was a dangerous-
lookmg: door.

They tried it, and found it locked. One of
the constables came forward with a crowbar he
had got from a house in Holbom. He was a
powerful man and ahnost a giant in stature. It
was he who had acted as spokesman outside
Slaughter s. With three blows he sent over the
door, splintered from its hinges.
Upon the instant he dropped the crowbar and

sprang forward into the passage eagerly fol-
owed by his comrade and Roland with a re-
lighted torch in one hand and his horse-pistolm the other. The noise of their boots upon the
bare floor went echoing through the house.
There was a flight of wooden steps before

them, but no sign of a door on either side. Fast
on each other's heels, they dashed headlong up
the stairs.

Upon the first landing they paused. Here
there were three doors, obviously leading to sep-
arate rooms. Clearly they must take them one
by one.

In two quick words it was decided that the
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constable should remain outside, while Roland
and the other searched each room in turn.

They entered the first. It was absolutely bare,
destitute of furniture and smelt of rats and straw.
They looked in every comer and cupboard, but
there was no sign of anyone having entered it

for years.

They were about to enter the second, and the
constable actually had his hand upon the handle
of the door, when it was suddenly flung open
from the other side, and a man in a black mask
sprang forth like a tiger imder their eyes. As
quick as thought, he had caught the torch from
Roland's hand, and dashed it into the constable's

face.

Then all was inky dark, and they heard him
go down the steps, three or four at a time, laugh-
ing and calling to them to make themselves at

home.

"Look outl" shouted Roland. "Look out, be-

low there, in the street 1"

The Austrian, at the door, drew his sword; and
Anthony Packe, though he little knew it, stood
within an ace of his life.

Roland groped about him for the torch, found
it, and made ofi' down the steps after the fugi-
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heels. Anthony and the Austrian, they knew

tte end of the passage, Anthony and the Aus-taan who was laughing-were ready to swear^t no one had passed out. It was Lless forRoland to protest that he had heard, if he had notac^aUy seen, the man go down the stairs. Theyheld firm y to their opinion: they had remS
movS fir"

"'%°' *^ ^'''^''y' "^^y had notmoved for an instant, and no one had passed
through smce they had been there.

anew anr "k '^u* ^f '* **"* *° ^«^' ^^e torchanew, and ^ back and search the house. The
~nstable's face was burned, but he was nosenou^ty hurt. The man had come upon them

ttrt dt J^'
""-P^'^^dly that noTone 5

tt^f ^^ *™' *° ^- H^ had gone downthe stairs like a cat over a garden wall
They explored the place from attic to cellar-^ey ransacked the cupboards, and rummaged

rooms and food and ale and bottles of wine-some full and some emptied-but no single living
soul was anywhere to be found.

*
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FinaUy they came back again to the passage,
and were about to leave the house, when a panel
slid softly open in the wall and a hideous old
man, bent very low with age, with only one eye
and a very crooked face, suddenly appeared in
the flaming light of the torch.

The five of them were in the passage. The
Austrian made a motion as if to run the old man
through with his sword. Anthony and Roland
dashed through the opening in the wall. They
found themselves in a small room furnished as a
bedroom. The bed was very much ruffled and
had evidently been slept in. Upon a table in
the center, were some dirty plates and glasses and
'ie remnants of a meal.

They looked everywhere, under the bed, behind
the chest of drawers; but, there was no one there.
Evidently the old man with the crooked face had
been the only occupant.

They returned to the passage where one of the
constables held the old man by the throat.

"Empty?" asked the constable.

"Not a soul," said Anthony.
At that, the old man laughed—a squeaky kind

of a laugh.

"If you catch Jerry Abershaw," he squeaked,
"what win they do to him?"

ii
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"Han^ him," said one of the constables, whidj

was brief and to the point.
"Sure?"

"Sure," was the answer.
"Ye 'U not let him get away again?" the old

answered the con-

— o y agam?
man croaked.

"Not if we once get him,"
stable.

"If Jerry gets away from prison," piped the
old man, "he'll flay me aliv^-sure as death he
will. But he struck me to-day and he shaU pay
for itl '^ '

The Austrian drew near to the old man, and,
unoteerved by the others, whispered in his ear.

Betray him at your peril!" he said.
Tinsell looked up sharply, with a look of alarm.
Silence 1" came from the black beard in a

gentle hiss. "Silence—or, mm Dieu, you diel"
The old man seemed to think.
"No," he let out. "He struck me, and he 11

pay for itl Let me go!" he cried with an oath.
Let me go, an* old Tinsell wiU be even with

Jerry yet!"

The constable did as he bade him. The old
man's crooked face was yeUow in the torchlight;
and a look of the most malicious hatred had come
to his only eye. Without a word, with naught
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else but a hideous toothless grin, he shot back the
panel in the opposite walL And there, in a cor-
ner of the room beyond, with a bundle of straw
at his feet and a pistol in either hand, stood Jeny
Abershaw, the highwayman, caught like a rat in
a trap.

The next few seconds were such as Anthony
Packe was never likely to forget, and yet of
whidi he could afterwards give no adequate ac-
count. It seems that Anthony and the two con-
stables, shoulder to shoulder, came upon the
highwayman in a rush, while old Tinsell, from
the opening in the wall, the foot of which was
some short distance from the level of the floor,

held the flaming torch above his head.
Four pistol shots rang out in quick succession,

filling the place with the smoke of the powder,
and wakmg the neighbors in the street. An-
thony fired, and one of the constables fired; but,
it appears, they discharged their weapons as they
dashed forward, and in consequence missed, the
bullets splitting the wood on either side of the
highwayman's head. Jerry for an instant held
his ground, to all appearances perfectly calm and
cool, firing deliberately, first one pistol and then
the other. The tall constable pitched heavily
forward on to his face, and then lay quite still;
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the other went back with a cry of pain, carrying
his right hand across to his left shoulder, where
his coat was quickly stained with blood.
Anthony's charge was unimpeded, and he

seized the murderer by the throat. But m an
mstant, he was shaken off and hurled against the
wall. Jerry Abershaw snatched up the wooden
chair and dashed across the room to the door
that was guarded by Roland and the Aus-
trian; and there stood Tinsell, with terror stamped
on his face and the torch trembling in his hand.
Anthony ^w the old man crouch low and heard
his piteous cry for mercy. He saw Jerry Aber-
shaw lift the chair, and bring it down with all
his force upon his betrayer's head. He heard
the snapping of the wood, and a loud, piercing
cry of pain; and then the light went out and
once again they were in darkness.

It could only have been a few seconds before
the torch again flamed forth, showing Tinsell's
distorted face with streaks of blood where the
chair had struck him upon his hollow, haggard
cheek, and Roland Hood—wounded, on the pas-
sage floor. For, it was in that minute, during
which they stood in utter darkness, that Louis
des Ormeaux stepped, with cold deliberation,
knee-deep into the slough of common crime.
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Aa Jeny bore down upon the unhappy TinseU,
wjtii vengeance in his eye, and the chair swung
high by the legs. Captain Hood, leveling his

pistol fair at the robber, took quick but certain,

aim.

These next things passed as lightning flashes.

Roland fired; and the black-bearded Austrian
struck the muzzle upwards with his fist: the bullet
was buried deep in an oaken beam above. Almost
simultaneously, the chair came down on Tinsell's

head. Then, the wild shriek ; and then, the light
went out.

Less in anger than astonishment, Roland had
turned for an mstant to the man who had thus
saved the highwayman's life. Seeing that the
Austrian, of his own free will, was there to cap-
ture Jerry, Roland at first thought that there
was some mistake. One glance, however, was
enough to banish this.

The man had drawn back into the passage:
his white teeth were showing in his beard; and his

eyes were filled with hate.

Roland had had no time to draw and defend
himself. The long blade flashed; and the thrust
came straight and sure for his heart It was
then the light went out. The young officer, on
a sudden bathed in the cold sweat of fear, struck
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desperately before him; and Providence in that
dark passage guided the smoking barrel of his
pistol, steel rang out on steel: the sword was
beaten down; and the blade passed through his

At that, with a cry of pain, Boknd threw him-
self forward, and seized his would-be murderer
by the throat. They came down to the floor to-
gether, struggling for life, the Austrian upper-
most. ^^
When Tinsell rekindled his torch, Anthony

and the constable hastened to the scene. Aber-
shaw who had reached the street door turned
back, and pressing upon Roland's chest forced
turn to let go his hold.

Ah the Austrian rose, Roland grasped his
beard, which came off, there and then, disclosing
the features of their old enemy, the Vicomte
-L<ouis des Ormeaux.
Roland was, at first, unable to rise.
"You villain I" he cried, the red blood flowing

from his wound, and a feeling of weakness creep-
ing over him. "Youvillainl" He could say no
more. He fell back, as if he fainted, his head
striking duUy on the floor.

Des Ormeaux never stayed. He laughed ; and
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then, with Jerry Abershaw, made off into the
night.

Anthony followed them to the doorstep, where
he stood and listened to their footsteps growing
fainter in the street. Then he turned back to
tend to Roland Hood.



CHAPi'ER XX
MB. blatheewick's mistake

/^N the night that Abershaw escaped, An-

W I,- T?" r^^ """^ "°'^ ^^"^ » little alarmed
lest his fnend should faint from loss of blood;
for no.scwner had Roland got to his feet than
the wound opened afresh and so strong a feelin«

IfTfT ^^ ^°^^ "P°" ^ that he w,S
obhged to lean for support against the wall.

fortunately, however, by this time the gentle-man who had been stationed with the third con-
stable at the back of the house, had come round
to the front by way of the pajisage, in all haste
to leam the conclusion of so much shouting and
noise. He looked hugely alarmed when he saw
the havoc that had been done: the taU constable
lay dead upon the ground with his face buried
in the straw; the other had buttoned his forearm
inside his coat, for the collar-bone was broken and
the limb was thereby useless; and the young officer
of marines, with a blood-stained bandage round
his thigh, was deathly white in the face.

8iS
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"Egadl" he exclaimed, "and he has got away!"
He never guessed that the Austrian with the

black beard had changed sides at the eleventh
hour and struck a coward's blow.

He was soon told of these things, however,
which made him wonder none the less; and then,
bemg a kind-hearted man, as well as a brave one,
he offered such assistance as lay within his power.
They helped Roland to the street. In that

quarter of the town, and at so late an hour, there
was small hope of finding a hackney coach. But
as luck had it, a hawker chanced to pass, and for
the sum of a shilling they got the use of his

barrow. This served very well to convey the
young man to Long Acre, to. the house of a
surgeon of noted skill who, after dressing the
wound, assured them that the patient would be
well again in a week.

Nor was the surgeon wrong; for in six days
Roland Hood was the same man who had strolled

into Slaughter's with the little girl he had met on
the coach—save for a red scar on his leg and a
stronger desire than ever to rid the world of
Louis des Ormeaux.
By this time Anthony was both comfort-

ably settled in his chambers in Lincoln's Inn and
embarked upon his studies which, by the same

m

Mi
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token, were not ovennuch to his taste W^f a

Covent Garden ve^"!,*""*'*^^
"* « ^^^ ^

-ntr,,en«::;jo?trte^^'^'^«'^«^«

Anthony ;*«
seated • 1* ''*^*' '"'* '^^ '"^

the nJZZfTtZ ?hat~''"J""°
"^"^

and said that a^!.« * P°^^' ^"^red.

beW. .

gentleman waited upon them

hat'i'dlrtell^T 7' '^ ^"*^-* -* hi,

&rs;^r----'^'Jo.^^^
Mr. Blatherwick," said he "A*

ice. gentlemen"; and he^wed
"^"^ '^'"-

e^y that Lre^^rn^m?;:^tj"*^«

and aL' he^ JntytaslTco ™^*"> '^^°*'

"Mr Pitt I" tk I. .f concerns."Mr. Rttl they both exclaimed of a breath.
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"The same. And when I say my master's
concerns, I mean of course the nation's. The
terms Pitt and England are, as I may say,
synonymous; and I hope you will not think I
take too much upon myself by saying so. With
your permission I '11 take a chair."
He seated himself, and laid his satchel before

him upon the table. Anthony was too taken
aback to speak. He had his father's letter of
introduction to the Prime Minister in his pocket;
he had been six days in London, and had not yet
plucked up sufficient courage to knock on the
great man's door. He felt, in a way, in disgrace

;

but Mr. Blatherwick put him at once at his
ease.

"You, sir, I take it, are Mr. Anthony Packe.We look forward, sir, to a day—at no distant
date, I hope and trust—when you are to take
your place in the Tory ranks. I 've heard of
your father, sir; in his time, an ardent politician,
forcible and fearless. To Captain Hood," he
went on, turning to Roland, "I need no introduc-
tion. I have had the privilege of overlooking
Admiral Hotham's dispatches. I congratulate
you. sir, from my heart, and without any more
preamble, get straightway to business. But first
I think, I '11 close the door."
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P«sage without*
*'" ^" "° ""'^ '" «>»

hji** .^"%, '•* «^« ^«rw«rd. rubbing his

That which I have to say is not for the public

witW^lJSr 1!!^') ""* '''^^ the tablewim papem, with which for some time he busieHh^lf
.
^iing them up and puttinrthemd^

tiorh^l''* i'V'*^
th^™ aU to hi, satisfac-t^. he lay back, and opened his hands before

"There." s«d he. "we have evidence enough tohang Satan kmself. I refer to a certai? J^
^«.* Vicomte. a refugee arid a ras^who^ded m our country in the year '92. being puJ

caUed Judas Gap_a very appropriate name, fora Judas, m tru*. he is. In coi^equence of tte^very of a signaling station on WyHeight established by this man duringhtS
hLl^W

""" ? ^u'^"^"^'
'^^^^ inve^stigatTo™h^ebeen made that have led to most alLiing

disclosures. It is. perhaps, needless for me to
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Picking them up and puttinfi: them down again with almost
tender care, and rubbing his hands the while
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add that the conduct of this inquiry has heen

entrusted to your very humble and obedient

servant: such, if I may mention it, is the nature

of my special duties. It apjieais that in his own

country, in the days of the Monarchy, the man's

reputation was none of the best. At the out-

break of the Revolution the Jacobins thirsted for

his blood; and 'pon my soul and honor, that they

never got it is much to be deplored. Well then,

he flies to England for -afety and, while under

the protection of an Enj^;ishman's roof, seeks to

lend a hand to those who contemi late the inva-

sion of our shores. I will not dwell upon the

perfidy of such behavioh It has now come to

Ught that this man is the most active spy in the

country. You are well aware that invasion

threatens us on every hand. Mr. Pitt finds the

weight of office heavy upon liim; yet I assure

you, gentlemen, he is not the man to flinch. This

fellow must be caught: he must swing from a

gallows' cross-tree; he has become a national da»'-

ger in himself."

At that, Mr. Blatherwick lay back in his chair,

and vigorously rubbed his hands.

"He shall swing from a gibbet," he repeated,

as if he relished the project. "But first," he

added, archly, "he has to be caught."
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stable' ;r;:t'-;f^-««nt. "Thecon-

"J
the public intelestZ^e^T""^"'"^'

For five days those whom T ,
^ "^S^^-

scouring London 7JLw I ^^^"^ ^"^^ ^^

-n fro™ the AStyf'rS^^I^'t''-your services on mjr behS » ' ^ ^°^*
"Mine I"

vate cause for animliy » ^ ^*^" """"^ P""

ventu«tosayso.yo^tesht^';^' '^,.^ -?^
nation in your choice T 'ii T^ * *"** discruni-

that viliaL^uf:fVi^o;S"lV"''^P"*
vehemence; and he banged hStu^n^taW*"Just as it should hp» ^. "f° actable.

"JustHustasft^hSld^..^ *« «firent.

^•fferent scansion. "Id^^'^rit,""'
'^

shoes you will."
^° ''*"^e my
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"I want only good horses and good men," said
Roland.

"You shall have both. Abershaw and the
Frenchman are probably together. If the watch
gets news of either, they have instructions to
communicate with you at this address. You wiU
then be free to take your own course. And now
I must go. I wait upon the Prime Minister at
SIX o'clock."

H- got to his feet, gathered his papers to-
gether, and put them back into the satchel.
With this under his arm, he bowed to each in
turn, unlocked the door and then strolled lazily
on his way, seeming in no haste to keep his ap-
pointment with Mr. Pitt.

It was about an hour after this, when Roland
had dressed for dinner and sat waiting for An-
thony who was coming to dine with him, that a
waiter approached with a piece of folded paper
in his hand.

"I think, sir," said the waiter, giving the paper
to Roland; "I think, sir, this is yours or your
friend's."

Roland looked at it, and was about to protest
that it was not his, when it fluttered to the ground
from the waiter's hand. And Roland's eye be-
came fixed upon the printed words:

i
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THB BALD-FACED STAG.

BOEHAMPTON.

"I think, sir," said the waiter "if .•* •

thSed'thrLl""a„tt"K ""^'^ ""'^ ^-^^

"As bad as what?" he asked.
Though last, not least, in lo-'e

' » «in„ a

".= paiw befo„ hi, yl'TfriS T^ TS
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Bau)-Faced Stag." Anthony's face changed
in a trice.

"Do you know that name?" asked Roland.
"Wxiy, yes. It's the notorious inn where

Jerry Abershaw is said to go!"
"Precisely." calmly answered the other. "And

I have a shrewd suspicion that this is one of Jerry
Abershaw's accounts—unpaid, you will otserve."
"How came it here?" asked Anthony; and the

answer completely deprived him of breath.
"Mr. Blatherwick brought it," said Roland,

"this afternoon."

"You 're jokingl"

"Not at all. Do you remember I once struck
the table wilh my fist? WeU, it was then that
this must have faUen to the floor. When Mr.
Pitt's agent departed, he left it behind. The
waiter brought it to me ; he thought it was mine."
But Anthony could not as yet piece this evi-

dence together. Roland had the advantage of
him by a quarter of an hour, during which time
he had thought the matter completely out, and
was now arrived at a very definite conclusion.
"But those papers," exclaimed Anthony, "were

state documents I"

"How do you know?" asked Roland. "Did
he show you one?"

J
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went on. He made a ^at show of spreading
his papers all over the table

;
but he took very good-re that neither you nor I saw what the^^e

^i':Zf '-^'^''^ ^'' '"^ -«^ ^'^^^^

;;it's a trapl" cried Anthony, drawing back.
I think so. too." said Roland, who never

tTnn • . ?? """^ ""^ ^'^'^ ''«--*« -fo^-
tZ"^'^ "^i

^""^ ""'^ *"" ^« ourselves-
that If he did not come from Pitt, he came fromLoms des Ormeaux himself. This paper
strengthens my suspicion that the latter is cer-tanly the case However. I may be wrong, and

pLTm ^. V ^""^'-^y «>-h at once £ the

,^Zf 5™ ' 'Z'"^- ^""^"t y°»r letter of
mtroduction. and find out whether the Mr.
Bktherwick. who called here this afternoon, isa fraud or not."

Anthony never waited to hear more. So cer-
tain was he «iat they had been duped, that theyhad stumbled upon a foul and miderhand con-
spiracy, that he was all impatience to put it to
the proof. He found a hackney coach in Bed-
lord Sjtreet. and a minute afterwards was trun-dJmg down the Strand.
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As for Roland, he waited twenty minutes, and
then going down to the coffee-room, ordered din-
ner for one. He saw no need to wait for An-
thony. Mr. Pitt's father, the great Earl of
Chatham, had been an intimate friend of Sir
Michael Packe; and there was no knowing how
long the Prime Minister would keep the boy.
The young marme officer was about half-way

through with his meal, and was thinking that if
Anthony did not return, he would step round to
White's Club in St. James's Street, of which he
had just been elected a member, when the same
porter who had annoimced the arrival of Mr.
Blatherwick, entered and crossed the room.
The coffee-room was crowded. Gentlemen

were seated at every table. Next to Roland was
a well-known pugilist—Jemmy Isaacs—who, in
spite of the fact that he found himself in tha
company of his betters, was quite the lion of them
all, an object of both interest and curiosity. The
gentlemen narrowly observed his manner of feed-
ing, seemingly not a little alarmed lest he should
imperil his digestive organs, the truth being that
many there were his backers in a great fight that
was to take place in two days' time on Hamp-
stead Heath.
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But the porter, as he crossed the room, had a

most important face. He bent down, and whis-
pered in Roland's ear.

"There is a constable below, sir, who says he
must see you without delay."

There was no need for so much secrecy, how-
ever; for hardly had the words left his mouth
than the constable himself entered, hat in hand,
and stepped briskly across to Captain Hood.
"Captam Hood, sir?" he asked.
"The same," sai^ Roland, signing to the porter

to go.

The constable put his hand to his mouth.
"We 've news," he whispered.

"Of whom?"
"Of the highwayman. And the other is with

him. They lie to-night at a house in Southwark,
and can be taken in their beds."

Rolpjid remained in his seat.

"Good I" said he. "We '11 move on as soon as
it is dark. What about men?"

"There 's my mate below, sir, and another man
in Southwark' watching the house. I understood
you had a friend?" he added, looking around.

"I have," said Roland. 'He will be here in
a minute or so."

"Very well, sir. If he comes, too, that will
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make five of us. Both my mates are the same
size as myself."

Roland looked at the man. He was dressed
as a constable. He was about six foot three in
height, and proportionately broad—a Hercules
of a man.

By this, Roland did more than suspect. The
man's inquiry after Anthony, his suggestion that
five men were enough to capture Abershaw and
the Frenchman, the very mention of Southwark,
the most benighted quarter of London—all con-
firmed him in his belief that this was a trap to
lead Anthony and himself to their death.
For all that he had a mind to test the man.
"I think," said he, drumming his fingers upon

the table; "I think—just to be on the safe side—
I'll get some friends of mine—notable pistol
shots."

"I would not do that, sir," said the constable,
quickly.

"And why?"
"Well, you see, sir," he jerked out awkwardly.

"Me and my mates know the game. Ah, many 's

the time," he cried, raising his hands in depreca-
tion, "many 's the time I 've seen a hardened
criminal escape—because we had called in out-
side aid."

iii
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There was now no room for doubt He and his
"mates/' as he caUed them, were in the employ
of Louis des Ormeaux, whose object it was to
decoy Roland and Anthony into the dark region
of Southwark, and there to put them out of the
world. If there were need of any further proof,
he who was best able to supply it at that moment
entered: Anthony Paeke, hot in the face and out
of breath, came brushing past the waiters down
the room.

He was about to speak, but Roland, still seated
calmly at the table, held him silent with a look.
"Here is my friend," said he, with a wave of

the hand.

The so-called constable clumsily shifted upon
his feet.

Roland turned to Anthony, and unobserved by
the constable, raised his forefinger for an instant
to his lips.

"Well," said he casuaUy, "did you see your
taUor?"

Anthony thought for a moment. Roland evi-
dently wanted to know the result of his interview
with the Prime Minister, and had made it per-
fectly plain that the gigantic constable, who stood
at the table, was to be kept in the dark. He had



MR. BLATHERWICK'S MISTAKE 889

een Mr. Pitt; had brought him from his dimier,m fact: a thin man, with a sharp nose, and a face
flushed with wine-and, to the Minister', knowl-
edge, no such man at Blatherwick existed.
"Did you see your taUor about the coat?"
"Yes," said Anthony. "But it does not fit.

It will not do at aU. It was nade for another
man.

This was all that Roland wanted to know.
"Have you got your pistols?" he asked.
"No," said Anthony. "I left them in my

rooms." '

"Ah," said the other, "that is unfortunate, for
you will have to go back and get them." He
then turned to the consteble. "You are weU
anned, of course?"

The constable produced a brace of pistols from
under his coat.

"Loaded?"

"Loaded—both."
"SUver heel plates I" exclaimed Roland. "Very

elegant arms for a constable, surely?"
The man looked somewhat abashed.
"May I see them?" asked Roland.
He could not very well refuse, but handed them

over to Captain Hood. At which, that officer
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sprang suddenly

muzzles
to his feet, and pressing

upon the big man's chest, called

the

upon
him to hold up both his hands.
Every gentleman in the coffee-room—includ-

ing the pugilist—got from his chair, and gath-
ered around. The tall man stood with his knees
knocking together, his arms outstretched above
his head and his face gone ashen white.

"<^entlemen," said Roland, per "ctlycalm. "I
muf

.
ask your kind assistance. This ruffian is

no officer of the law, as I will very soon prove to
you, but one of a gang of thieves. At any rate
give me the chance to prove it."

The verdict was writ on the man's face; and
his words proved him a coward and nothing
more.

"Put down those pistols I" he let out. "I'll
turn King's evidence I I swear I will."

They bound him hand and foot.

"Gentlemen," said Roland, "it will oblige me
if no one leaves the room." He then turned to
a waiter. "Go downstairs," said he; "and in
the hall you will find another man also dressed as
a constable. Ask him to be so good as to step up
here. TeU him that Captain Hood wishes for
a word in his ear."

At that, the pugilist stepped forth.
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"I 'U do that part of the business," he volun-
teered, rolling up his sleeves.

"Ay, ay," cried tlie gentlemen ; "when he comes
in, let Jemmy say 'how d' ye do.'

"

The waiter departed, hapkin on arm. ,i .inrh

a trifle nervous at heart. The gentlem ti . uis-
tered on either side of the doorway, <iiti ki. ,v

in merriment, rather like schoolboys piaving a
practical joke. The prize-fighter' feelij ;
muscles, stood with his neck craned iorwani
an angry bull-dog on a chair.

"Jemmy wUl hurt the infant," said one o\

gentlemen. " 'Pon my soul, he will."

"Egad, yes," lisped another. "Jemmy will
surprise the lad."

At that moment "the lad" entered. He stood
about six feet five: a desperate-looking blade.
And Jemmy, catching him under the chin, laid
him out full length upon the floor.

Before he had time to rise a half-dozen country
squires were seated upon his chest, and in little

longer time than it takes to write it down, they
had him securely bound.

This man was of more stubborn demeanor.
He said not a word of King's evidence, though
he had been taken equally by surprise. He swore
a great deal in a husky voice; and when he was

. \-
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told that his comrade had already owned to being
a bogus constable, he growled out that "Jack
Pierce always was a chicken-hearted rogue."A short time afterwards two genuine con-
stables came in from the market They identi-
fied the men as notorious ruflSans; but, when they
heard that Jerry Abershaw himself was in the
hoUow of their hands, they looked seriously at
one another; and the surly fellow caught their
look.

"Yes," he sneered. "Jerry's in Southwark
and you can go and take him, if you Ve got the
pluck.

There was no question as to this; though by
reason of Abershaw's reputation the constables
deemed it advisable to get some further assist-
ance.

In consequence of this delay, nine o'clock had
been called by the watch when Captain Hood,
with Anthony Packe and six constables, left the
hotel m Covent Garden, taking with them the
man caUed Pierce, who had been persuaded to act
as guide.



CHAPTER XXI
HOW THE TABLES WEEE TURNED

rpHE Story of that eventful evening may be
J. very simply told. The party, guided by

the man Pierce, with the barrel of a loaded pistol
not a hand's breadth from his backbone, crossed
«ie nver and set forward yito the borough of
Southwark, on the southern bank of the Thames.No one spoke; they hastened, bunched together,
through dark, unrighteous streets. Wayfarers
stopped and watched them: a body of constables,
a man with his wrists lashed behind him, and two
gentlemen of fashion with pistols in their hands.
Assuredly somewhere mischief was afloat. The
denizens of Southwark had small love of the law;
and in their eyes this swift patrol was like a
hunting beast that scented out its prey. They
spat as the constables passed, and then went more
qmckly on their devious ways.
On a sudden a halt was called ; they were come

to the very street. Here, it wUl be remembered,
was to be found a third accomplice who made

••
848
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fotin T**'?*^"''""*-
It was necessary

to take him sdently-without noise or firingwSwould serve to give the alarm.

feW*^r^-^°°''''^
'''"'" *" "^'^t' ""d saw thistjnow leaning against the waU on the darker

oI^^^t^Ti.^'^
""""^ ^""""•^ "»»"« «nd. when

Sh?l *t ^.r°'
"^'^ '^^ ^'tfa «n« hand by

W, ^ /^ °"* '"•^ *^^"PP^ *e other overIm mouth. He was a person of smaU physical

; S^' ^f.
?°'*'** ''™"«''* him back Uke a

for tSth"^
^^^ ^'"^^^ ""** spluttering

They took him some distance away, under ahangmg lamp at a tavern door; and there much
that was ^th astonishing and con,^radictory came
to hght: &st. upon the evidence of Roland and
Aiithony Packe. this man was none other than
Blatherwick, alleged confidential agent of Mr.
i-itt; and second, as every one of the constables
was perfectly ready to swear, he was a weD-known
^ghwayman whose favorite hunting-ground was
Hounslow Heath.
So mu<J for Blatherwick. They bound him

hand and foot and left him with Pierce in charge
of two of the police.

Ill
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After that they approached the house itself.
It was three stories high aiid built of wood, and
all in darkness save for a Ught that flickered in a
ground-floor window. Next to the house was a
stable-yard.

They crowded upon the threshold, each man
with the barrels of his pistols upUfted, their faces
all expectancy; and Roland Hood knocked upon
the door.

There was no answer, and lie knocked again.
The light in the groimd-floor window suddenly
went out; and a moment afterwards, they heard
shuflKng feet in the passage, and the door was
opened an inch.

"Is that you. Jack Pierce?" said a voice.
"Yes."

"No, it ain'tl" came quickly; and the door was
slammed.

But Captain Hood's foot sent it back before
there was time to turn the lock; and trooping
into a narrow, draughty, evil-smelling passage
they found themselves in the presence of an old
woman, a withered hag, who held a burning tal-
low dip in her skinny, trembling hand.
"Mercy on usl" she gasped; and carried the

other hand to her heart

i
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Be quiet 1" whispered Roland; and taking her

gently by the arm, blew out the candle and led
her forth into the street.

There they gathered aroundher—great brawny
constables and an old woman, of four score years,
clothed from head to foot in rags. Beyond a
doubt cold fear had entered into her bones, for
she stood before them hunched and trembling,
her toothless jaws smiting the one against the
other.

"Now then," said Roland, "who are you?"
"I keeps a lodging-house," she piped, and then,

forthwith sank down upon her knees. "Oh
mercy!" she let out. "He 's always paid his rent
hke an honest man, and I 've never asked no
questions. Isitlikely as I should? He has shot
men dead upon the highroad—I know all that
an' more—an' there's blood on his handsome
hands—but it ain't my concern. I only gives
him shelter, an' he keeps his horse in the stable
yonder.

Roland took her up.

"Enough," said he. "You have nothing to
fear from us. But who is this that has shot men
upon the highroad?"

She got back upon her feet.
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"D'ye mean you don't know?" she asked, as
if relieved.

"Jerry Abershaw," said Roland, simply; and
she drew away from him.

"You Ve come to take him?" she asked.
"Yes."

"He'll shoot on sight," she gasped; "and he
never misses. Ye can't spiU blood under my
roof. I would never sleep again."
"For all that," said Roland, "he himself meant

to do murder there—to-night. But the tables
are turned against him."

"As Uke as not," she muttered, and said it

again and again.

"Is there any one with him?"
"No," she answered. "He 's gone. He went

an hour ago."

"Who?"
"I don't know his name. I thmk he was a

duke, though," she said.

"How long was he here?"

"Three days. He never went out. He sat
in the best parlor reading books—poetry," she
added, "aU of 'em."

So des Ormeaux was gone. Roland looked
at Anthony, jerking his head like a gambler who
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has lost, and then ''ollowed by the constables he
led the old woman I ck into the house.
At Roland's biddu ? she entered the kitchen

which looked out upon the stable-yard. There
Jerry Abershaw, with hi coat off and his pistoli
laid out upon the table, sat before a round of
beef and a large pewter mug with the froth
running over into a plate.

"Jerry." said she; "there 'a visitors."
He got to his feet with a pistol in either hand.

^

I was expecting,'em." said he. quite cahn.
"Not these," she got out. and began to tremble

afresh. "Not these, Jerry, lad. They aren't
the visitors you want."
His face changed.

"What do you mean? What's this?" he
asked.

"The Law," she said.

"The Law I By Christopher I"

He whipped round sharply, as if he meant to
fifi^t to the last. But he was all too late; both
his wrists were seized, and four black and gaping
pistol-barrels were thrust before his eyes. The
old woman sank down weeping into a chair, bury-
mg her face in her apron.

Jerry never struggled. He saw the vanity in
aU attempt to escape. He knew well enough that
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now his brief career of crime was ended, that he
would never again be free of the road to rob
poat-chaise and coach; and he knit his brows in
a scowl.

"Who sent you here?" he asked.
"The landlord of The Bald-Faced Stag," said

Boland Hood serenely.

By then his hands were bound.
"A liel" he cried. "I know him better than

that."

"Oh, no," said Roland. "You should either
pay your bills—or tear them up. At any rate it

is hardly wise to entrust them to Mr. Blatherwick
—of Hounslow Heath."
Jerry must have guessed. For all that, he said

not a word one way or the other, but stood as
grim as Death. Then suddenly, without warn-
ing, he let fly with his foot in a passion, sending
a chair across the room.

"This comes," he roared, "of taking foreign
gold! I would never have been caught like a
rat in a trap," he burst forth, "if I had stuck to
the open road. Don't think that I repent," he
went on ; "I 'm sorry for nothing—I tell you that
I 've made my bed; and I '11 lie on it—and be
hanged." .

In the meantinie, one of the constables, who
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had been turning out the highwayman's pockets,
had come across about three hundred pounds in
notes, many of them aarignaU issued by the
French Directory.

"No need to ask whence these came," said Can-
tam Hood.

"Perhaps not," answered Jerry, as surly as a

At this juncture, two constables who had been
searching the house returned, and reported that
no sign of the Vioomte was to be found. Though
he himself had undoubtedly laid the trap and
sent Blatherwick to Roland Hood, Louis des
Ormeaux, with that nicety for which he was ever
distmguished, had left the work to more hard-
ened—though not more base-criminals than
hmiself. Beyond a doubt in some secret place
he now awaited news that his hated rival was
dead. The animosity he bore to Roland was in-
human to a degree: it had been kindled, in the
first place, by jealousy—the jealousy of an un-
successful suitor; upon Stour bank, he had been
driven back at the point of lloland's sword, and
his prize snatched from out of his arms; and then
again, at the Olde House in Clerkenwell, not only
his crime but his identity had been detected. And
now rage, mortification and a sense of his dis-
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grace—aU drove him to the ultimate depths of
perfidy; and yet enough of shame remained
within him to keep him from the place where his
hired assassins were to do his foulest work. This,
for the time being, was the saving of the man;
for Jerry Abershaw, who did not forget that at
ClerkenweU des Ormeaux had come to his help,
could not now be prevaUed upon to speak and
disclose the Vicomte's whereabouts. Threats
proved useless: the highwayman only laughed.
As he stood with his back to the wall, erect with

his chin uplifted, it was not easy to believe that
this man with the youthful face, the weU shaped
mouth and wide-set eyes, was the most hardened •

criminal of the day; and that, this very night,
he had l)een hired—and paid in advance—to kill.

Sine- he refused to speak they led him forth,
Jerry flattering himself that though his own days
most assuredly were numbered, the Frenchman
at least was safe. For in his heart he had some
manner of respect for Louis des Ormeaux, who
had been the only man that had ever dared to
threaten him to his face.

It seems that the Vicomte, when first he met
the highwayman, had accused him boldly of rob-
bing the Ipswich coach. Whereat, Abershaw
had whipped out his pistols and, reminding the



^MJit. M^



MKROCorr MMiuTiON TUT aun
(ANSI and BO TEST CHAKT No. J)

I.I

|2g |U

W IK

1.8

/1PPLED IM,<3E Inc

1653 E<Ht Main StrMl
RochHtar. N«w York 14009 USA
(718) 452 - 0300 - Phont
<7I6} 2BB-59M - Fom



854 THE REFUGEE
Vicomte that dead men could never be called as
witaesses, had ordered him there and then tomake such peace as he could with God. ButLou^ des Ormeaux had stood quite unperturbed:
he had merely taken snuff, and showed the high-
wayman how they might work together to their
mutual satisfaction. The Vicomte. goinjr
smoothly on, had flattered Jerry's vanity: he ad-
mired brave men, he had said, wheresoever he
found them.

And vanity wals Jerry's weakest point He
had once found a doctor struck with a sudden ill-
ness at The Bald-Faced Stag. This doctor was
determmed to ride that night to Putney Hill
to attend upon a patient, an old man who lay
at the door of death. Jerry had endeavored to
dissuade the doctor from going, pointing out that
tte patient could hardly be worse than the doctor
lumself But the doctor, who had a very grand
Idea of humanity and duty, had turned upon his
would-be guide, philosopher and friend.

"It is useless." he said. "I am so resolved to
go that, even were Jerry Abershaw himself upon
the road. I would not stay."

Jerry never forgot it. Three weeks after-
warcb he held up a solitary rider coming from
the du-ection of London town; and when this
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proved to be tbe kind-hearted doctor whose
acquaintance he had made at the inn, he forth-
with let him go. As for the doctor, he told the
story again and again to his patients: of how he
had been waylaid by a man in a black mask, that
as hke as not was Jerry himself, who had done
him no further mischief than to cut a brass but-
ton from his coat that he said he would like as
a keepsake.

And this story is told, not to show that there
was such a thing in Jerry as any redeeming
trait, but, because in itself, it is a thing to wonder
at. Three things—and three things only—are
known to Jerry's credit: this, and how he doffed
his hat to the daughter of the Master of the
Suffolk Hunt, and third, how he refused to be-
tray the Frenchman who once had saved his life.

As far as this last was concerned, however, all
his reticence was wasted; for when they were
come to the tavern, where the other prisoners
were, it was discovered that Jack Pierce knew
something of the matter.

Abershaw and "Blatherwick" were taken to
Newgate gaol while Roland and Anthony cross-
examined Pierce, who remained behind in charge
of two of the constables.

The man at first showed some diffidence in
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faking. But when he learned that the
Frenchman was a spy. there being a grain of
loyalty in his composition he confessed openly
to all he knew, hmnbly expressing a hope that
what he said would serve to earn a pardon for
himself.

Louis des Ormeaux had conceived the whole
idea. Blatherwick—whose real name was For-
rest—had got his instructions direct from the
Vicomte. Pierce ahd his "mate»-a man caUed
Sykes, as chance had it—had been told by des
Ormeaux to caU at the hotel, disguised as con-
stables, not less than two hours after Blather-
wick had left in order that Anthony might have
little time in which to meet with Mr. Pitt. It
is probable that no suspicions would have been
roused had it not been for the paper and the
printed words: The Bald-Faced Stag; and
Roland and Anthony would have accompanied
the bogus constables to the house at Southwark,
there to be set upon by Jerry Abershaw and
Forrest

Pierce, probably to shield himself, smoothed
over this part of the business, and did it exceed-
ingly weU; though, for all that, he might have
spoken true. He insisted that they had never
intended to commit the crime. Jerrj himself
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had given it out that it was a lesser sin to be paid
for nothing than to rob a man on the road. They
had taken the Vicomte's money, but would never
have done his work.

And then he came to the crux of the matter,
the very thing his hearers wanted most to know.
Jerry was to meet the Vicomte at midnight at
the cross-roads, east of Leyton town, where the
Frenchman was to be told of the death of his
rival. Then he and Jerry were to ride upon
some secret mission of their own, of which Pierce
knew nothing beyond the fact that he had heard
des Ormeaux say that "there would only be old
Sir Michael to tackle, for the men-servants one
and all would run away at the sight of Jerry's
mask."

It was probably only when Anthony and
Roland heard this that they fully realized what
complete salvation had lain in that piece of
paper which had fluttered imseen to the ground
when Captain Hood had struck the table with
his fist. It was now for the first time that they
truly realized with what manner of man they had
to deal: he was so desperate and determined that
nothing could cause him to desist; he would
stoop to any means to gain his ends. They had
but one thing more to learn: that defeat and dis-
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appointment would drive the man to something
akm to madness.

They left Pierce with the constables, to be
conducted to Newgate, and proceeded by hack-
ney-coach to the hotel in Covent Garden.
Here Anthony Packe snatched a hasty meal;

for he had had nought to eat since midday.
After that, he returned to his rooms in Lin-
coln's Inn, where he got into boots and breeches,
and armed himself with a brace of pistols and
ms sword. '

No sooner was this done than his friend rode
mto the square, leading Anthony's horse, sad-
dled and bridled.

Roland had been to Newgate to see the Gov-
ernor of the prison on matters relative to Aber-
shaw's arrest, and ko ask for the assistance of
constables to capture the spy at the Leyton cross-
roads.

The Governor, a courteous gentleman, had
said that he had no power to order the police
to act beyond the jurisdiction of the London
magistrates; for such, at that time, was the
law. The peace of the township of Leyton
was in the hands of the local rural authorities.
The Governor said that special constables could
be detailed for the busmess, seeing that des
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Ormeaux was a known traitor and a spy; but
there was no time for such formalities, since

Captain Hood must be at Leyton by twelve
o'clock that night.

Roland told the Governor that he had a friend

who, like himself, was willing to ride through
thick and thin to run this fox to the death. The
Gk)vemor admired the young man's spirit, and
assured him that he would acquaint the Home
Secretary of the matter, that the ports might
be watched and the Customs' oflScers put upon
their guard, lest des Ormeaux should escape
them and endeavor to cross to France.

Roland thanked him and rode in all haste

to Long Acre, whence he led the horse he had
hired for Anthony to Lincoln's Inn.

Two minutes later the two young men were
mounted. They started ofF at a brisk canter

eastwards, for there was little time to spare.



CHAPTER XXII

THE LAST BIDE

qiHE city streets were dark and sUent andM. echoed noisilj. the clatter of the horses'

r LT°J^' "'bble-stones. Here and th^ia hght that flickered shed its wannth and brigh"

from the opened doorway of a tavern. soLdsof revehy and laughter streamed forth into th^d^kness The watchmen were abroad, wfth

they called the hour in husky voices to poor,
starved and homeless outcasts, stretched on
doorsteps sheltered from the wind that whistieddown the streets.

Anthony and Roland moved forward at a^ter Somebmes they passed a chaise bound

wH. •' nT'' ^^ P««™ons busy with thewhip, m all haste to come to the journey's end-withm. some nocturnal traveler, a gentleman ofquahty. perhaps, fast asleep with opened mouth
860
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and bead rocking from side to side like an in-
verted pendulum that kept inconstant time.
In Hoxton, they met the Lincoln coach-

crowded, outside and in—rolling into London
with all on board, except the driver and con-
ductor, sound asleep.

Wlien they came out into the country, the
night was spread around them. There was no
moon; black clouds near to earth raced across
the sky, so that only here and there for an in-
stant dia a lonely star peep forth. The wind
was moist and warm and at their backs, blowing
a gale from the southwest and rustling the leafy
branches in the trees. Many a ship in the Chan-
nel was like to be in distress.

A clock struck the hour of midnight as they
passed to the north of Forest Gate.
At that they set spurs to their horses, and

were soon through Leyton and climbing the lonjr
hill to Barking Side.

They came upon the cross-roads unexpectedly.
It was so dark that they were startled by the
sound of the Vicomte's voice.

"Ma fd, bow late you are!" he said; and his
voice trembled. "I was tired of being alone.—
And," he added, after a pause, "I do not like the
sound of the wind."

ti

I
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It seemed as if he shuddered. Indeed, his

conscience played the ghost. As he sat on his
horse at the cross-roads, as like as not he had
heard the spirits of those he thought he had
tolled, gi ,aning dismally in the trees. At aU
events, some such fancy had so played upon his
nerves that he already was unmanned. On that
account the familiar sound of the voice of
Captain Hood came something as a shock.
"Hands up I" cried Roland; and leaned for-

ward, and seized the bridle of the Frenchman's
horse; while Anthony leveled his pistol at the
man's dark, uncertain form.
Des Ormeaux came out with a kind of a shriek

mmgled with the fury of an oath. He threw
lumself back in tlie saddle, jerking violently at
the bit; so that his horse reared high into the
air.

Anthony's pistol flashed; and they saw the
red smoke in the darkness curl back from his
braided coat. Des Ormeaux was not touched
though his clothes were singed and torn. His
horse took fright, plunging forward so sud-
denly and strongly that Roland had either to
release his hold upon the bridle or be thrown to
the ground.

He let go; and des Ormeaux drove his spurs
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orse's flanks, and vanished in the
into his

niglt.

For an instant, the two young men sat un
decided. The thing had happened in a trice.

The sound of the hoofs of the Vicomte's
horse was drumming in their ears. On a sudden,
when the man was not more than twenty yards
away, he puJled sharply up and turned. There
was a brief silence. And then two fiery flashes,
and instantaneously two loud reports; and the
Frenchman's bullets came singing past their
ears.

At that they hesitated no longer; they plunged
forward together. Des Ormeaux turned again
and fled, they after him, Anthony filling the
night with a long-drawn "Tally-ho I"

For the first hour they rode like men demented.
They were all fine horsemen—the Vicomte
probably the best. They were all well-mounted,
but here the Frenchman's superiority was un-
questicjable, as the first half hour gave proof:
in ten minutes, he h-id drawn well away; and it

was only by means of a free use of the spur that
they kept within the range of hearing. Roland's
horse, however, soon began to fail him, but
Anthony pressed on.

They reached the main road at Romford—the
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Vicomte first^ stiU gaining ground. Anthony
second and Captain Hood last with his horse
roaring badly.

They StiU went at a mad, headlong gallop

winH T^ ,"^ "P°" ^^ "«^«' howling
wind. It was plain that it could not last Atany moment one of the three gallant beasts might
shmible. tnp and then fall dead in its tracks.
If this snould be the Frenchman's mount, the
chase would be ended then and there; but as yet.dMOrmeaux was riding the strongest of the

Near Ingatestone. he reined in upon a hill-
top and Lstened. He could hear the sound of a

famt m the distance but growing louder and
nearer as the seconds flew.

He was undecided at first There might betwo horses, or there might be one: it was diffi-
cult, m so great a wind, to teU. And. then,
there came to his ears a still fainter sound-a
second horseman, far behind the other also com-

'"?^f"' tl^^^ ^^ ""PP^'^ ^«htly from the
saddle, and his teeth set in a fox-like grin

Passing his arm through the reins, he reloaded
his pistols, and stood in the roadway waiting
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peering with screwed eyes and knitted brows
into the thickness of the night
The dark form of Anthony Packe high in

Oie saddle loomed suddenly before him. He
fired—twice; two jets of fire sprang for*h from
the barrels of his pistols, and the night was filled
with the piercing shriek of a wounded horse.
Des Ormeaux never stayed. A second later,

he was once again across his horse, and streamin«
madly on.

We know from this that the man was now
consumed with but one desire—that had taken
upon itself the likeness of a frenzy: to get to
Nether HaJl. That was h . vUd and savage
ami; else he had turned up^n Anthony, and
fought him on the road.

It may have been that now revenge was all that
was left for his invention. He was foiled and
forever disgraced. It may have been that, as the
wounded stag will take to the higher ground,
he recognized himself for lost and yearned only
to see once again the sweet face that had wrought
such turmoil in a dark and evU soul. As he rode
forward through the windy night he may, or hemay not. have contemplated the desperate thing
he did. We cannot say. We only know that
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blind to all else, caring for nothing, he rode fifty
miles tm his beast dropped dead at the gates of
Nether Hall.

But to return to Anthony: he had been thrown
violently upon the road. His horse was shot in
the brain; and the life had gone out with that
wild and awful shriek.

Five minutes afterwards, Roland drew rein
upon the spot. He dismounted in alarm, think-
ing that Anthony was hurt, and wat, much re-
heved to find that no damage was done to the
boy beyond a bruised shoulder and a painful
hurt to the knee.

That much off his mind, he made inquiries of
the Vicomte.

"How far ahead?" he asked.
"Not far," said Anthony. "You can hear

him now."

They listened: occasionally, whenever there
was a luU m the wind, they could hear des
Ormeaux far ahead, forging madly on.
It was as if they tasted something of the bit-

terness of defeat. For the man had slipped
through their fingers, and there they were, left
behind upon the road with one horse dead, and
the other broken down. Roland shook his fist

m the darkness. He felt helpless and alarmed;
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and helplessness is a sorry state for a young and
active man. It was Anthony who got the in-
spiration of the hour.

"Brand!" he cried, and that was all.

Roland let out a shout of joy, and clapped
his friend upon the back; it seemed little short
of a miracle that one single word could bring
about so great a transformation.

The matter was simplicity itself. They were,
they knew, somewhere between Brentwood and
Ingatestone—something the nearer the latter
place, and therefore not far from the great
square-built house that was called "The Hide,"
where the High Sheriff of Essex had once been
wont to live. Timothy Brand, High Sheriff in
the reign of George I, had long since jomed his
fathers in the family vault at St. Mary's Church;
but Thomas, his son, now reigned in his mighty
stead. Sir Michael knew Tom Brand well,
and so did Anthony. And as for Roland, he
had paid a visit to the Hothams—the family
of the gallant admiral under whose orders he
had served in the Mediterranean—and had a
very perfect recollection of looking over "The
Hide" stables one Sunday afternoon. It was
the memory of that afternoon, and Tom Brand's
well-groomed hunters, that filled his heart with
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gladness; and in spite of the lateness of the hour,
they resolved to set out towards "The Hide."

It was near upon two in the morning when
they reached the house. The wind still roared;
and the trees beat and swayed in the gale.
They came up the drive, Roland leading his

horse. He had made an effort to ride on ahead,
but the poor beast was so exhausted that he had
not the heart to kick it into a trot.

For several n^inutes they banged upon the
door, but not for the life of them could they
get an. answer. Hence, they were brought face
to face with a puzzle: upon that side there were
twenty-six windows, aU in darkness; and they
had no manrer of telling in which room the
master of the house might be asleep.

It is to be remembered that their case was
desperate, for the Vicomte was free of the high-
road and riding for the Stour. And this should
stand by way of apology for Master Anthony
Packe, who picked up a stone from the gravel
and smashed it at random through the window
over the door.

Now had a man been within all might have
been well, but such was not the case. The stone
struck a mirror, and carried it over, and it fell
to the ground with a crash. The room was occu-
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pied by an elderly lady guest-Tom Brand's
second cousin, to-wit-who woke up with a shriek
and. sprmgmg out of bed, rushed down the cor-

S'o^r*^
°"* *""* ^''"'•^ "^^^ ''"''•^-^ -to

In five minutes, though Roland and AnthonyW nothmg at all about it. Tom Brand had
all his men about him.
Two parties, having stealtWly issued forthftom a door at the back of the house, creptmmd the sides, and fell upon our friends wiSi

sticks and staves without a word of warning
It was useless to struggle; they were giVennot a moment to explain; but found themselves

stretched full length upon the gravel pathway

hfch^f
°"^ *^^^ ^^''"^ ^' ---«--n uZ

They were there for only an instant. They
heard Tom Brand in cheery vo ^-e give orders!and were hoisted into the hall, and there cas
like mackerel upon the floor.

A butler approached with a lighted candle,
his knees knocking together like castanets.

Ho d the light steady. Harris." cried Brand.ay all that s marvelous, it 's Michael Packe's
one and only boy!"

Anthony sat up. and shook himself. The
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servants fell back in a wider circle. As for
Brand, as soon as he had recovered from surprise,

he burst forth into a fit of boisterous laughter.

"This beats horse racing!" he roared at the
top of his voice. "Harris," says he, ceasing sud-
denly to laugh, and whipping round upon his

butler; "Harris, how many bottles of port did I
drink to-night?"

"Only one, sir."

"One! Are you sure?"

"Well, there was about half the other one gone
as weU."

"Well then," isaid Brand, taking off his night-
cap and rubbing his shiny head, "that *s not a
drop more than a Christian gentleman ought to
take, and I 'm as sober as Daniel in the den of
lions. And yet," he cried, with a motion of his

hand towards the intruders, "there's Michael
Packe's one and only; and here, if I mistAke not,

is young Hood of Bentley, both caught red-

handed breaking into my house in the dead of
night, and scaring my cousin Maria out of her
wits."

"For goodness sake, sir," said Roland, "permit
us to explain."

"If you 're sea-lawyer enough to excuse your-
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self, fire away and be quick. It's a miffhtv
draughty night."

Whereupon, Roland, in the fewest words,
made him master of the truth. Brand knew of
the outrage at Nether HaU, how the French
guest had turned out to be a spy and how, as-
sisted by a highwayman, he had carried Cicely
Packe m a faint from her father's house. Brand
had heard all this, and at the time had fumed
in indignation. And now he learned that this
very man was on the road, and his midnight vis-
itors in pursuit.

At that he wrung his hands, complaining bit-
terly that they had never told him before, and
that so much valuable time was wasted. Not
only should they have the two best horses in his
stable, but he himself would sleep no more that
night. He too would ride to Dodham to see
the matter out.

A few minutes later Anthony and Role, i
were mounted in the stableyard upon two of the
finest horses in the county, while Tom Brand
raced up his oaken staircase shouting to one
servant to get his boots and breeches, another
his pistols and a third his wig.

In the passage he came face to face with
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Cousin Mana, her hair in papers and very whitem the fa«e. With both her hands upon her
heart, she asked him if aU the burglars acre
dead and done for. Whereupon Brand called
her an old fool, which was indeed most impoUte,
and slammed the door of his room in her face.

Captain Hood and Anthony set off at a gal-
lop when they reached the highroad, and never
drew rem until they were come to Widford

y"S" T^^^^ *^''* *™^' "^^ ^^ Jo^al master
ot The Hide fully prepared to start. First,
he must have the pistols that Lord Clive had
used m ndia, that had come to him from an
uncle whL had fought at Pondicherry against
the French; then, on second thoughts, he would
also take a sword—the one with the silver hilt,
and finally, he had to change his spurs. So that
by the time he was fairly under way, Roland and
AnLhony were fifteen miles upon the road the
other side of Chehnsford.
For two hours the wind raged and whistled,

and the riders forced their horses through the
night They dashed through Witham, Kelve-
don; they passed the Dunmow road. They
covered miles at the gallop, and only walked
their horses ^hen they came to the steepest hiUs
—until at last physical exhaustion laid so strong
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a hold upon Captain Hood, who still was weak
from his wound, that it was all he could do to
sit his horse. Yet he would not consent to halt
for rest, but galloped on and on.
And if it was so great a ride for them, what

must it have been for des OmcMx—for the
man who, through town and hamlet, up hill and
down, rode like one demented, lashed^his horse
into a frenzy equal to his own and kept abreast
of the wind? He never paused nor once looked
back, but sat strongly in the saddle with his
eyes fixed before him and his features set in a
grin.

As Roland and Anthony drew near to Col-
chester the wind abated, the trees were silent on
the wayside and the air became filled with the
freshness of the dawn. And presently, before
them in the east, the gray arms of morning were
outstretched across the sky.

The dawn grew apace. Once through the
town and on the Ipswich road, the morning
seemed immoderately stiU, with aU the summer
sweetness in the air. A Uttle further, beyond
the Carl Cowper Inn, it was light enough to see
the trees with broken branches here and there-
tokens of the fury of the storm.

When they had left the Birch Woods behind

I
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them and approached the place where Jerry had
robbed the coach, the east on a sudden turned a
nch and glorious red. It was as if a crimson
hmehght had been flashed upon the sky. There
was no slow and varied change of color, such as
in common heralds the approach of day, but a
spontaneous transformatior wherein the drifting
clouds in the wake of the storm, and all the vast,
illumtable sky beyond, seemed turned upon the
mstant to glowing, fiery red. It was as if a
wave of fire had burst athwart the sky.

Sunrise I They rode forward, side by side,
with their faces turned to the east, dumb in ad-
nuration, with the birds around them bursting
U.M song and aU the rich, green countryside
spread on every hand.
And then like an avalanche, overwhehning

and cold as ice. the truth rushed down upon
them. It was a fire 1 For now, the red flames
sprang forth above the tree-tops and clouds of
smoke rolled high into the air.

Anthony Packe sat back in the saddle, his
eyes wide and staring as if his wits were gone.

"Looki" he gasped. "Look I"

Captain Hood was no less ^hite than he. It
was some time before he was able to speak; the
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words were frozen on his lips, and when they
came, they came in jerks, as if he choked.
"O Godl It is Nether Halll"
And then they plunged forward, side by side,

like men gone whoUy mad.



CHAPTER XXIII

B£TENOE

rpHE household of Nether HaU was always
M. up betimes. ' Sir Michael himself was an

early riser. In his younger days, when he livedm London, an early morning gallop had been
his constant practice.

When she had been mistress in her father's
house, her duties had brought her down. But
now, though she had resigned the household keys,
and all domestic cares along with them, to her
step-mother-Roland's mother, who was now my
Lady Packe-she was very loathe to break off a
habit that she flattered herself was a good one.
On this particular morning, in the gray, half

hght of dawn, the taU trees in the garden had
hardly taken upon themselves distinct and sep-
arate form than, after much drawing back of
bolts and bars and clashing and jingling of
chams, the front-door was thrown open; and it

876
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WM Mr. Bannister who deigned to sniff themorning air.

"Lor'," said he; "what a nightl Lor', such anight as I never did see in aU my mortU daysi"And having thus soliloquized, he turned and

lightly down the stairs.

'rood-moming. Bannister."
"Good-morning. Miss Cicely. You « earlylWhy. the sun ain't up yetl"
"I never slept," she answered. "What awmd the-e was in the night!"
"Indeed, miss." said Bannister, "it howled that

dreadful it were n't possible to sleep."
"I saw from my window." she went on, "that

one of the braiiches of the big cedar is com-
pletely broken down."

fJ'%1**
» f«lamity. miss." exclaimed Bannis-

terhftmg his hands. "I have always regarded
that there cedar tree as an homimint But
maybe, he added, in an outburst of optimism.
Its beauty w improved, miss, by *he haccident-
same as the famous Venus de Medecine."

Cicely laughed and. saying she wa^ going
round the garden to see what other damage had
been done, passed on; while Bannister, a moment
afterwards was joined by Betty.

!;

I



878 THE REFUGEE
"An nngil!" Mr. Banniste.- reflected, looking

after Mistress Cicely. "An angU, that '« what
she isl"

In Betty there was a little of the original Eve,
and a modicum of natural common-sense.

"I 'm sure, Mr. Bannister, we all love her,"
she pouted; "but, when aU 's said an* done, and
the more credit to her, say I, she 's only flesh and
blood, the same as me and you."

"Nonsense, my gal." said Bannister. 'She
ain't"

With which astounding assertion, he departed
into the house.

Cicely seated herself on a garden seat, dose
to the river bank, and looked back upon Nether
HalL It was the house in which she had been
bom, the only home she had known. Every spot
in the garden haO its own childish recollections;
here she had cried pitifully, when Anthony
killed the squirrel ; and there, the humble-bee had
stung her when she was nine—she had picked it

up in her fingers, because Anthony had said that
humble-bees were never able to sting; the very
tree beneath which she was seated was that on
which as children thry had been wont to have
their swing.

Thence, she could see the old house, built in
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the reign of Elizabeth; with its ivyH»ve«d,
red-brick walls; its stone-mullioned windows, its
gabled roof and tall, stately chimneys dark with
age. Small wonder that she loved it. And
small wonder that she never dreamed she looked
then for tlie last time upon her home!

She busied herself for some little whUe in the
garden. Trees were broken; branches snapped,
and the blossoms from the orchard had been blown
across the lawns..

And then, she returned to the front of the
house, where she found Betty, still upon the door-
step.

She went into the drawing-room hung with
(Jinte. as was the fashion o^' u.e day; and there
she found that several bricks had faUen down
the chmmey during the night, and lay broken in
the grate.

Though the daylight was now far spread with-
out, the sun was not yet risen, and this room
upon the western side of the house still ky halfm darkness. On this account she went to get a
lamp; and that small event was at the root of all
the evil that was to come.
As she returned to the hall, whence she noticed

that the girl upon the door-step stood as if she
hstened. Cicely passed into the drawing-room

^
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set down the lamp and then came back to the
hall.

"Oh, miss, what ever's this I"

It was strange after such a night of storm
how still the morning was; for though every-
where the birds were singing joyfully, no breath
of air stirred even the slenderest branches of the
trees.

In that same stillness, a certain soimd struck
diarp upon the morning air. They were but a
little distance from the highroad; and thence
rapidly growing louder, came the violent clat-

tering of a gaUoping horse's hoofs. They were
alarmed; for the rider, whoever he might be,
came forward as if the nether regions were loosed
upon his heels. He was on the Gun Hill—a hill

as steep as any in the county; yet he never drew
rein, but rather seemed to increase his head-
long velocity. Either the horse was bolting or
the man was riding for his life.

When he reached the foot of the hill, they
expected he would pass the turnpike, and
thought to hear him thundering over the bridge.
But to their alarm he turned to the right along
the Dedham road that passed the gates of Nether
Hall.

Betty ran in and called to Bannister, who
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came to the door from the kitchen. Cicely, she

knew not why, moved down the drive towards
the gate where she stood with straining eyes and
her hands clasped upon her heart

And presently the rider himself came madly
roimd the angle of the road. His horse, with
neck stretched forward, was white with foam
from its mouth. His boots were thrust to the

insteps through the stirrups. His hat was gone

;

the powder had been brushed in patches from his

hair. His feet were working wildly, and there

was blood upon his spurs.

At the gate of Nether Hall, he reined in with
all his streigth, throwing back his head. His
face was livid green. The horse, endeavoring

to check itself in the midst of such tempestuous
course, slid on with straightened fore-legs send-

ing a shower of stones across the road; and then

came down upon its knees, turned over and lay

upon its side with its danks going like bellows,

its nostrils bleeding and distended, and its eyes

as if about to spring from out its head.

The rider was upon his feet and came stag-

gering as though in wine, toward the gate.

Cicely gave him one look and then, with some-
thing that was half a sob and half a shriek,

turned and fled to the house. It was Loius des
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Ormeaux, his face drawn and haggard, his eyes
bloodshot, his teeth set upon his underlip.

She came into th hall as pale as death, her
fingers twitching L. her dire distress. It was
Bannister to whom she cried.

"He has come," she got out "He has come
again I"

"Who, miss?"

"Monsieur des Ormeaux 1"

She swayed. She was forced to support her-
self with a small, white hand upon the wall.
"Go," she cried. "Tell my father. Quick!"
The old butler hesitated. Faint-hearted

though he were, he hardly dared to leave her
then.

"O mereiful powersi" he groaned, and stood
by, helplessly wringing his hands.

"Go, Bannister! Quick!" And there was
panic in her cry.

She herself had tried to move towards the
stairs, but she had not the strength. She stum-
bled: it was as if her limbs were no longer
governed by her will.

Bannister stood in doubt no longer. The
man's footstep was upon the gravel without.
The butler turned and rushed headlong up the
stairs.
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All this time Betty had stood Uke one struck
paralyzed and dumb. She now fled into the
kitchen; for at that moment des Ormeaux
stepped into the hall.

Cicely drew up and faced him, stiff and proud
and white as driven snow. The man—dirt-
stained as he was and all but broken dowp—took
three steps forward and bowed with all his old
address.

"Mademoiselle, I have not yet accepted mv
defeat."

"What do you here?" she asked, in a voice
so faint as to be hardly audible.

"Why ask ?" said he. "Why ask?"
"My lord, you must go. We do not wish to

see you here."

"Wish I" he repeated. "Ma foil Since when
must I consult the wishes of others?" He then
drew closer to her and spoke in a voice quite
low, as though a mountain weight of love were
pressed upon his lips. "Mademoiselle, when I
saw you first I loved you. I came here to tell

you that."

"I know," she said.

"No I You do not;" he cried loudly. "You
do not know what kind of a thing is this love that
you despise. Listen," he went on more quietly
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stiU. Yonder is the daybreak. There is noth-
mgr you or I can do to stop the rising of the
mm. Nor can my love more easily be stayed.Ma foi. I was sought after, in palaces and courtsl
I^was among the greatest in the land, the friend
o. mmisters. the companion of a prince. Am I
not therefore worthy to aspire to the hand of the
daughter of an English squire?"
"You are a spy," said she.

At that, all the rhetoric went out of him. He
had ended in something akin to a sneer. Henow stepped back, and out came his snufF-box.

'I must live," said he with a shrug.
"Dishonestly?" she asked.
And he turned upon her with Lis eyes aflame

and his hps working fast.

"You are not wise to taunt me," he rapped
out. You know already there are no lengths
to which I dare not go. I am not here as a mew-
iing lover. I am come for revenge alone."
He moved forward, his brows knit together.

She stood her ground defiantly; and when he
was close, she snatched from the wall one of her
father's hunting-crops and struck him across the
I ace.

He went back with a soft oath, carrying his
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hand^to his fcce; and then on a sudden drew his

til?
l"*^'/" \'^~°'*' ^*^*= ^^ in his mind to

Wh ^ r^!'^
"^^ ''^' ^°' *« •»«» was blindto what he did. Be that as it may. he had Xnone step forward with eyes afire and tt.eZS

Jwo^mMshand.whena,oud.oi.he,d£;^

yo^^Kr
^''^'''' °'" ' P"*

"
*'""«* *»-"«»>

«s-^i^-^r''f'*
"P' '"'* t^^^** o« the stairs wasSir Michae

.
coatless. with a burning faee anl^heavy p«tol leveled at the Vicomte's^chS

ues Ormeaux sprang quickly back- for amoment seemed to hesitate, and then pled i^tJthe drawmg-room. and closed the door
bu- Midiael came down, tried to force the

J«und to the wmdow when he heard the k^

w^irwL? ^i"^""^
^"^ *° ^'^' '^^ ^^'^ «was Jus wont. He even smiled.

I..2
^"''^

*^'"^
r"'" P*^<*°° ^o'- this intrusion."

.!^'°: .^"* *^^ °'** Sq"^« took him up.
What does this mean?" he roared. "If I
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spare to shoot ye, 'tis only because hanging's
the only death ye merit"

"Shoot, Monsieur," cried the Vicomte. "Here
is my heart. At this distance you cannot miss."
He stood upright, with his feet together, and

both his hands extended on his breast. It looked
as if Sir Michael was in half a mind to fire.

Instead, he jerked out an oath and pointed to
the door.

"Out with ye I" he roared. "You've come
here of your own free will; 'tis only that which
saves ye. And though I 've a score to pay, I
let ye go scot-free, thoug' I found ye with a
sword drawn upon my gal."

"Your magnanimity disarms me," said the
Vicomte with a sneer.

"Out with ye I I want neither youi long
words nor your company. I "U not have vermin
here. Ye came to my house nigh three years ago,
an outcast from your own benighted land. I
found ye first in my son's room yonder and lis-

tened to your lies. I took ye in; I gave ye
all the hospitality that lay within my power; I
treated ye generously and well. In return, ye
thieved my daughter and brought robbers into
the house. And all the time ye was a spyl By
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Heaven, my blood boils when I think of it aUI
Out of me sight, ye limbl"

"Monsieur," said the Vicomte, "I have stood
here and listened to your insults, and possessed
my soul in patience. Ma foi," he cried, with a
rap of the foot, "I am but flesh and blood! I
must ask you more carefully to pick your words;
else, mon Dieul old though you are, I caU upon
you to draw."

"Drawl" roared the Squire. "I would sooner
do the hangman's work than cross swords with
a knave like you. If fight I must, egad, I 'd
never fight with a traitor and a spy."
The Vicomte was black as a cloud. Clearly he

only refrained from rushing in upon the old man,
sword in hand, since he knew that the Squire
would shoot him down.
"You have the advantage," he got out between

his teeth. "I am without my pistols,"
He stood there shaking in silent rage. And

all this while, a smell as of burning had slowly ex-
tended throughout the house. And now, some-
thuig fell in the drawing-room with a crash.
"What 's that?" exclaimed the Squire.
"What is it?" said the Vicomte. The same

words! And the same look stole upon his face
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that they had aeen that night at the dinner table,
when the key had turned in the lock.

In the Squire'a face there flashed a still

alann.

"Put back your sword 1" he cried.

^
The Frenchman never moved; and the Squire's

pistol was leveled at iis head.

"Put back your sword—or, by the Lord
Harry! you 're as good as dead."
The old man's face was purple in his wrath.

Des Ormeaux's svord rapped sharply home to
the hilt.

Cicely, who all the time had stood by. her
breast falling and rising and her face white to
the lips, rushed past the man and flung back the
drawing-room door.

A cloud of smoke gushed forth into the halL
The house had been set aflre.
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CHAPTER XXIV

PHtENIX

"I^^EN the milk is spilt the housewife, if sherr be wise will think of saving what remainsm Uie jug before she boxes the culprit's ears.^ so was ,t now with the household of ."Yether

f1? 'JL *^f° *' ^^"^ "Id the Vic^mte.
•large body of servants had gathered on the»tam^ whence they viewed the quarrel with looksof the utmost consternation. Now, upon the
«|dden outcry of "fire." one half ofTese-
wholly women, be it said-rushed up to the top.most story to save their trinkets and gewgaw^
whJe the ranamder. among whom werffiLis:
ter and Whitehead, came down in aU haste to thehaU and foUowed Sir Michael into the burning
room. But not one had a thought-nor for the

The Vicomte, laughing like a madman.
891
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•tapped out to Oil drive whence he contempUted
tte black amoke rolling from the windows of the
house. He knew well enough that the fire was
already too far gone to be quenched and that
nothing now amid save th^ house. He had not
been in the drawing-room longer than a minute,
but m that brief time, he had taken the burning
lamp from the table where Cicely had set it, and
applied It to each of the curtains in turn. The
flames had leaped forth upon the instant, spread-
lag quickly to the chintz about the room; and by
this time, the beams across the ceiling and the
woodwork in the walls were fairly all alight

Sir Michael, with no other thought than that
to save his house, marshalled .1 « servants, mak-
ing such dispositions as would enable him best to
combat the flames. He formed a long string of
men and women from the drawing-room to the
scullery, where two strong men were set to work
the pump; and buckets of water were passed by
hand to the Squire himself, who siood in the
midst of the smoke.

But despite their most strenuous eff-orts, the
fire continued to spread. The flames pierced the
ceilmg and ran up the walls of Jie room above
Thence they extended right and left, so that the
passages and corridors were filled with smoke
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•nd fumet. The amoke rolled forth from •d«en wmdows; and living flames darted from
the chimney-tops.

Before this the Squire had been forced to evac-
uate the drawuig-room. He came into the haU.

h^jTfZ^f' ^ "'°*^^ ^^'^ ^^^ fromnead to foot from smoke.

.„?ir *f"*
^'^ ''*^** ^^ '»«" insufferable;

and the only man who remained to the last byhu masters side was Thomas Timms. who now
was m charge of the stables of Nether HaD.

Tmmjs." said the Squire, the perspiration
pounng from his brow, "we must gi^ it up. me
lad. The house IS gone. Wc must save as much
as we can.

They passed wund to the eastern wing.
Ihere, from a side door, that opened on to the
lawns, a narrow flight of stairs mounted to a lonir
passage, called the "Ladies' Gallery" since the
days of good Queen Bess. When that sov-
ereign stayed at Nether Hall-as indeed she
did-here were lodged the ladies of her court.

1 his part of the house was as yet untouched by
the flames-a fact that had already been turned
to the best account. For the bulk of th iomes-
tics-the men from the stables as well as those
from the house-were assembled at the door; and
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upon the grass was a great pUe of valuables:
ornaments, silver and plate. Indeed, it was sur-
pnsmg how much had been already saved—and
highly creditable to Cicely and Lady Packe, for
It was they who had gathered together those men
who were not fighting the flames with Sir
Michael, and set them about the work.
Had these ladies not taken such prompt, de-

cisive action, everything would have been de-
stroyed. For at that moment there came a series
of gusts from the west-the aftermath of the
gale—that fanned the flames and blew them like
a tide across the house.

A great body of people now came running,
helter-skelter, from the town: men and women,
old and young; lame men, hobbling on their
crutches, and blind men, led by the hand. They
swarmed through the gates of Nether Hall,
trampling down the flower-beds, and then stood'
idly by with open mouths and staring eyes.
And then over the place where the fire was

kindled, part of the roof feU in; a great jet of
fire sprang forth and mingled with the rays of
the rismg sun. Walls tumbled and showers of
sparks and embers danced into the sky, to be
carried far away upon the wind. Ever and anon
beams and oaken rafters broke like minute guns.
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Tkzy oojid see the red fire curling from the win-
< oH-s and s) wting upwards to the roof; while
«.;o»,ds of Si .oke roUed towards the town.
1 ei ii; ,TEs at this juncture that old Sir Michaeldar^ to enter the burning house. He had anund to gain his office which was situated at the

further end of the "Ladies' GaUery," at the head
of the oak stairway that descended into the hall.
Were he had many valuable documents-title
deeds and the like; also a cash box, filled with
money and notes.

The smoke was roUmg forth from the doorevenw he entered; yet, the old man boldly
chmbed the narrow stairs. The fumes aU but
suffoMted him but he struggled on, and at last
gamed the passage-head.
A moment later he stafegered out breathless,

with red-hot embers smoldering on his coat It
was some time before he could find his voice-
and ften he pointed frantically towards the house.

That man 'sin there!" he cried. "He seems
to live m the flames 1"

Now of all that crowd of rustics there was not
one who did not know the story of Nether Hall
aiid who would not, with a right good will, hav6
struck the traitor down.
The truth was known among them, passed by
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word of mouth: namely, that the Frenchman had
fehimed and set the place afire. Hemuitha«
been some tame within the house, for no one hadseen hmi enter. That he was in there at aU andahve, was nothin^r short of a miracle. For all
that, one thmg was sure: he must come out orbum to death.

Suddenly a window, as yet untouched by the
Jimes. was flmig wide open. It was that whichwas at the eastern end of the "Ladies' Gallerv "
over the door. And there, before them aU. stood
the man hmiself, l,umt and grim and black.

and hate. Fists were shaken towards him; anda hundred curses showered upon his head. Thev
dared him to come out.

But he only laughed-madly-and waved hisarms m the air. And at that a sUence feU uponthem aU: they stood face to face with Tragedy
initsmostfearfulmask;and those simple-he«ted
yokels, whose lives ran commonly in uneventful
course, were rooted there in awe.

There was no doubt of the truth: des Ormeaux
had made his way to the Squire's private office
with mtent to gain possession of certain docu-
ments, the value of which he must have known.
For It was there that Sir Michael had found him,
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teated at the desk with all the drawers open and
ransacked, and money upon the floor. Angry
words had passed between them; and then the
Squire, unable any longer to remain within the
room, had been driven forth by the fumes that
filled the air. As he said time and again, to his
dying day, the most wondrous thing he had ever
seen was "that man" alive, like the Phoenix, in
the flames.

For all that, it was th Squire's intrusion that
brought des Ormeaux face to face with his dan-
ger; and when he went to the passage window,
and saw the great crowd there assembled, ready
to tear him limb from limb, he must have seen
that the end was come.

None the less he would not come forth: to
be clubbed to death by a village mob was never
the death he would covet He stood and jeered
at them, always laughing, and casting insults in
their teetL

It was Captain Hood with Anthony Packe
close at his heels who then came down the Gun
Hill as if they raced for life.

They turned at a breakneck gallop into the
Dedham road, and a moment afterwards rode in
at the gates of Nether Hall where a dead horse
laJ stretched upon the ground.
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Roland drew rein on the open lawn. Anthony

was but a second later. The boy's face was white
and his teeth were set upon his lips. After *>
short an absence this, indeed, was a tragic home-
coming! He went straight to his father and sis-

ter who, with his step-mother, were now face to
face with the reality of it all, and ahnost bowed
with grief.

pes Ormeaux, seeing his old and hated rival,
cried out that revenge was sweet; that he had
brought the house about their ears, as he had
warned them he would do and, though he hun-
self must die, the (Victory was his.

At that, Roland drew his sword and moved
quickly towards the door. Cicely saw his action,
and rushed towards him as if to hold him back.
He never saw her, but passed in and up the
stairs.

He found the Vicomte in the passage; and the
man fled at his approach. Courage—his only
saving quality—seems to have deserted him at the
last; for his sword was at his side, but he could
not draw.

• The heat scorched them to the bone. Their
mouths were filled with smoke. They could hear
the falling rafters all around them, and the
crackling and the roaring of the fire. Moreover,
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their lives were hung upon a thread, for the floor-
ing burned beneath their feet, and any moment
might faU in and they be hurled into the burning
mass below.

Des Ormeaux fled down the GaUery until he
oould go no further by reason of the flames.
There he turned, and then again looked back.
Behind him was the raging fire; before him Ro-
land Hood, his eyes flashing defiance and a drawn
sword in his hand.

The man arehed his back like a cornered catHe glanced around him for some loop-hole of
escape, and finding none, whipped out his sword
and came forward step by step.

The swords clashed together amid the savage
chorus of the flames.

Both men were desperate and seemec' to fight
with something of the fierceness of the furnace
aU around. Teeth were clenched, and eye was
feed to eye. Des Ormeaux pressed forward,
thrust foUowing parry with almost lightning
speed. No one but a master swordsman could
ever have kept him off.

On a sudden Roland sprang back, dropping
the point of his sword. The man lunged short;
and then gave out a short cry of pain. Before
he could recover lus guard had been struck aside;
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and the other's sword passed through his b-o^t
Roland staged but for an instant, then turned

and fled.

As he reached the head of the staiitaue, the
Ladies' GaUery" feU through amid a great up-

heaval of sparks and living flames.
He came forth of the burning house with the

red sword in his hand, and a face that was grave.
Fop the shadow of death was behind him; and
the dark soul of « traitor rose with the smoke to
the douds.

The villagers, pressing around him, cheered
him to the echo. '

He passed through them; and seeing Cicely
with Anthony and the Squire, he cast his sword
aside.

She came towards him with a white face, wet
with tears, and Love shining in her eyes ; and for-
getful of the crowd, the burning house and of
all the world beside, he took her in his arms, before
them alL
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CONCLUSION

If you go to Dedham in Essex toKJay. and
walk from the foot of the Gun Hill to 'Tree-
man's Comer." you wiU come to the place where
tall trees overhang the road. Here upon the
left, a lar^ field drops down from the road to
the nver bank, in which if it is summer time, thecom will rustle in the breeze.

This field was once the site of Nether Hall;
but now, nothing remains: the stately trees that
once adorned the garden have long since fallenun er Ije axe; the gravel pathways and the open
lawns have been cut time and again by tte
plough, and the wheat grows and ripens where
Sir Michael Packe and his old time friends, with
then- lace ruffles and powdered hair, had once been
wont to walk.

To say that Sir Michael never felt the loss
were to set down that which is very far from the
truth, but he was a rich man for those days, a

408
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great landlord, besides money in the funds; and
within a short time, he had built a house on the
Suffolk side, where he ended his days at a Tipe
old age, though badly touched with the gout
And that was after the Battle of Waterloo.
Roland and Cicely were married in Dedham

Church; and that was a great day for Dedham,
for the place was gay with flags, and the com-
pany at the Sun Inn and the Marlborough Head
kept it up to daybreak at the Squire's expense.

AnthcMiy, though he had shown small taste for
it at first, greatly distinguished himself as a poli-
tician; and during Lord Liverpool's administra-
tion was promoted to cabinet rank, holding no
less exalted a post than that of Secretary of State
for Preservation of Foxes and Feathered Game.
Thomas Tinuns married Betty, the housemaid;

and Mr. Whitehead retired to London in disgust.
Bannister, the butler, married the cook and set
up at "The Compasses" in Dedham Street Mrs.
Yates, at the instigation of Sir Mi-iael, was
safely housed and cared for in the Manningtree
Hospital for ihe Harmless and Inoffensive,
where she persisted in blacking her eyes with the
blacking brush, as a tender token towards the
dear departed.

Of J<An Contable's fame, all the wide world
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knows. And there remains only that one slim

figure, with the black mask and the hooded rid-

ing-coat

Throughout his trial, Jerry Abershaw pre-

served an expression of complete indifference and

unconcern; and when the Judge put on the black

cap, he imitated his lordship's serious face, and

put on his own black mask and hat, so that all the

spectators laughed.

He was hanged on Monday, the second of

August; and went to Kennington Common with

a flower in his mouth, jesting and laughing with

the dense crowd that thronged the road.

If he had been famous throughout his lifetime

as a daring thief, the extraordinary coolness and

intrepidity with which he met his well-merited

death only increased his notoriety, so that his

name was for some time used as a synonym for

all that a hardened villain could be. And in

order that his end might serve as a lesson for all

the fraternity of the road, his body was set on

the gaUows on Putney Common that passers-by

might see.

THE END




