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THIS MORTAL COIL.

CHAPTER L

BOHEMIA.

Whoeveu knows Bohomian London, knows tho smoking-room
of the Cheyne Row Club. No more comfortable or congenial
divan exists anywhere between Regent Circus and Hyde Park
Corner than that chosen paradise of unrecognized genius. Tho
Cheyne Row Club is not large, indeed, but it prides itself upon
being extremely select—too select to admit upon its list of
members peers, politicians, country gentlemen, or inhabitants
of eligible family residences in Mayfair or Belgravia. Two
qualifications are understood to be indispensable in candidates
for membership : they must be truly great, and they must bo
unsuccessful. Possession of a commodious suburban villa ex-

cludes ipso facto. The Club is emphatically the head-quarters
of the great Bohemian clan; the gathering-place of unhung
artists, unread novelists, unpaid poets, and unheeded social and
political reformers generally. Hither flock all the choicest

spirits of the age during that probationary period when society,

in its slow and lumbering fashion, is spending twenty years
in discovering for itself the bare fact of their distinguished
existence. Here Maudle displays his latest designs to Postle-

thwaite's critical and admiring eye; here Postlethwaite pours
his honeyed sonnets into Maudle's receptive and sympathetic
tympanum. Everybody who is anybody has once been a
member of the " dear old Cheyne Row :

" Royal Academicians
and Cabinet Ministers and Society Journalists and successful

poets still speak with lingering pride and affection of the days
when they lunched there, as yet undiscovered, on a single chop
and a glass of draught claret by no means of the daintiest.

B



9 TlUti MOUTAL COIL.

Not that tlio Club can number any of them now on ita

existing roll-call: tlio Oheyno How is for |)rosj)cotivo celebrity

only; ac('omj)lishe(l facts transfer tliemsolvcs at onco to a
statelier Bito iu Pall Mall near tho l)uko of York's Column.
Rioing merit frequents tho Tavern, as Bcoffers i)rofanely term
it: rtsen greatness basks rather on tho lordly stuflfcd couches
of Waterloo Place. No man, it has been acutely observed,

remains a Bohemian when ho has daughters to marry. Tho
l)uro and blameless ratepayer avoids Prague. As soon as Smith
l)ecomes Chancellor of tho Exchequer, as soon as Brown takes

silk, as soon as Kobinson is elected an Associate, as soon as

Tompkins publishes his popular novel, they all incontinently

with ouo accord desert tho lesser institution in tho Piccadilly

byway, and pass on their names, their honours, their hats, and
tl^MT subscriptions to tho dignified repose of tho Atliena)ura.

For them, tho favourite haunt of judge and bishop : for tho
young, tho active, tho struggling, and the incii)ient, tho chop
and claret of tho less distinguished but moro lively caravanserai

by tho Green Park purlieus.

In tho smoking-room of tliis eminent and unsuccessful
Bohemian society, at tho tag-end of a London season, ono warm
evening in a hot July, Hugh Massinger, of the Utter Bar, sat

lazily by tho big bow window, turning over tho pages of the
last number of tho Charing Cross Ueviciv.

That he was truly great, nobody could deny. lie was in very
fact a divino bard, or, to bo more strictly accurate, tho author
of a pleasing and melodious volume of minor poetry. Even
away from tho Cheyno Row Club, none but the most remote
of country-cousins—say from tho wilder parts of Cornwall or

tho crofter-clad recesses of tho Isle of Skyo—could have doubted
for a moment the patent fact that Kngh Massinger was a dis-

tinguished (though unknown) poet of the antique school, so
admirably did he fit his part in life as to features, dress, and
general appearance. Indeed, malicious persons were wont at

times unkindly to insinuate that Hugh was a poet, not because
he found in himself any special aptitude for stringing verses or

building tho lofty rhyme, but because his face and bearing
imperatively compelled him to adopt the thankless profession

of bard in self-justification and self-defence. This was ill-

natured, and it was also untrue; for Hugh Massinger had
lisped in numbers—at least in penny ones—ever since he was
able to lisp in print at all. Elizabethan or nothing, ho had
taken to poetry almost frc^m his very cradle ; and had astonished
his father at sixteen by a rhymed version of an ode of Horace,
worthy the inspiration of the great Dr. Watts himself, and not,

perhaps, far below the poetic standard of Mr. Martin Farquhar
Tupper. At Oxford he had perpetrated a capital Nowdigate;

aJM. J iJ—lJ
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and two years after gaining his fellowship at Oriel, ho had
published anonymously, in parchment coverH, "Eclioes from

Cftllimachus, and other Poems"—in the stylo of tho early

romantic school—which had fairly suncecdcd by careful nursing

in attaining the dignity of a second edition under his own name.

So that i\lassingor's claim to tho sodality of tho craft whoso
workmen are "born not made" might ])crbftpH bo considered

as of tho genuine order, and not entirely dependent, v.s cynics

iivrrred, upon his long hair, hi.'} pensive eyes, his dark-brown

check, or the careless twist of his necktie and his shirt-collar.

Ncvrrtlielcss, even in these minor details of tho poetical

character, it must candidly be confessed that lliij^h Massinger

outstripped by several points many of the more recognized

bards wlioso popular works aro published in regulation green-

cloth octavos, and whose hats ana cloaks, of unique build, adorn
with their ])resenco tho vestibule pegs of the Athenrcum itself.

He went back to tlio traditions of tho youth of our century.

The undi.slingui.slie<l author of "Echoes from Callimachus"
was tall and pale, tmd a trifle Byronic. That his face was
beautiful, extremely beautiful, even a hostile reviewer in the

organ of another clique could hardly vtnturo seriously to deny

:

those largo grey eyes, that long black hair, that cx^iuisitely

chiselled and delicate mouth, would alone have sulliced to

attract attention and extort admiration anywhere in tho uni-

verse, or at tho very least in the solar system.

Hugh Massinger, in short, was (like Cc' .-ridge) a noticeable

man. It would have been impossible to pass him by, even in

a crowded street, without a hurried glance of observation and
pleasure at his singularly graceful and noble face. Ho looked
and moved every inch a poet; delicate, refined, cultivated,

expressive, and sicklied o'er with that palo cast of thought
which modern rDstheticism so cruelly demands as a proof of

attachment from her highest votaries. Yet at tho same time,
in spite of deceptive appearances to t!;e contrary, he was strong
in muscular strength: a wiry man, thin, but well knit: one
of those fallacious, uncanny, long-limbed creatu es, who can
scale an Alp or tramp a score or so of miles before breakfast,
while looking as if a short stroll through the Park would kill

them outright with sheer exhaustion. Altogether, a typical
poet of the old-fashioned school, that dark and handsome
Italianesque man: and as he sat there carelessly, with the
paper held before him, in an unstudied attitude of natural
grace, many a painter might have done worse than chooso the
author of "Echoes from Callimachus" for the subject of a
pretty Academy pot-boiler.

So Wai-ren Relf, the unknown marine artist, thought to him-
self in his armchair opposite, as he raised his eyes by chance
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from the etchings in the Portfolio, and glanced across casually

with a hasty look at the undiscovered poet.
" Has the Charing Cross reviewed your new volume yet ? " he

asked politely, his glance meeting Massinger's while he flung

down the paper on the table beside him.

The poet rose and stood with his hands behind his back in

an easy posture before the empty fireplace. " I believe it has
deigned to assign me half a column of judicious abuse," he
answered, half yawning, with an assumption of profound in-

difference and contempt for the Charing Cross lieview and all

its ideas or opinions collectively. "To tell you the truth, the
subject's one that doesn't interest me. In the first place, I care

very little for my own verses. And in the second place, I don't

care at all for reviewers generally, or for the Charing Cross

Snarler and its kind in particular. I disbelieve altogether in

reviews, in fact. Familiarity breeds contempt. To be quite

candid, I've written too many of them."
" If criticism in literature's like criticism in art,'* the young

painter rejoined, smiling, " why, with the one usual polite ex-

ception of yourself, Massinger, I can't say I think very much
of the critics.—But what do you mean, I should like to know,
by saying you don't care for your own verses ? Surely no man
can do anything great, in literature or art—or in shoe-blacking
or pig-sticking, if it comes to that—unless he thoroughly believes

in his own vocation."

Massinger laughod a musical laugh. "In shoe-blacking or
pig-sticking," he said, with a delicate curl of his thin lips,
" that's no doubt true ; but in verse-making, query ? Who on
earth at the present day could even pretend to himself to

believe iu poetry? Timo was, I dare say—though I'm by no
means sure of it—when the bard, hoary old impostor, was a
sort of prophet, and went about the world with a harp in his

hand, and a profound conviction in his innocent old heart that
when he made 'Sapphic' rhyme to UraflBc,' or produced a
sonnet on the theme of * Catullus,' * lull us,' and ' cull us,' he was
really and truly enriching humanity with a noble gift of divine
poesy. If the amiable old humbug could actually bring himself
to believe in his soul that stringing together fourteen lines into

an indifferent piece, or balancing 'mighty* to chime with
'Aphrodite,' in best Swinburnian style, was fulfilling his

appointed function in the scheme of the universe, I'm sure I
should be the last to interfere with the agreeable delusion under
which (like th« gentlemen from Argos in Horace) he must have
been labouring. It's so delightful to believe in anything, that
for my own part I wouldn't attempt to insinuate doubts into
the mind of a contented Buddhist or a devout worshipper of
Mumbo Jumbo."
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" But surely yon look upon yourself as a reaction against this

modern school of Swinburnians and ballad-mongers, don't you?"
Belf said; \^ith a shrug.

" Of coarse I do. Byron's my man. I go back to the original

divine inspiration of the romantic school. It's simpler, and
it's easier. But what of that ? Our method's all the same at

bottom, after all. Who in London in this nineteenth century
can for a moment aflfect to believe in the efficacy of poetry?
Look at this last new volume of my own, for example !—You
won't look at it, of course, I'm well aware, but that's no matter:

nobody ever does look at my immortal works, I'm only too

profoundly conscious. I cut them myself in a dusty copy at

all the libraries, in order to create a delusive impression on the
mind of the public that I've had at least a solitary reader. But
let that pass. Look, metaphorically, I mean, and not literally,

at this last new volume of mine ! How do you think a divine
bard does it? Simply by taking a series of rhymes—'able,'

and * stable,' and ' table,' and ' cable ;

'
* Mabel,' and * Babel,' and

' fable,' and * gable '—and weaving them all together cunningly
by a set form into a Procrustean mould to make up a poem.
Perhaps * gable,' which you've mentally fixed upon for the
fourth line, won't suit the sense. Very well, then; you must
do your best to twist somethinr; reasonable, or at least inofifen-

fiive, out of * sable ' or ' label,' x^i ' Cain and Abel,' or anything
else that will make up the rhyme and complete the metre."

" And is that your plan, Massinger?"
"Yes, all this last lot of mine are done like that: just louts

rimes—I admit the fact; for what's all poetry but bouts rimes
in the highest perfection? Mechanical, mechanical. I draw
lip a lot of lists of rhymes beforehand: *kirtle,'and 'myrtle,'

and 'hurtle,' and 'turtle' (those are all original); 'paean,'
• J'^gean,' ' plebeian,' and * Tean ' (those are fairly new) ;

' battle,'

and ' cattle,' and ' prattle,' and * rattle ' (those are all common-
place) ; and then, when the divine afflatus seizes me, I take out
the lists and con them over, and weave them up into an un-
dying song for future generations to go wild about and com-
ment upon. 'What profound thought,' my unborn Malones
and Furnivalls and Leos will ask confidingly in their learned
editions, 'did the immortal bard mean to convey by this obscure
couplet?'—I'll tell you in confidence. He meant to convey the
abstruse idea that * passenger ' was the only English word he
could find in the dictionary at all like a rhyme to the name of
'Massinger.'"

Warren Eelf looked up at him a little uneasily. " I don't like

to hear you run down poetry like that," he said, with an evident
tinge of disapprobation. " I'm not a poet myself, of course ; but
Btill I'm sure it isn't all a mere matter of rhymes and refrains,
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of epithets and prettinesses. What toiiehes otir hearts lies

deeper than mere expression, Tm certain. It lies in the very
core and fibre of the man. There are passages even in your
own poems—though you're a great deal too cynical to aamit
it now—that came straight out of the depths of your own heart,

I venture to conjecture—those ' Lines on a Lock of Hair/ for

example.—Aha, cynic! there I touched you on the raw.—But
if you think so lightly of poetry as a pursuit, as you say, I
wonder why you ever came to take to it."

"Take to it, my dear fellow 1 What an Arcadian idea! As
if men nowadays chose their sphere in life deliberately. Why,
what on earth makes any of us ever take to anything, I should
like to know, in this miserable workaday modem world of ours ?

Becauso we're simply pitchforked into it by circumstances.
Does the crossing-sweeper sweep crossings, do you suppose, for

example, by pure preference for the profession of a sweep?
Does the milkman get up at five in the morning because he sees

in the purveying of skim-milk to babes and sucklings a useful,

important, and even necessary industry to the rising generation
of this great Metropolis ? Does the dustman empty the domestic
bin out of disinterested regard for public sanitation? or the
engine-driver dash through rain and snow in a drear-nighted
December like a Comtist prophet, out of high and noble enthu-
siasm of humanity ? " He snapped his fingers with an emphatic
negative.—" We don't choose our places in life at all, my dear
boy," he went on after a pause : " we get tumbled into them by
pure caprice of circumstances. If I'd chosen mine, instead of
strictly meditating the thankless Muse, I'd certainly have
adopted the exalted profession of a landed proprietor, with the
pleasing duty of receiving my rents (by proxy) once every
quarter, and spending them royally with becoming magnificence,

in noble ways, like the Greek gentleman one reads about in

Aristotle. I always admired that amiable Greek gentleman—
the megaloprepes, I think Aristotle calls him. His berth would
suit me down to the ground. He had nothing at all of any sort

to do, and he did it most gracefully with princely generosity on
a sufficient income."

" Bat you must write poetry for something or other, Massin-
ger ; for if it isn't rude to make the suggestion, you can hardly
write it, you know, for a livelihood."

Massinger's dark face flushed visibly. "I write for fame," he
answered majestically, with a lordly wave of his long thin hand.
" For glory—for honour—for time—for eternity. Or, to be more
precisely definite, if you prefer the phrase, for filthy lucre. In
the coarse and crude phraseology of political economists, poetry
takes rank nowadays, I humbly conceive, as a long investment.
I'm a journalist by trade—a mere journeyman journalist ; the

VVU
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gnshing pcnny-a-linor of a futile and demoralized London press.

But T have a soul within me above penny-a-lining ; I aspire

ultimately to a pound a word. I don't mean to live and die in

Grub Street. My soul looks forward to immortality, and a
footman in livery. Now, when once a man has got pitchforked

hy fate into the rank and file of contemporary journalism, there

are only two ways possible for him to extricate himself with
peace and honour from his unfortunate i)osition. One way is to

write a successful novel. That's the easiest, quickest, and most
immediate short-cut from Grub Street to Eaton Place and afflu-

ence that I know of anywhere. But unhappily it's crowded,
immensely overf^rowded—vehicular traffic for the present en-
tirely suspended. Therefore, the only possible alternative is

to take up poetry. The Muse must descend to feel the pulse of

the market. I'm conscious of the soul of song within ma ; that

is to say, I can put ' Myrrha ' to rhyme with * Pyrrha,' and
alliterate jos and gs and ws with any man living (bar Algernon)
in all England. Now, poetry's a very long road round, I admit
—like going from Kensington to the City by Willesden Junc-
tion ; but in the end, if properly worked, it lands you at last by
a circuitous route in fame and respectability. To be Poet
Laureate is eminently respectable. A man can live on journal-
ism meanwhile ; but if he keeps pegging away at his Pegasus in
his spare moments, without intermission, like a costermonger at
his donkey, Pegasus will raise him after many days to the top
of Parnassus, where he can build himself a commodious family
residence, lighted throughout with electric lights, and command-
ing a magnificent view in every direction over the Vale of
Tempe and the surrounding country. Tennyson's done it

already at Aldworth ; why shouldn't I, too, do it in time on
Parnassus ?

"

Eelf smiled dubiously, and knocked the ash off his cigar into
the Japanese tray that stood by his side. " Then you look upon
poetry merely as an ultimate means of making money ? " he
suggested^ with a deprecatory look.

"Money! Not money only, my dear fellow, but position,
reputation, recognition, honour. Does any man work for any-
thing else ? Any man, I mean, but cobblers and enthusiasts ?

"

" Well, I don't know. I may be an enthusiast myself," Eelf
answered slowly ;

" but I certainly do work at art to a great
extent for art's sake, because I really love and admire and
delight in it. Of course I should like to make money too,
within reasonable limits—enough to keep myself and my people
in a modest sort of way, without the footman or the eligible
family residence. Not that I want to be successful, either:
from what I've seen of successful men, I incline to believe that
success as a rule has a very degenerating effect upon character.



THIS MORTAL COIL.
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Literature, science, and art thrive best in a breezy, bracing air.

I never aim at being a successful man myself; and if I go on as
I'm doing now, I shall no doubt succeed in not succeeding.

But apart from tlifi money and the livelihood alto^'ether, I love

y^y work as an occupation. I like doing it ; and I like to see

myself growing stronger and freer at it every day."
" That's all very well for you," Massinger replied, with another

expansive wave of his graceful hand. " You're doing work you
care for, as I play lawn-tennis, for a personal amusement. I
can sympathize with you there. I once felt the same about
poetry myself. But that was a long time ago : those days are
dead—dead—hopelessly dead, as dead as Mad Margaret's affi-

davit. I'm a sceptic now: my faith in verse has evaporated
utterly. Have I not seen the public devour ten successive

editions of the 'Epic of Washerwomen,' or something of the
sort ? Have I not seen them reject the good and cleave unto
the evil, like the children of Israel wandering in the Wilderness ?

I know now that the world is hollow, and that my doll is stuffed

with sawdust.—Let's quit the subject. It turns me always into

a gloomy pessimist.—What are you going to do with yourself
this sununer ?

"

" Me ? Oh, just the usual thing, I suppose. Going down
in my tub to paint sweet mudbanks off the coast of Suffolk."

" Suffolk to wit ! I see the finger of fate in that I Why, that's

just where I'm going too. I mean to take six or eight weeks'
holiday, if a poor drudge of a journalist can ever be said to
indulge in holidays at all—with books for review, and proofs for

correction, and editorial communications for consideration,

always weighing like a ton of lead upon his unhappy breast

:

and I propose to bury myself alive up to the chin in some
obscure, out-of-the-way Suffolk village they call Whitestrand.

—

Have you ever heard of it ?
"

I
*• Oh, I know it well," Eelf answered, with a smile of delightful

reminiscence. " It's grand for mud. I go there painting again
and again. You'd call it the funniesc little stranded old-world
village you ever came across anywhere in England. Nothing
could be uglier, quainter, or more perfectly charming. It lies

at the mouth of a dear little muddy creek, with a funny old mill
for pumping the water off the sunken meadows ; and all around
for miles and miles is one great flat of sedge and seapink, alive

with water-birds and intersected with dikes, where the herons
fish all day long, poised on one leg in the middle of the stream
as still as mice, exactly as if they were sitting to Marks for their
portraits."

" Ah, delightful for a painter, I've no doubt," Hugh Massinger
replied, half yawning to himself, " especially for a painter to
whom mud and herons are bread and butter, and brackish water

* f



BOHEMIA, 9

is Bass and Allsopp ; but scarcely, you'll admit, an attractive

picture to the inartistic public, among whom I take the liberty,

for this occasion only, numbly t^ rank myself. I go there, in
fact, as a martyr to principle. I live for others. A member of
my family—not to put too fine a point upon it, a lady—abides
for the present moment at Whiteatrand, and believes herself to

be seized or possessed by prescriptive right of a lien or claim
to a certain fixed aliquot portion of my time and attention.

I've never admitted the claim myself (being a legally-minded
soul) ; but just out of the natural sweetness of my disposition, I
go down occasionally (without prejudice) to whatever part of
England she may chance to be inhabiting, for the sake of not
disappointing her foregone expectations, however ill-founded,

and be the same more or less.—You observe, I speak with the
charming precision of the English statute-book."

" But how do you mean to get to Whitestrand ? " Eelf asked
suddenly, after a short pause. *' It's a difficult place to reach,

you know. There's no station nearer than ten miles off, and
that a country one, so that when you arrive there, you can get
no conveyance to take you over."

" So my cousin gave me to understand. She was kind enough
to provide me with minute instructions for her bookless wilds.

I believe I'm to hire a costermonger's cart or something of the
sort to convey my portmanteau ; and I'm to get across myself
by the aid of the natural means of locomotion with which a
generous providence or survival of the fittest has been good
enough to endow me by hereditary transmission. At least, so
my cousin Elsie instructs me."
"Why not come round with me in the tub?" Eelf suggested

good-humouredly.
"What? your yacht? Hatherley was telling me you were

the proud possessor of a ship.—Are you going round that way
any time shortly ?

**

" Well, she's not exactly what you call a yacht," Eelf replied,
with an apologetic tinge in his tone of voice. "She's only a
tub, you know, an open boat almost, with a covered well and
just room for three to sleep and feed in. * A poor thing, but
mine own,* as Touchstone says ; as broad as she's long, and as
shallow as she's broad, and quite flat-bottomed, drawing so
little water at a pinch that you can sail her across an open
meadow when there's a heavy dew on.—And if you come, you'll
have to work your passage, of course. I navigate her myself,
as captain, crew, cabiiiboy, and passenger, with one other
painter fellow to share watches with me. The fact is, I got her
built as a substitute for rooms, because I found it cheaper thaa
taking lodgings at a seaside place and hiring a rowboat when-
ever one wanted one. I cruise about the English coast with her
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in summer ; and in tho cold months, I run her round to the
Mediterranean. And, besides, one can get into si'^h lovely little

side-creeks and neglected channels, all full of curious objects of

interest, which nobody can ever see in anything else. She's

a perfect treasure to a marine painter in the mud-and-buoy
business. But I "won't for a moment pretend to say she's com-
fortable for a landsman. If you come with me, in fact, you'll

have to rough it."

" I love roughing it.—How long will it take us to cruise round
toWhitestrand?"
"Oh, the voyage, depends entirely upon the wind and tide.

Sailing-boats take their own time. The Mud-Turtle— WioX^
what I call her—doesn't hurry. She's lying now off the Pool at

tho Tower, taking care of herself in the absence of all her regular
crew ; and Potts, my mate, he's away in the north, intending to

meet me next week at Lowestoft, where my mother and sister

are stopping in lodgings. We can start on our cruise whenever
you like—say, if you choose, to-morrow morning."

" Thanks, awfully," Hugh answered, with a nod of assent.
" To tell you the truth, I should like nothing better. It'll bo
an experience, and the wise man lives upon new exjjeriences.

Pallas, you remember, in Tennyson's * (Enone,* recommended to

Paris the deliberate cultivation of experiences as such.—^I'll

certainly go. For my own part, like Saint Simon, I mean in my
time to have tried everything. Though Saint Simon, to be sure,

went rather far, for I believe he even took a turn for a while at

picking pockets."

CHAPTER II.

^

DOWN STREAM.

Tide served next morning at eleven; and punctual to the
minute—for, besides being a poet, he prided himself on his

qualities as a man of business—Hugh Massinger surrendered
himself in due course by previous appointment on board tho
Mud-Turtle at the Pool by the Tower. But his eyes were
heavier and redder than they had seemed last night

j
and his

wearied manner showed at once, by a hundred littlo signs, that

he had devoted but small time since Eelf left him to what Mr.
Herbert Spencer periphrastically describes as " reparative pro-

cesses."

The painter, attired for the sea like a common sailor in jersey

and trousers and knitted woollen cap, rose up from the deck to

greet him hospitably. His whole appearance betokened serious

^ ^^V:_
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business. It wa i evident that Warren Eclf did not mean to play

at yachting.
" You've been making a night of it, I'm afraid, Massinger," he

said, as their eyes met. " Bad preparation, you know, for a day
down the river. We shall have a loppy sea, if this wind holds,

when we pass the Nore. You ought to have gone straight to

bed when you left the club with me last evening."
" I know I ought," the poet responded with affected cheerful-

ness. "The path of duty's as plain as a pikestaflF. But tlio

things I ought to do I mostly leave undone ; and the things I

ought not to do, I find, on the contrary, vastly attractive. I

may as well make a clean breast of it. I strolled round to

Palla\icini's after you vacated the Bow last night, and found
them having a turn or two at lansquenet. Now, lansquenet's

an amusement I never can resist. The consequence was, in

three hours I was pretty well cleaned out of ready cash, and
shall have to keep my nose to the grindstone accordingly all

through what ought by rights to have Ix on my summer holiday.

This conclusively shows the evils of high play, and the moral
superiority of the wise man who goes home to bed and is sound
asleep when the clock strikes eleven."

Belf's face fell several tones. " I wish, Massinger," he said

very gravely, " you'd make up your mind never to touch those
hateful cavds again. You'll ruin your health, your mind, and
your pocket with them. If you spent the time you spend upon
play in writing some really great book now, you'd make in the
end ten times as much by it."

The poet smiled a calm smile of superior wisdom. " Good
boy t" he cried, patting Eelf on the back in mock approbation
of his moral advice. " You talk for all the world like a Sunday-
school prize-book. Honest industry has its due reward ; while
pitch-and-toss and wicked improper games land one at last in

prison or the workhouse. The industrious apprentice rises in

time to be Lord Mayor (and to appropriate the public funds ad
libitum) ; whereas, the idle apprentice, degraded by the evil

influences of ha'penny loo, ends his days with a collar of hemp
round his naughty neck in an equally exalted but perhaps less

dignified position in life—on a platform at Newgate. My dear
Eelf, how on earth can you, who are a sensible man, believe all

that antiquated nursery rubbish ? Cast your eyes for a moment
on the world around you,^here in the central hub of London,
within sight of all the wealth and squalor of England, and ask
yourself candidly whether what you see in it at all corresponds
with the idyllic picture of the little-Jack-Horner school of

moralists. At a matter of fact, is it always the good boys who
pull the plums with self-appreciative snule out of the world's
pudding ? Far from it : quite the other way. I have seen the
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wicked flourishing in my time like a green bay-tree. Honest
industry breaks stones on the road, while successful robbery or
successful gambling rolls by at its ease, cigar in mouth, lolling

on the cushions of its luxurious carriage. If you stick to honest
industry all your life long, you may go on breaking stones con-
tentedly for the whole term of your natural existence. But if

yon speculate boldly with your week's earnings and land a haul,

you may set another fellow to break stones for you in time, and
then you become at once a respectable man, a capitalist, and a
baronet. All the great fortunes we see in the world have been
piled up in the last resort, if you'll only believe it, by successful

gambling."
" Every man has a right to his own opinion," Warren Eelf

answered with a more serious air, as he turned aside to look
after the rigging. " I admit there's a great deal of gambling in

business ; but anyhow, honest industry's a simple necessary on
board the Mud-Turtle,—QomQ aft, here, will you, from your
topsy-turvy moral philosophy, and help me out with this sheet
and the mainsail. Before wo reach the German Ocean, you'll

have the whole art of navigation at your fingers' ends—for I
mean to sketch while you manage the ship—and be in a posi-

tion to write an ode in a Catalonian metre on the Pleasures of
LuflBing, and the True Delight of the Thames Waterway."

Massinger turned to do as he was directed, and to inspect the
temporary floating hotel in which he was to make his way con-
tentedly down to the coast of Suffolk. The Mud-Turtle vio,^

indeed as odd-looking and original a little craft as her owner
and skipper had proclaimed her to be. A centre-board yawl, of
seventeen tons registered burden, she ranked as a yacht only by
courtesy, on the general principle of what the logicians call ex-

cluded middle. If she wasn't that, why, then, pray what in the
world was she? The Mud-Turtle measured almost as broad
across the beam as she reckoned feet in length from stem to
stern ; and her skipper maintained with profound pride that she
couldn't capsize in the worst storm that ever blew out of an
English sky, even if she tried to. She drew no more than three
feet of water at a pinch ; and though it was scarcely true, as
Eelf had averred, that a heavy dew was suflScient to float her,

she could at least go anywhere that a man could wade up to his

knees without fear of wetting his tucked-up breeches. This
made her a capital boat for a marine artist to go about sketching
in ; for Eelf could lay her alongside a wreck on shallow sands,

or run her up a narrow creek after picturesque waterfowl, or
approach the riskiest shore to the very edge of the cliffs, without
any reference to the state of the tide, or the probable depth of
the surrounding channel.

" If she grounds/' the artist said enthusiastically, expatiating

>\

•mtm
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on her merits to his new passenger, " you see it doesn't really

matter twopence ; for the next high tide'll set her afloat again

within six hours. She's a great opportunist : she knows well

*iiat all things come in time to him who can wait. The Mud-
Turtle positively revels in mud ; she lies flat on it as on her

native heath, and stays patiently without one word of reproach

for the moon's attraction to come in its round to her ultimate

rescue."

The yawl's accommodation was opportunist too : though
excellent in kind, it was limited in quantity, and by no means
unduly luxurious in quality. She was a working-man's yacht,

and she meant business. Her deck was calculated on the most
utilitarian principles—just big enough for two persons to sketch
abreast ; her cabin contained three wooden bunks, with their

appropriate complement of rugs and blankets ; and a small and
primitive pen stove devoted to the service of the ship's cookery,

took up almost all the vacant space in the centre of the well,

leaving hardly room for the self-sacrificing volunteerwho under-
took the functions of purveyor and bottle-washer to turn about
in. But the lockers were amply stored with fresh bread, tinned
meats, and other simple necessaries for a week's cruise ; while
food for the mind existed on a small shelf at the stern in the

crude shape of the " Coaster's Companion," the Sailing Direc-

tions issued by Authority of the Honourable Brethren of the
Trinity House, and the charts of the Thames?, constructed from
the latest official surveys of her Majesty's Board of Admiralty.
Thus equipped and accoutred Warren llelf was accustomed to

live an outdoor life for weeks together with his one like-minded
chum and companion ; and if the spray was sometimes rather

moist, and the yellow fog rather thick and slabby, and the early
mornings rather chill and raw, and the German Ocean rather

loppy and aggressive on the digestive faculties, yet the good
dose of fresh air, the delicious salty feeling of the free breeze,

and the perpetual sense of ease and lightness that comes with
yachting, were more than enough fully to atone to an enthusi-
astic marine artist for all these petty passing inconveniences.

As for Hugh Massinger, a confirmed landsman, the first few
hours' sail down the crowded Thames appeared to him at the
outset a perfect phantasmagoria of ever-varying perils and
assorted terrors. He composed his soul to instant death from
the very beginning. Not, indeed, that he minded one bit for

that : the poet dearly loved danger, as he loved all other forms
of sensation and excitement : they were food for the Muse ; and
the Muse, like Blanche Amory, is apt to exclaim. '* II me faut
des emotions 1 " But the manifold novel forms oi enterprise as
the lumbering little yawl made her way clumsily among the
great East-Indiameu and big ocean-going steamers, darting
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boldly now athwart the very bows of a huge Monarch-liner,
insinuating herself now with delicate precision between the
broadsides of two heavy Rochester barges, and just escaping
collision now with some laden collier from Cardifif or Newcastle,
were too complicated and too c^er-pressing at the first blush for

Massinger fully to take in their meaning at a single glance.

The tidal Thames is the Ciicapside of the ocean, a mart of
many nations, resorting to it by sea and by land. It's all very well
going down the river on the Antwerp i)acket or the outward-
bound New-Zealander

;
you steam then at your ease along the

broad unencumbered central channel, with serene confidence
that a duly qualified pilot stands at your helm, and tliat every-
body else will gladly giv^ way to you, for the sake of saving
their own bacon. But it's quite another matter to thread your
way tortuously through that thronged and bustling highway of
the shipping interest in a centre-board yawl of seventeen tons
registered burden, manned by a single marine artist and an
amateur passenger of uncertain seamanship. Hugh Massinger
was at once amused and bewildered by the caiekss confidence
v/ith which his seafaring friend dashed boldly in and out among
])rigs and schooners, smacks and steamships, on port or star-

board tack, in endless confusion, backing the little Mud-Turth
to hold her own in the unequalj contest against the biggest and
swiftest craft that sailed the river. His opinion of Kclf rose

rapidly many degrees in mental register as he watched him
tacking and luffing and scudding and darting with cool un-
concern in his toy tub among so many huge and swiftly moving
monsters.

"Port your helm!" Relf cried to him hastily once, as they
crossed the channel just abreast of Greenwich Hospital. " Here's
another sudden death down upon us round the Reach yonder 1

"

And even as he spoke, a big coal-steamer, with a black diamond
painted allusively on her bulky funnel, turning the low point
of land that closed their view, bore hastily down upon them
from the opposite direction with menacing swiftness. Mas-
singer, doing his best to obey orders, grew bewildered after a
time by the glib rapidity of his friend's commands. He was
perfectly ready to act as he was bid when once he understood
his instructions ; but the seafaring mind seems unable to com-
prehend that landsmen do not possess an intuitive knowledge of

the strange names bestowed by technical souls upon ropes,

booms, gaffs, and mizzen-masts ; so that Massinger's attempts
to carry out his orders in a prodigious hurry proved productive

for the most part rather of blank confusion than of the effect

intended by the master skipper. After passing Greenhithe,

iiowever, they began to find the channel somewhat clearer, and
'ielf ceased for a while to skip about the deck like the little



DOWN STREAM. 15

hills of tho Psalmist, while Massinger folt his lifo comparativoly
8afe at times for thrco minutes together, without a single danger
monaoing him ahead in the immediate future from port or star-

board, from bow or Bt«rn, from brig or steamer, from grounding
or collision.

About two o'clock, after a hot run, thoy cast anchor awhile
out of tho main channel, where traders ply their flow of inter-

course, and stood by to cat their lunch m peace and quietness

ander tho lee of a projecting point near Gravcsond.
" If wind and tide servo liko this," lielf observed philo-

sophically, as he poured out a glassful of beer into a tin mug

—

the Mud- Turtle's appointments were all of the homeliest—"wo
ought to get down to Whitestrand before an easy breeze with
two days' sail, sleeping the nights in the qui'it creeks at Leigh
and Orfordness."

"That would exactly suit rae," Massinger answered, drain-

ing oflf the mugful at a gulp after his unusual exertion. *' I
wrote a hasty lino to my cousin in Suffolk tliis morning tolling

her I should probably reach Whitestrand tho day after to-

morrow, wind and weather permitting.— I approve of your ship,

Relf, and of your tinned lobster too. It's fun coming down to

the great deep in this unconventional way. The regulation

yacht, with sailors and a cook and a iloating drawing-room, my
soul wouldn't caro for. You can get drawing-rooms galore any
day in Belgravia; but picnicking liko this, with a spice of
adventure in it, falls in precisely with my own view of the ends
of existence."

*• It's a cousin you're going down to Suffolk to see, then ?
"

" Well, yes ; a cousin—a sort of a cousin ; a Girton girl ; tlio

newest thing out ;n women. I call her a cousin for convenience'
sake. Not too nearly related, if it comes to that ; a surfeit of
family's a thing to be avoided. But we're a decadent tribe, the
tribe of Massinger ; hardly any others of us left alive ; when I

put on my hat, I cover all that remains of us ; and cousin-

hood's a capital thing in its way to keep up under certain

conditions. It enables a man to pay a pretty girl a great deal
of respectful attention, without necessarily binding hiuiself down
in the end to anything definite in tho matrimonial direction.*'

*' That's rather a cruel way of regarding it, isn't it ?
"

"Well, my dear boy, what's a man to do in these jammed
and crushed and overcrowded days of ours ? Nature demands
the safety-valve of a harmless flirtation. If ono can't afford to
marry, the natural affections will find an outlet, on a cousin or
somebody. But it's quite impossible, as things go nowadays,
for a penniless man to dream of taking to wife a penniless
woman and living on tho sum of their joint properties. Accord-
ing to Cocker, nought and nought make nothing. So one must
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i'ust \7ait till one's chance in life ttirns up, ono way or the other.

!f you make a fluke some day, and paint a successful picture,

or write a successful book, or got off a hopoloss murderer at the
Old Bailey, or invent a new nervous aiseaso for women, or
otherwise rise to sudden fortune by any ono of the usual absurd
roads, then you can marry your pretty cousin or other little girl

in a lordly way out of your own resources. If not, you must
just put up with the plain daughter of an eminent alderman in

the wine and spirit business, or connected with tallow, or doing
a good thing in hides, and let her hard cash atone vicariously

for your own want of tender affection. "When a man has no
patrimony, he must obviously make it up in matrimony. Only,

the great point to avoid is letting the penniless girl meanwhile
get too deep a hold upon your personal feelings. The wisest

men—like me, for example—are downright fools when it comes
to high play on the domestic instincts. Even Achilles had a
vulnerable point, you know. So has every wise man. With
Achilles, it was the heel ; with us, it's the heart. The heart will

wreck th* profoundest and most deliberate philosopher living.

I acknowledge it myself. I ought to wait, of course, till I catch

the eminent alderman's richly endowed daughter. Instead of

that, I shall doubtless fling myself away like a born fool upon
the pretty cousin or some other equally un;irofitable invest-

ment."
"Well, I hope you will," Relf answered, cutting himself a

huge chunk of bread with his pocket clasp-knife. " I am awfully

glad to hear you say so. For your own sake, I hope you'll keep
your word. I hope you won't stifle everything you've got that's

best within you for the sake of money and position and success.

—Have a bit of this corned beef, will you ?—A woman who sells

herself for money is bad enough, though it's woman's way

—

they've all been trained to it for generations. But a man who
sells himself for money—who takes himself to market for the
highest bidder—who makes capital out of his face and his

manners and his conversation—is absolutely contemptible, and
nothing short of it.—I could never go on knowing you, if I

thought you capable of it. But I don't think you so. I'm sure

you do yourself a gross injustice. You're a great deal better

than you pretend yourself. If the occasion ever actually arose,

you'd follow your better and not your worse nature.—I'll trouble

you for the mustard."
Massinger passed it, and pretended to feel awfully bored.

" I'm sure I don't know," he answered ;
" I shall wait and see.

I don't undertake either to read or to guide my own character.

According to the fashionable modern doctrine, it was all settled

for me irrevocably beforehand by my parents and grandparents
in past generations. I merely stand by and watch where it
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loads mo, witli pru'ssivo rcsijjnation and silont curiosity. The
Bttitudo'8 not eiitinjiy dovoid of plot-interest. It's amiiKing to

Bit, liko tho Rotls of Epicurus, enthroned on high, and look down
from without with critical eyes upon tho gradual development
on tho stage of lifo of one's own history and oivo's own idiosyn-

crasy."

OUAPTER III.

ARCADIA.

The Tillage of Whitostrand, on the Suffolk coast—an oasis in a
itretch of troclcss desert—was, and is, one of the remotest and
most primitive spots to bo found anywhoro on the bhores of
England. Tho railways, running inland away to tho west, have
left it for ages far in tho lurch ; and even the two or three belated
roads that converge upon it from surrounding villages lead no-
where. It is, so to speak, an absolute terminus. The World's
End is the whimsical title of the last house at Whitestrand.
The little river Char that debouches into the sea just below the
church, with its scattered group of thatched cottages, cuts off the
hamlet effectually with its broad estuary from tho low stretch

of reclaimed and sluice-drained pasture-land of wiry grass that
rolls away to southward. On tho north, a rank salt marsh hems
it in with broad flats of sedgo and thrift and wan sea-lavender

;

and eastward, the low line of tho German Ocean spreads dimly
in front its shallow horizon on the very level of the beach and
the village. Only to the west is th-ere any dry land, a sandy
heath across whose barren surface the three roads from the
neighlK)uring hamlets meander mcaninglessly by tortuous curves
towards the steeple of Whitestrand. All around, the country
lies flat, stale, and singularly unprofitable. The village, in fact,

occupies a tiny triangular peninsula of level ground, whose
isthmus is formed by the narrow belt of heath-clad waste which
alone connects it with the outer universe.

The very name Whitestrand, as old as the days of the Danish
invasion of the East Anglian plain, at once describes the one
striking and noteworthy feature of tho entire district. It has
absolutely no salient point of its own of any sort, except the
hard and firm floor of pure white sand that extends for miles
and miles on either side of the village. The sands begin at the
diked land south of tho river—rescued from the tide by Oliver's

Dutch engineers—and narrowing gradually as they pass north-
ward, disappear altogether into low muddy cliff some four or
five miles beyond the church of Whitestrand. No strip of coast
anywhere in England can boast such a splendid beach of uni-
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form whiteness, finnness, and solidity. At Whitestrand itself,

the sands extend for three-quarters of a mile seaward at low
tide, and are so smooth and compact in their consistent lovel,

that a horse can gallop over them at full speed without leaving

80 much as the mark of a hoof upon the even surface of that

natural arena. Whitestranders are enormously proud of their

beach ; the people of Walberswick, a rival village some miles off,

with a local reputation for what passes in Suffolk au rural

picturesqueness, maliciously declare this is because the poor
Whitestranders—heaven help them !—have nothing else on earth

to be proud of. Such remarks, however, savour no doubt of

mere neighbourly jealousy; the Walberswick folk, having no
beach at all of their own to brag about, are therefore naturally

intolerant of beaches in other places.

All Whitestrand—what there was left of it—belonged to

Mr. Wyville Meysey. His family had bought the manor and
estate a hundred years before, from their elder representatives,

when the banking firm of Moysey's in the Strand was in the
first heydey of its financial glory. Unhappily for him, his

particular ancestor, a collateral member of the great house, had
preferred the respectable position of a country gentleman to an
active share in tne big concern ir London. From that day
forth the sea had been steadily eating away the Meysey estate,

till very little was left of it now but salt marsh and sandhills

and swampy pasture-lands.
It was Tuesday when Hugh Massinger and Warren Eelf set

sail from the Tower on their voyage in the Mud-Turtle down
the crowded tidal Thames ; on Thursday morning, two pretty
girls sat together on the roots of an old gnarled poplar that
overhung the exact point where the Char empties itself into the
German Ocean. The Whitestrand poplar, indeed, had formed
for three centuries a famous landmark to seafaring men who
coast round the inlets of the Eastern Counties. In the quaint
words of the old county liistorian, it rose " from the manor of

Whitestran i straight up towards the kingdom of heaven ;
" and

round its knotted roots and hollow trunk the current ran fierce

at the turn of the tides, for it formed the one frail barrier to the
encroachment of the sea on that portion of the low and decaying
Suffolk coast-lino. Everybody had known the Whitestrand
poplar as a point to sail by ever since the spacious days of

great Elizabeth. When you get in a line with the steeple of

Walberswick, with the windmill on Snade Hill opening to the
right, you can run straight up the mouth of Char towards the
tiny inland port of Woodford. Vessels of small burden in

distress off the coast in easterly gales often take shelter in this

little creek as a harbour of refuge from heavy Tf rather on the
German Ocean.

#!!F>
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Tlie elder of the two girls who sat together picturesquely on
this natural rust .c seat was dark and handsome, and so like

Hugh Massinger himself in face and feature, that no one would
have had much difficulty in recognizing her for the second
cousin of whom he had spoken, Elsie Challoner. Her expres-

sion was more earnest and serious, to be sure, than the London
poet's; her type of beauty was more tender and true; but she
had the same Jargo melting pathetic eyes, the same melancholy
and chiselled mouth, the same long black wiry hair, and the
same innate grace of bearing and manner in every movement as

her Byronic relative. The younger girl, her pupil, was fairer

and shorter, a pretty and delicate blonde of eighteen, with clear

blue eyes and wistful mouth, and a slender but dainty girlish

figure. They sat hand in hand on the roots of the tree, half

overarched by its hollow funnel, looking out together over the

low flat sea, whose fresh breeze blow hard in their faces, with
the delicious bracing coolness and airiness peculiar to the shore
of the German Ocean. There is no other air in all England to

equal that strong air of Suffolk ; it seems to blow right through
and through one, and to brush away the dust and smoke of town
from all one's pores with a single whiflf of its clear bright purity,

"How do you think your cousin'll come, Elsie?" the younger
girl asked, twisting her big straw hat by its strings carelessly

in her hands. "I expect he'll drive over in a carriage from
Daw's from the Almundham Station."

" I'm sure I don't know, dear," the elder and darker answered
with a smile.—"But how awfully interested you seem to be,

Winifred, in this celebrated cousin of mine! What a thing it

is for a man to be a poet! You've talked of nothing else the
whole morning."

Winifred laughed. " Cousins are so very rare in this part of

the country, you see," she said apologetically. " We don't get
sight of a cousin, you know—or, for the matter of that, of any
other male human being, erect upon two legs, and with a beard
on his face—twice in a twelvemonth. The live young man is

rapidly becoming an extinct animal in these parts, I believe.

He exists only in the form of a photograph. We shall soon
have him stuffed, whenever we catch him, or exhibit a pair of
his boots, with a label attached, in a glass case at all the
museums, side by side with the dodo, and the something-or-
other-osaurian. A live young man in a tourist suit is quite a
rarity, I declare, nowadays.—And then a poet too ! I never in
my life set eyes yet upon a genuine all-wool unadulterated poet.

—And you say he's handsome, extremely handsome! Hand-
some, and a poet, and a live young man, all at once, like three
gentlemen rolled into one, as Mrs. Malaprop says : that's really

something to make one's self excited about."

t
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you knoTV. I've sesn her often. Sho bclonpjs lo an artist, a
marine artist, who comes this way every Rummer to sketch and
paint mud-banks. Ho lies by up here in the shallows of tlio

creek, and does, oh, the funniest little pictures you ever saw, all

full of nothing—^.just mud and water and weeds and herons—or
else a great dull flat stretch of calm sea, with a couple of gulls

and a buoy in the foreground. They're very clever, I suppose,
for people who understand those things ; but, like the crater of

Vesuvius, there's nothing in them. She can go anywhere,
though, even in a ditch—the Mud- Turtle can ; and she sails lilco

a bird, when she's got all her canvas on. You should just see her

in a good breeze, putting out to sea before a fresh sou'-wester !

"

" She's coming in hero now, I think," Elsie murmured, half

aloud.—"Oh no, she's not; she's gone beyond it, towards the

point at Walberswick."
"That's only to tack," Winifred answered, with conscious

pride in her superior knowledge. " She's got to tack because
of the wind, you know. She'll come up the creek as soon as slio

catches the breeze. She'll luff soon.—Look there, now ; they're

luffing her. Then in a minute they'll put her about a bit, and
tack again for the creek's mouth.—There you are, you see:

she's tacking, as I told you.—That's the artist, the shorter man
in the sailor's jersey. He looks like a common A.B. when he's

got up BO in his seafaring clothes; but when you hear him
speak, you can tell at once by his voice he's really a gentleman.
1 don't know who the second man is, though, the tall man in

the tweed suit : he's not the one that generally comes—that's

Mr. Potts. But, oh, isn't he handsome ! I wonder if they're

going to sail close alongside ? I do hope they are. The water's

awfully deep right in by the poplar here. If they turn up the
creek, they'll run under the roots just below us.—They seem to

be making signs to us now.—Why, Elsie, the man in the twccd
suit's waving his hand to you !

"

Elsie's face was crimson to look upon. As the instructress of

youth, she felt herself distinctly discomposed. " It's my cousin,"

she cried, jumping up in a tremor of excitement, and waving;
back to him eagerly with her tiny handkerchief. "It's Hugii
Massinger! How very delightful! He must have come down
by sea with the painter."

" They're going to run in just close by the tree,'* Winifred
exclaimed, quite excited also at the sudden apparition of the
real live poet. " Ob, Elsie, doesn't he just look poetical 1 A
man with a face and eyes like that couldn't help writing poetry,
even if he didn't want to. He must be a friend of Mr. Eelf's, I

suppose. What a lovely, romantic, poetical way to come down
from London—tossing about at sea in a glorious breeze on a
wee bit of a tub like that funny little Mud- Turtle I

"

\
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By this time, the yawl, with the breeze in her sails, had run
rapidly before the wind for the mouth of the river, and waa
close upon them by the roots of the poplar. As it neared the
tree, Hugh stood up on the deck, bronzed and ruddy with his

three days' yachting, and called out cheerily in a loud voice,
" Hullo, Elsie, this is something like a welcome ! We arrive at

the port, after a stormy passage on the high seas, and are met at

its mouth by a deputation of the leading inhabitants. Shall we
take you oh board with your friend at once, and carry you up
the rest of the way to Whitestrand ?

"

Elsie's heart came up into her mouth. She would have given
the world to le able to cry out cordially, " Oh, Hugh, that'd be
just lovely;" but propriety and a sense of the duties of her
position compelled her instead to answer in a set voice, " Well,
thank you; it's ever bo kind of you, Hugh; but we're here in
our own grounds, you know, already.—This is Miss Meysey,
Winifred Meysey : Winnie, this is my cousin Hugh, dear. Now
you know one another.—Hugh, I'm so awfully glad to see you!"
Warren Eelf turned the bow toward the tree, and ran the

yawl close alongside till her tiny tafifrail almost touched the

roots of the big poplar. " That's better," he said.—" Now, Mas-
singer, introduce us. Yon do it like a Lord Chamberlain, I
know.—You won't come up with us, then, Miss Challoner ?

"

Elsie bent her head. "Y/e mustn't," she said candidly,
" though I own I should like it.—It's so very long since I've

seen you, Hugh. Where are you going to stop at in the village?

You must come up this very afternoon to see me."
Hugh bowed a bow of profound acquiescence. " If you say

so," he answered with less languor than his wont, " your will is

law. We shall certainly come up.—I suppose I may bring my
friend Eelf with me—the owner and skipper of this magnificent
and luxurious vessel ?—We've had the most delightful passage
down, Elsie. In future, in fact, I mean to live permanently
upon a yawl. It's glorious fun. You sail all day before the
free, free breeze ; and you dodge the steamers that try to run
you down ; and you put up at night in a convenient creek ; and
you sleep like a top on the bare boards ; and you live upon sea-

biscuit and bottled beer and the fresh sea-air ; and you feel like

a king or a Berserker or a street arab ; and you wonder why the
dickens you were ever such a stupid fool before as to wear black
clothes, and lie on a feather-bed, and use a knife and fork, and
eat olives and pate de foie gras, and otherwise give way to the
ridiculous foibles of an effete and superannuated western civili-

zation. I never in my life felt anything like it. The blood of

the old Sea-kings comes up in my veins, and I've been rhym-
ing * viking* and Miking,' and * striking' and * diking,* ever

since we got well clear of London Bridge, till this present

^l! DP
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moment.—I shall write a volume of Sonnets of the Sea, and
dedicate them duly to you—and Miss Meysey."
As for Winifred, with a red rose spreading over all her face,

she said nothing ; but twirliiig her hat still in her hand, she

gazed and gazed open-eyed, and almost open-mouthed—except

that an open mouth is so very unbecoming—upon the wonderful
stranger with the big dark eyes, who had thus dropped down
from the clouds upon the manor of Whitestrand. He was
handsome, indeed—as handsomo as her dearest dreams ; he had
a black moustache, strictly according to contract ; and ho
talked with an easy offhand airy grace—the easy grace of the

Clieyne Eow Club—that was wholly foreign to all her previous

experience of the live young men of the county of Suffolk. His
tongue was the pen of a ready writer. He poured forth lan-

guage with the full and regular river-like flow of a practised

London journalist and first-leader hand. Cris-p adjectives to

him came easy as Yes or No, and epigram flowed from his lips

like water.
" I'll put her in nearer," Warren Relf said quietly, after a few

minutes, glancing with mute admiration at Elsie's beautiful

face and slim figure.—"We're in no hurry to go, of course,

Massinger ; we've got the whole day all free before us.—That's

the best of navigating your own craft you see. Miss Challoner

;

it makes you independent of all the outer world beside. Brad-
shaw ceases to exercise over you his iron tyranny. You've
never to catch the four-twenty. You go where you like

;
you

stop when you please
; you start when you choose ; and if, when

you get there, you don't like it, why you simply go on again till

you reach elsewhere. It's the freest life, this life on the ocean
wave, that ever was imagined ; though I believe Byron has said

the same thing already.—We'll lie by here for half an hour,

Hugh, and if you prefer it, I'll put you ashore, and you can walk
up through the grounds of the Hall, while I navigate the ship
to the Fisherman's Best, up yonder at Whitestrand."
As he spoke, he put over the boom for a moment, to lay her

in nearer to the roots ci the tree. It was an unlucky movement.
Winifred was sitting closo to the water's edge, with her hat in

her hand, dangling over the side. The boom, flapping suddenly
in the wind with an unexpected twirl, struck her wrist a smart
blow, and made her drop the hat with a cry of pain into tho

current of the river. Tide was on the ebb ; and almost before

they had time to see what had happened, the hat had floated on
the swift stream far out of reach, and was careering hastily in

wrcling eddies on its way seaward.
Hugh Massinger was too good an actor, and too good a

swimmer into the bargain, to let slip such a splendid oppor-
tunity for a bit of cheap and effective theatrical display. The
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eyes of Europe and of Elsie were upon him—not to mention the

unknown young lady, who, for aught he knew to the contrary,

might perhaps turn out to be a veritable heiress to the manor
of Whitestrand. He had on his old gray tourist knickerbocker
suit, which had seen service, and would be none the worse, if it

oame to that, for one more wetting. In a second, he had
pulled off his coat and boots, sprung lightly to the further deck
of the Mud' Turtle, and taken a header in his knickerbockers and
stockings and flannel shirt into the muddy water. In nothing
does a handsome man look handsomer than in knickerbockers
and flannels. The tide was setting strong in a fierce stream
X)und the corner of the tree, and a few stout strokes, made aU
the stouter by the consciousneis of an admiring trio of specta*

tors, brought tho eager swimmer fairly abreast of the truant hat
in mid-current. He grasped it hastily in his outstretched hand,
waved it with a flourish high above his head, and gave it a
twist or two of playful triumph, all wet and dripping, in his

graceful fingers, before he turned. An act of daring is nothing
if not gracefully or masterfully performed.—And then he
wheeled round to swim back to the yawl again.

In that, however, he had reckoned clearly without his host.

The water proved in fact a most inhospitable entertamer. Hand
over hand, he battled hard against the rapid current, tying tiie

recovered hat loosely around his neck by its ribbon strings, and
striking out vigorously with his cramped and trammelled legs

in the vain effort to stem and breast the rushing water. For a
minute or so he struggled manfully with tho tide, putting all

his energy into each stroke of his thighs, and making his

muscles ache with the violence of his efforts. But it was all to

no purpose. The stream was too strong for him. Human thews
could never bear it down. After thirty or forty strokes, he
looked in front of him casually, and saw, to his surprise, not to

say discomfiture, that he was farther away from the yawl than
ever. This was distressing—this was even ignominious ; to any
other man than Hugh Massinger, it would indeed have been
actually alarming. But to Hugh the ignominy was far more
than the peril : he was so filled with the sentimental and
personal side of tho diflBculty—the consciousness that he was
showing himself off to bad advantage before the eyes of two
beautiful girls—that he never even dreamt of the serious danger
of being swept out to sea and there drowned helplessly. He
only thought to himself how ridiculous and futile he must needs
look to that pair of womankind in having attempted with so
light a heart a feat that was utterly beyond his utmost powers.

Vanity is a mighty ruler of men. If Hugh Massinger had
stopped there till he died, he would never have called aloud for

help. Better death with honour, on the damp bed of a muddy

U
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stream, than the shame and sin of confessing one's self openly

beaten in fair fight by a mere insignificant tidal river. It was
Elsie who first recognized the straits ' he was in—for though
love is blind, yet love is sharp-eyed^—and cried out to Warren
Eelf in an agony of fear :

" He can't get back ! The stream's too

much for him ! Quick, quick ! You've not a moment to lose I

Put about the boat at once and save him !

'*

With a hasty glance, Eelf saw she was right, and that Hugh
was unable to battle successfully with the rapid current. Uu
turned the yawl's head with all speed outward, and took a
quick tack to get behind the baffled swimmer and intercept him,

if possible, on his way towards the sea, whither ho was now so

quickly and helplessly drifting.

1^
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CHAPTER IV.

buridan's ass.

FcR a minute the two girls Btood in breathless suspense : then
Warren Eelf, cutting in behind with the yawl, flung out a coil

of rope in a ring towards Hugh with true seafaring dexterity,

so that it struck the water straight in front of his face flat

like a quoit, enabling him to grasp it and haul himself in

without the slightest diflBculty. The help came in the nick of

time, yet most inopportunely. Hugh would have given worlds
just then to be able to disregard his proffered aid, and to swim
ashore by the tree in lordly independence without extraneous
assistance. It is grotesque to throw yourself wildly in, like a
hero or a Leander, and then have to be tamely pulled out again
by another fellow. But he recognized the fact that the struggle

was all in vain, and that the interests of English literature, and
of a well-known insurance oflBce in which he held a small life

policy, imperatively demanded acquiescence on his part in the
friendly rescue. He grasped the rope with a very bad grace
indeed, and permitted Eelf to haul him in, hand over hand, to

the side of the Mud-Turtle.
Yet, as soon as he stood once more on the yawl's deck, drip-

ping and unpicturesque in his clinging clothes, but with honour
safe, and the lost hat now clasped tight in his triumphant right

hand, it began to occur to him that, after all, the little adven-
ture had turned out in its way quite as romantic, not to say
effective, as could have been reasonably expected. He did not
know the current ran so fast, or perhaps he would never have
attempted the Quixotic task of recovering tl t plain straw hat
with the blue ribbon—worth at best half a crown net—from its
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angry eddies
;
yet the very fact that he had exposed himself to

danger, real danger, however unwittingly, on a luJy's behalf,

for 60 Bmall a cause, threw a not unpleasing dash of romance
and ;5entiment into his foolish and foolhardy bit of theatrical

gallantry. To risk your life for a plain straw hat—and for a
lady's sake—smacks, when one comes to think of it, of antique
chivalry. He forgave himself his wet and unbecoming attire, aa

he handed the hat, with as graceful a bow aa circumstances
permitted, from the yawl's side to Winifred Meysey, who
stretched out her hands, all blushes and thanks and apologetio

regrets, from the roots of the poplar by the edge, to receive it.

"And now, Elsie," Hugh cried, with such virile clieerfulnesb

as a man can assume who stauds shivering in wet clothes before

a keen east wind, '* perhaps we'd better make our way at onco
up to "Whitestrand without further delay to change our
garments. Hood makes garments rhyme under similar con-
ditions to 'clinging like cerements,* and I begin to perceive

now the wisdom of his allusion. A very bad rhyme, but very
good reason. They do cling, if you'll permit me to say so—they
cling, indeed, a trifle unpleasantly.—Good-bye for the present.

I'll see you again thi» afternoon in a drier and, I hope, a more
becoming costume.—Miss Meysey, I'm afraid your hat's spoiled.

—Put her about now, Eelf. Let's run up quick. I don't mind
how soon I get to Whitestrand."
Warren Eelf headed the yawl round with the wind, and they

ran merrily before the stiff breeze up stream towards the village.

Meanwhile, Hugh stood still on the deck in his dripping clothes,

smiling as benignly as if nothing had happened, and waving
farewell with one airy hand—in spite of chattering teeth—to

Elsie 5pnd Winifred. The two girls, taken aback by the incident,

looked after them with arms clasped round one another's waists.

Wiiifred was the first to break abruptly the hushed silence of
theii joint admiration.
" Oh, Elsie," she cried, " it was so grand ! Wasn't it just mag-

nificent of him to jump in like that after my poor old straw ? I
never saw anything so lovely in my life. Exactly like the sort

of things one reads about in novels !

"

Elsie smiled a more sober smile of maturer appreciation.
" Hugh's always so," she answered, with proprietary pride in
her manly and handsome and chivalrous cousin. " He invari-

ably does just the right thing at just the right moment ; it's a
way he has. Nobody else has such splendid manners. He's the
dearest, nicest, kindest-hearted fellow " She checked her-
self suddenly, with a flushed face, for she felt her own transports
needed moderating now, and her praise was getting perhaps
somewhat beyond the limits of due laudation as expected from
^usins. A governess, even when she comes from Girton, must
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rise, like Geesar's wife, above suspicion. It must be geoorally
understood in her employer's family, that, though apparently
possessed of a circulating fluid like other people's, she carries

no such compromising and damaging an article as a heart about
with her. And yet, if, as somebody once observed, there's " a
deal of human nature in man," is it not perhaps just equally
true that there's a deal of the self-same perilous commodity in
woman also?

The men made their way up stream to Whitestrand, and
landed at last, with an easy run, beside the little hitlie. At the
village inn—the Fisherman's Best, by W. Stannaway—Hugh
Massinger, in spite of his disreputable dampness, soon obtained
comfortable board and lodging, on Warren Keifs recommenda-
tion. Keif was in the habit of coming to Whiiestrand fre-

quently, and was " well-beknown," as the landlord remarked, to

the entire village, children included, so that any of his friends

were immediately welcome at the qunint old public-house by the
water's edge. For his own part the painter preferred the
freedom of the yawl, where he paid of course neither rent nor
taxes, and came and went at his own free-will ; but as Massinger,
not being a " vagrom man," meant to spend his entire summer
holiday in harness at Whitestrand, he desired to have some
more settled pied-a-terre for his literary labours than the errant
Mud-Turtle.

'

•Til change my clothes in a jiffy," the poet cried to his
friend as he leapt ashore, " and bo back with you at once, a
new creature.—Relf, you'll stop and have some lunch, of course.

—Landlord, we'd like a nice tender steak—you can raise a steak
at Whitestrand, I suppose ?—That's well. Underdone, if you
please.—Just hand me out my portmanteau there.—Thank
you, thank you." And with a graceful bound, he was off to his

room—a low-roofed old chamber on the ground-floor—as airy

and easy as if nothing had ever occurred at all to ruflBe his

temper or disturb the affectedly careless set of his immaculate
collar and his loosely knotted necktie.

In ten minutes he emerged again, as he had predicted, in the
front room, another man—an avatar of glory—resplendent in a
light-brown velveteen coat and Kembrandt cap, that served still

more obviously than ever to emphasize the full nature and
extent of his poetical pretensions. It was a coat that a laureate

might have envied and dreamt about. The man who could
carry such a coat as that could surely have written the whole of
the " Divina Commedia" before breakfast, and tossed off a book
or two of " Paradise Lost" in a brief interval of morning leisure.

"Awfully pretty girl that!" he said as he entered, and
ilrummed on the table with impatient forefinger for the expected
steak ;—" the little one, I mean, of course—not my cousin. Fair,
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too. In some ways I prefer thom fair. Though dark girls have
more go in tlicm, after all, I fancy ; for dark and true and tender

is the North, according to Tennyson. But fair or dark. North
or South, like Horniman's teas, they're ' all good alike,' if you
take them as assorted. And she's charmingly fresh and youth-
ful and naive."

"She's pretty, certainly," "Warren Relf replied, with a certain

amount of unusual stiffness apparent in his manner ;
" but not

anything like so pretty, to my mind, or so graceful either, as

your cousin. Miss Challoner."
" Oh, Elsie's well enough in her own way, no doubt," Hugh

went on, with a smile of expansive admiration. " I like them all

in their own way. I'm nothing, indeed, if not catholic and
eclectic. On the whole, one girl's much the same as another,

if only she gives you the true poetic thrill. As Alfred de
Musset calmly puts it, with delicious French bluntncss, 'Qu'im-
porte le goblet pourvu qu'on a I'ivresse ?

' Do you remember
that delightful student song of Blackie's ?

—

" ' I can like a hundred women

;

I can love a score ;

Only one with heart's devotion
Worship and adore.'

I subscribe to that : all but the last two verses ; about those I'm
not quite so certain. As to loving a score, I've tried it experi-

mentally, and I know I can manage it. But anyway, Elsie's

extremely pretty. I've always allowed she's extremely pretty.

The trouble of it is that she hasn't, unfortunately, got a brass

farthing. Not a sou, not a cent, not a doit, not a stiver. I
don't myself know the precise exchange value of doits and
stivers, but I take them to be something exceptionally frac-

tional. I could rhyme away (without prejudice', to Elsie and
Chelsea and braes of Kelsie, or even at a pinch could briag in

Selsey—you must know Selsey Bill, as you go in for yachting
—if it weren't that I feel how utterly futile and purposeless it

all is when a girl's fortune consists altogether of a negative
quantity in doits and stivers. But the other—Miss Meysey,
now—who's she, I wonder?—Good namo, Meysey. It sounds
like money, and it suggests daisy. There was a Meysey a
banker in the Strand, you know—not very daisy-like, that, is

it?—and another who did something big in the legtd way—

a

judge, I fancy.—He doubtless sat on the royal bench of British

Themis with immense applause (which was instantly sup-
pressed),Band left his family a pot of money. Meysey—lazy-
crazy—hazy. None of them'Il do, you see, for a sonnet but
daisy. How many more Miss Meyseys are there, if any? I
wonder. And if not, has she got a brother ? So pretty a girl

deserves to have tin. If I were a childless, rich old man, I

!t.
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think I'd incontinontly establish and endow lier, jusl to improve
the hcauty and futuro of the race, on the strictest evolutionary

and Darwinian principles."
" Her father's the Squire hero," "Warren Relf replied, with a

somewhat uneasy glance at Hugh, shot sideways. "Ho lords

the manor and a great part of the parish. Wyville Meysey's his

full name. He's rich, they (say, tolerably rich still ; though a
big slice of the estate south of the river has been swallowed up
by the sea, or buried in the sand, or otherwise disposed of. The
pea's encroaching greatly on this coast, you know ; some places,

like Dunwich, have almost all toppled over bodily into the
water, churches included ; while in others, the shifting sand of

the country has just marched over the ground like a conquering
army, pitching its tent and taking up its quarters, to stay, in

the meadows. Old Meysey's lost a lot of land that way, I

believe, on the south side; it's covered by those pretty little

wave-liko sandhills you see over yonder. But north of the river

they say he's all right. That's his place, the house in the fields,

just up beyond the poplar. I dare say you didn't notice it as

we passed, for it's built low—Elizabethan, half hidden in the
trees. All the big houses along the East Coast are always
planned rather squat and flat, to escape the wind, which runs
riot hero in the winter, the natives say, as if it blew out of the
devil's bellows! But it's a fine place, the Hall, for all that, as

places go, down here in Suffolk. The old gentleman's connected
with the bankers in the Strand—some sort of a cousin or other,

more or less distantly removed, I fancy."
*• And the sons ? " Hugh asked, with evident interest, tracking

the subject to its solid kernel.

"The sons? There are none. They had one once, I believe

—a dragoon or hussar—but he was shot, out soldiering in Zulu-
land or somewhere; and this daughter's now the sole living

representative of the entire family."

"So she's an heiress?" Hugh inquired, getting warmer at

last, as children say at Hide-and-seek.
" Ye-es. In her way—no doubt, an heiress.—Not a very big

one, I suppose, but still what one might fairly call an heiress.

She'll have whatever's left to inherit.—You seem very anxious
to know all about her."
" Oh, one naturally likes to know where one stands—before

committing one's self to anything foolish," Hugh murmured
placidly. " And in this wicked world of ours, where heiresses

are scarce—and actions for breach of promise painfully common
—one never knows beforehand where a single false step may
happen to laud one. I've made mistakes before now in my
life; I don't ntean to make another one through insufficient

knowledge, if I can help it."



30 T1J18 MORTAL COIL.

IIo took up a pen that lay upon the table of the little sitting-

room bcfure him, and Logan drawing idly with it some curious
charactors on the back of an onvolope he pulled from his pocket
liolf sat and watched him in silence.

Tresently, Massiiigor began again. " You're verv much shocked
at my Eontiments, I can see," he said quietly, as he glanced with
approval at his careless hieroglyphics.

Ik'lf drew his hand over his beard twice. "Not so much
Blocked as grieved, I think," he replied after a moment's pause.
"Why grieved?"
"Well, because, ^Inssinger, it was impossible for any one who

saw her this morning to doubt that Miss Ghallonor is really in

love with you."
Hugh went on fiddling with the pen and ink and the envelope

nervously. " You tbink so ? " ho asked, with some eagerness in

his voice, after another short pause. "You think she really

likes me?"
" I don't merely think so," Eelf answered with confidence

;

" I'm absolutely certain of it—as sure as I ever was of anything.
Kemember, I'm a painter, and I have a quick eye. She was
deeply moved when she saw you come. It meant a great deal to

her.—I should be sorry to think you would play fast and loose

with any girl's affections."

"It's not the girl's affections I play fast and loose with,"

Massenger retorted lazily. "I deeply regret to say it's very
much more my own I trifle with. I'm not a fool ; but my one
weak point is a too susceptible disposition. I can't help falling

in love—really in love—not merely flirting—^with any nice girl

I happen to be thrown in with. I write her a great many pretty

verses ; I send her a great many charming notes ; I say a great
many foolish things to her; and at the time I really mean them
all. My heart is just at that precise moment the theatre of a
most agreeable and unaffected flutter. I think to myself, * This
time it's serious.' I look at the moon, and feel sentimental. I

apostrophize the fountains, meadows, valleys, hills, and groves
to forebode not any severing of our loves. And then I go away
and reflect calmly, in the solitude of my own chamber, what a
precious fool I've been—for, of course, the girl's always a penni-

less one—I've never had the luck or the art yet to captivate an
heiress ; and when it comes to breaking it all off, I assure you it

costs me a severe wrench, a wrench that I wisli I was sensible

enough to foresee or adequately to guard igainst, on the preven-
tion-better-than-cure principle."

" And the girl ? " Keif asked, with a growing sense of profound
discomfort, for Elsie's face and manner had instantly touched
him.

" The girl," Massinger replied, putting a finishing stroke or
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two to tlio queer formless sketch ho had scrawled upon tho

envolopo, aud fixing it up on tho framo of a cheap lithograph

that hung from a nail upon tho wall opposite; "well, tho girl

probably regrets it also, though not, I sincerely trust, so pro-

foundly as I do. In this case, however, it's a comfort to think

Elsie's only a cousin. Between cousins there can be no harm,
you will readily admit, in a little innocent flirtation."

"It's more than a flirtation to her, I'm sure," Relf answered,
with a dubious shako of tho head. "She takes it all au grand
serieux.—I hope you don't mean to give her one of thcso horrid
wrenches you talk so lightly about?—Why, Massingor, what
on earth is this ? I—I didn't know you could do this sort of

thing!"
lie had walked across carelessly, as he paced the room, to tho

lithograph in whoso framo the poet had slipped tho ba"'' of his

envelope, and ho was regarding tho little addition now Avith eyes

of profound astonishment and wonder. :; Tho picture was a
coarsely executed portrait of a distinguished statesman, reduced
to his shirt-sleeves, and caught in the very act of fellinf, a tree;

and on the scrap of envelope, in exact imitation of the right
honourable gentleman's own familiar signature, Hugh had
written in bold frco letters the striking inscription, "W. E.
Gladstone."
The poet laughed. " Yes, it's not so bad," ho said, regarding

it from one side with parental fondness. " I thought they'd pro-
bably like to have the Grand Old Man's own genuine autograph

;

so I've turned one out for them oflf-hand, as good as real, and twice
as legible. I flatter myself it's a decent copy. I can imitate
anybody's hand at sight.—Look here, for example ; here's your
own." And taking another scrap of paper from a bundle in his

pocket, he wrote with rapid and practised mastery, " Warren H.
Relf" on a corner of the sheet in the precise likeness of the
painter's own largo and flowing handwriting.

Kolf gazed over his shoulder in some surprise, not wholly
unmingled with a faint touch of alarm. " I'm an artist, Mas-
singer," he said slowly, as he scanned it close ; " but I couldn't
do that, no, not if you were to po.y me for it. I could paint
anything you chose to set me, in heaven above, or earth beneath,
or the waters that are under the earth ; but I couldn't make a
decent fac-simile of another man's autograph.—And, do you
know, on the whole, I'm awfully glad that I could never pos-
sibly learn to do it."

Massinger smiled a languid smile. "In the hands of tho
foolish," ho said, addressing his soul to the beefsteak which had
at last arrived, "no doubt such abilities are liable to serious
abuse. But the wise man is an exception to all rules of life : he
can safely be trusted with edge-tools. We do well in refusing

^SSSBKmmm



32 THIS MORTAL COIL.

firearms to tbildron : grown people can employ them properly.

I'm never afraid of any faculty or kno^vledgo on earth I possess.

I know seventeen distinct ways of cheating at loo, without the
possibility of a mo.'rient's detection, and yet that doesn't prevent
me, whenever I play, from being most confoundedly out of

pocket by it. The man who distrusts himself must be conscious
of weakness. Depend upon it, no amount of knowledge ever

hurts those who reposo implicit confidence in their own prudence
and their own sagacity."

CHAPTER V.
ft

ELECTIVE AFFINITIES.

The Girton governess of these latter days stands on a very
different footing indeed in the family from the forty-pound-a-
year-and-all-found young person who instructed youth as a final

bid for life in the last generation. She ranks, in fact, in the
unwritten table of precedence with the tutor who has been a
university man ; and, as the outward and visible sign of her
superior position, she dines with the rest of the household at

seven-thirty, instead of taking an early dinner in the school-

room with her junior pupils off hashed mutton and rice-

pudding at half-past one. Elsie Ohalloner had been a Girton
girl. She was an orphan, left with little in the world but her
brains and her good looks to found her fortune upon ; and she
had wisely invested her whole small capital in getting herself an
education which would enable her to earn herself in after life a
moderate livelihood. In the family at Whitestrand, where she
had lately come, she lived far more like a friend than a gover-

ness : the difference in years between herself and Winifred was
not extreme ; and the two girls, taking a fancy to one another
from the very first, became companions at once, so intimate
together that Elsie could hardly with an effort now and again
bring herself to exert a little brief authority over the minor
details of Winifred's conduct. And, indeed, the modern
governess, though still debarred the possession of a heart, is

now no longer exactly expected to prove herself in everything a
moral dragon : she is permitted to recognize the existence of

human instincts in the world we inhabit, and not even forbidden
to concede at times the abstract possibihty that either she or
her pupils might conceivably get married to an eligible person,

should the eligible person at the right moment chance to
present himself, with the customary credentials as to position

and prospects.
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*' I wonder, Elsie," Winifred said, after lunch, " whether your

cousin will really come up this afternoon? Perhaps he won't

now, alter that dreadful wotting. I dare say, as he only came
down in the yawl, he hasn't got another suit of clothes with

him. I shouldn't be surprised if he had to go to bed at the inn,

tt8 Mr. Eelf docs, while they dry his things for him by the

kitchen fire I IMr. Eelf never brings more, they say, than his

one blue jersey."
" That's not like Hugh," Elsie answered confidently. " Hugh

wouldn't go anywhere, by sea or land, without proper clothes

for every possible civilized contingency. He's not a fop, you
know—he's a man all over—but he dresses nicely and appro-

Eriately always. You should just see him in evening clothes;

e's simply beautiful then. They suit him splendidly."
" So I should think, dear," Winifred answered with warmth.—" I wonder, Elsie, whether papa and mamma will like your

cousin ?
"

"It's awfully good of you, darling, to think so much of what
sort of reception my cousin gets," Elsie replied, with a kiss, in

perfect innocence. (Winifred blushed faintly.) " But, of course,

your papa and mamma are sure to like him. Everybody always

% does like Hugh. There's something about him that insures

success. He's a universal favourite, wherever he goes. He's so

clever and so nice, and so kind and so sympathetic. I never
met anybody else so sympathetic as Hugh. He knows exactly

beforehand how one feels about everything, and makes allow-

ances so cordially for all one's little private sentiments. I

suppose that's the poetic temperament in him. Poetry must
mean at bottom, I should think, keen insight into the emotions
of others."

"But not always power of responding sympathetically to

those emotions.—Look, for example, at such a case as Goethe's,"
a clear voice said from the other side of the hedge. They were
walking along, as they often walked, with arms clasped round
one another's w^aists, just inside the grounds, close to the foot-

path that led across the fields ; and only a high fence of privet
and dog-rose separated their confidences from the ear of thelfor-

tuitous public on the adjoining footpatlu So Hugh had come up,
unawares from behind, and overheard their confidential chit-chat!
How far back had he overheard ? Elsie wondered to herselt If
he had caught it all, she would be so ashamed of herself I

" Hugh I " she cried, running on to the little wicket gate to
meet him. " I'm so glad you've come. It's delightful to see you.
But oh, you must have thought us two dreadful little sillies.—How much of our conversation did you catch, I wonder ?

"

" Only the last sentence," Hugh answered lightly, taking both
her hands in his and kissing her a quiet cousinly kiss on her

i
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smooth broad forehead. " Just that about poetry meaning keen
insight into the emotions of others ; so, if you were saying any ill

about me, my child, or bearing false witness against your neigh-

bour, you may rest assured at any rate that I didn't hear it.

—

Good-morning, Miss Meysey. I'm recovered, you see : dried and
clothed and in my right mind—at least, I hope so. I trust the

hat is the same also."

Winifred held out a timid small hand. " It's all right, thank
you," she said, with a sudden flush ;

" but I shall never, never
wear it again, for all that. I couldn't bear to. I don't think you
ought to have risked your life for so very little."

" A life's nothing where a lady's concerned," Hugh answered
airily, with a mock bow. " But indeed you give me credit for

too much gallantry. My life was not in question at all ; I only
risked a delightful bath, which was somewhat impeded by an
unnecessarily heavy and awkward bathing-dress.—What a
sweet place this is, Elsie; bo flowery and bowery, when you
get inside it. The little lane with the roses overhead seems
created after designs by Birket Foster. From outside, I confess,

to a casual observer the first glimpse of East Anglian scenery is

by no means reassuring."

They strolled up slowly together to the Hall door, where the
senior branches were seated on T-hc '...v.ii, under the shade of

the one big spreading lime-tree, enjoying the delicious coolness

of the breeze as it blew in fresh from the open ocean. Elsie won-
dered how Hugh and the Squire would get on together ; but her
wonder indeed was little needed; for Hugh, as she had said,

always got on admirably with everybody everywhere. He had
a way of attacking people instinctively on their strong point

;

and in ten minutes, he and the Squire were fast friends, united
by firm ties of common loves and common animosities. They
were both Oxford men—at whatever yawning interval of time,

that friendly link forms always a solid bond of union between
youth and age ; and both had been at the same college, Oriel.

"I dare say you know my old rooms," the Squire observed, with
s meditative sigh. "They looked out over FMows' Quad, and
had a rhyming Latin hexameter on a pane .f tained glass in
one of the bay windows."
"I know them well," Hugh answered, with .; r-dng smile of

genuine pleasure—for he loved Oxford with a iovc passing the
love of her ordinary children. "A friend of mine had them in
my time. And I remember the line :

* Oxoniam quare venisti

l^remeditare.* An excellent leonine, as leonines go, though
iimp in its quantity.—Bo you know, I fell in love with that
pane so greatly, that I had a wire framework made to put over
it, for fear some fellows should smash it some night, flinging
about oranges at a noisy wine-party."
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Prom Oxford, they Boon got off npon Suffolk, tod the en-

croachment of the sea, and the blown sands ; and then the Squire

insisted upon taking Hugh for a tour du propri^taire round the

whole estate, with running comments upon the wasting of the

foreshore and the abominable remissness of the Board of Admi-
ralty in not erecting proper groynes to protect the interests of

coast-wise proprietors. Hugh listened to it all with his grave
face of profound sympathy and lively interest, putting in from
time to time an acquiescent remark confirmatory of the wicked-

ness of government officials in general, and of the delinquent

Board of Admiralty in particular.

"^olian sands!" he said once, with a lingering cadence,

rolling the words on his tongue, as the Squire paused by the big
poplar of that morning's adventure to point him out the blown
dunes on the opposite shore—"^olian sands! Is that what
they call them? How very poetical! What a lovely word to

put in a sonnet ! ^olian—just the very thing of all others to

go on all-fours with an adjective like Tmolian ?—So it swallowed
up forty acres of prime salt-marsh pasture—did it, really ? That
must have been a very serious loss indeed. Forty acres of prime
salt-marsh ! I suppose it was the sort of laud covered with tall

rank reedy grasses, where you feed those magnificent rough-
coated, lonp;-horned, Highland-looking cattle we saw this

morning ? Splendid beasts : most picturesque and regal. * Bulls
that walk the pastures in kingly-flashing coats,' George Mere-
dith would call them. We passed a lot of them as we cruised
up stream to-day to Whitestrand.—And the sand has absolutely
overwhelmed and wasted it all ? Dear me ! dear me ! What a
terrible calamity ! It was the Admiralty's fault ! Might make
a capital article out of that to bully the government in the
Morning Telephone."

" If you did, my dear sir," the Squire said warmly, with an
ajjpreciative nod, "you'd earn the deepest gratitude of every
owner of property in the county of Suffolk, and indeed along
the whole neglected East Coast. The way we've been treated
and abused, I assure you, has been just scandalous—simply
scandalous. Governments, buff or blue, have all alike behaved
to us with incredible levity. When the present disgraceful
administration, for example, came into power "

Hugh never heard the remainder of that impassioned harangue,
long since delivered with profound gusto on a dozen distinct
election platforms. He was dimly awiire of the Squire's voice,
pouring forth denunciation of the powera that be in strident
tones and measured sentences ; but he didn't listen ; his soul was
occupied in two other far more congenial pursuits : one of them,
watching Elsie and Winifred with Mrs. Meysey; the other,
trying to find a practical use for ^olian sands in conneotion
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with his latest projected eroic poem on the Burial of Alario.

^olian ; dashes : Tmolian ; abashes : not a bad substratum, that,

he flattered himself, for the thunderous lilt of his opening
stanza.

It was not till the close of the afternoon, however, that he
could snatch a few seconds alone with Elsie. They wandered
off by themselves then, near the water's edge, among the thick

shrubbery ; and Hugh, sitting down in a retired spot under the
lee of a sheltering group of guelder-roses, took his pretty cousin's

hands for a moment in his own, and looking down into her great

dark eyes with a fond look, cried laughingly, " Ob, Elsie, Elsie,

this is just what I've been longing for all day long. I thought
I should never manage to get away from that amiable old bore,

with his encroachments, and his mandamuses, and his groynes,

and his interlocuto:rs. As far as I could understand him, he
wants to get the Board of Admiralty, or the Court of Chancery,
or somebody else high up in station, to issue instructions to the
east wind not to blov/ ^olian sands in future over his sacred
property. It's too grotesque : quite, quite too laughable. He's
trying to bring an action for trespass against the German Ocean.

* Will ye bridle the deep sea with reina ? will ye chasten the high sea with
rods?

Will ye take her to chain her with chains who is older than all ye gods ?

'

Or will you get an injunction against her in due form on
stamped paper from the Lord Chief Justice of England ? Canute
tried it on, and found it a failure. And all the time, while the
good old soul was moaning and droning about his drowned
land, there was I, jast sighing and groaning to get away to a
convenient corner with a pretty little cousin of mine with whom
I had urgent private affairs of my own to settle.—My dear Elsie,

Suffolk agrees with you. You're looking this moment simply
charming."

" It's your own fault, Hugh," Elsie answered, with a blush,

never heeding overtly his last strictly personal observation.

"You shouldn't make yourself so universally delightful. I'm
sure I thought, by the way you talked with Mm, you were
absolutely absorbed in the wasting of the cliff, and personally
affronted by the aggressive east wind. I was just beginning to

get quite jealous of the encroachments.—For you know, Hugh,
it's such a real pleasure to me always to see you."

She spoke tenderly, with the innocent openness of an old
acquaintance; and Hugh, still holding her hand in his own,
leaned forward with admiration in his sad dark eyes, and put
out his face close to hers, as he had always done since they were
children together. "One kiss, Elsie," he said persuasively.

—

"Quick, my 3hild; we may ha^e no other chance. Those
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Gather yedreadful old bores will stick to us like leeches,

roses while you may : Old Time is still a-flying.'
"

Elsie drew back her face half in alarm. "No, no, Hugh,"
she cried, struggling with him for a second. "We're both

growing too old for such nonsense now. Remember, we've ceased

long ago to be children."
" But as a cousin, Elsie," Hugh said, with a wistful look that

belied his words.
Else preferred in her own heart to be kissed by Hugh on

diflferent grounds; but she did not say so. She held up her
face, however, with a rather bad grace, and Hugh pressed it to

his own tenderly. " That's paradise, mj iiouri," he murmured
low, looking deep into lier beautiful liquid eyes.

" son of my uncle, that was paradise indeed ; but that was
not like a cousin," she answered, with a faint attempt to echo his

plaj fulness, as she withdrew, blushing.

Hugh laughed, and glanced idly round him with a merry look
at the dancing water. " You may call it what you like," he
whispered, with a deep gaze into her big dark pupils. " I don't

care in what capacity on earth yon. consider yourself kissed, so
long as you still permit mo to kiss you."

For ten minutes they sat there talking—saying those thousand-
and-one sweet empty things that young people say to one another
under such circumstances—have not wo all been young, and do
not we all well know them ?—and then Elsie rose with a sigh of
regret. "I think," she s 'd, " we mustn't stop here alone any
longer

;
perhaps Mrs. Meysey wouldn't like it."

" Oh, bother Mrs. Meysey !

" Hugh cried, with an angry side-

ward toss of his head. " These old people are a terrible nuisance
in the world. I wish we could get a law passed by a triumphant
majority that at forty everybody was to be promptly throttled,

or at least transported. There'd be some hope of a little peace
and enjoyment in the world then."

" Oh, but, Hugh, Mrs. Meysey's just kindness
know she'll let you come and see me ever so often,

lunch I might go out on the water or anywhere I
ever I chose, any time with my cousin."

"A very sensible, reasonable, intelligent old lady," Hugh
answered approvingly, with a mollified nod. " I wish they were
all as wise in their generation. The profession of chaperon, like
most others, has been overdone, and would be all the better now
for a short turn of judicious thinning.—But, Elsie, you've told
them I was a cousin, I see. that's quite right. Have you ex-
plained to them in detail the precise remoteness of our actual
relationship ?

"

Elsie's lip quivered visibly. "No, Hugh," she answered.
" But why ? Does it matter ?

"

itself, and 1
She said at

liked, when-
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'* Not at all—not at all. Very mnch the contrary. I'm glad
you didn't. It's bettor so. If I were you, my child, I think, do
you know, I'd allow them to believe, in a quiet sort of way

—

unless, of course, they ask you point-blank, that you and I are
first-cousins. It facilitates social intercourse considerably.

Cousinhood's such a jolly indefinite thing, one may as well

enjoy as long as possible the full benefit of its charming
vagueness."

" But, Hugh, is it right ? Do you think I ought to?—T mean,
oughtn't I to let them know at once, just for that very reason,

how slight the relationship really is between us? "

" The relationship is not slight," Hugh answered with warmth,
darting an eloquent glance deep down into her eyes. "The
relationship's a great deal closer, indeed, than if it were a much
nearer one.—That may be paradox, but it's none the less true,

for all that.—Still, it's no use arguing a point of casuistry with
a real live Girton girl. You know as much about ethics as I do,

and a great deal more into the bargain. Only, a cousin's a
cousin anyhow ; and I for my part wouldn't go out of my way
to descend gratuitously into minute genealogical particulars of
once, twice, thrice, or ten times removed, out of pure puritanism.
These questions of pedigree are always tedious. What subsists

all through is the individual fact that I'm Hugh, and you're

Elsie, and that I love you dearly—of course with a purely
cousinly degree of devotion."

" Hugh, you needn't always flourish that limitation in my face,

like a broomstick."
" Caution,my dear child—mere ingrained caution—the solitary

resource of poverty and wisdom. What's the good of loving you
dearly on any other grounds, I should like to know, as long as
poetry, divine poetry, remains a perfect drug in the publishing
market ? A man and a girl can't live on bread and cheese and
the domestic affections, can they, Elsie? Very well, then, for

the present we are both free. If ever circumstances should turn
out differently " The remainder of that sentence assumed
a form inexpressible by the resources of printer's ink, even with
the aid of a phonetic spelling.

When they turned aside from the guelder-roses at last with
crimson faces, they strolled side by side up to the house once
more, talking about the weather or some equally commonplace
and uninteresting subject, and joined the Meyseys under the big
tree. The Squire had disappeared, and Winifred came out to

meet them on the path. "Mamma says, Mr. Massinger," she
began timidly, "we're going a little picnic all by ourselves on the
river to-morrow—up among the sandhills papa was showing you.
They're a delicious place to picnic in, the sandhills; and mamma
thinks perhaps you wouldn't mind coming to join us, and
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bringing your friend the artist with you. But I dare say you won't
care to come : there'll be only ourselves—just a family party."

" My tastes are catholic," Hugh answered jauntily. " I love

all innocent amusements—and most wicked ones. There's

nothing on earth I should enjoy as much as a picnic in the sand-
hills.—You'll bo coming too, of course, won't you, Elsie ?—Very
well, then. I'll bring Relf, and the Mud-Turtle to boot. I know
ho wants to go mud-painting himself. He may as well take us
all up in a body."
" We shall do nothing, you know," Winifred cried apologeti-

cally. " We shall only just sit on the sandhills and talk, or
pick yellow horned-poppies, and throw stones into the sea, and
behave ourselves generally like a pack of idlers."

"(That'll exactly suit me," Hugh replied, with a smile. " My
most marked characteristics are indolence and the practice of
the Christian virtues. I hate the idea that wl.en people invite

their friends to a feast they're bound to do something or other
definite to amuse them. It's an insult to one's intelligence; it's

degrading one to the level of innocent childhood, which has to

bo kept engaged with Blindman's Buff and an unlimited supply
of Everton toffee, for fear it should bore itself with its own in-

anity. On that ground, I consider music and games at suburban
parties the resource of incompetence. Sensible people find

enough to amuse them in one another's society, without playing
dumb crambo or asking riddles. Relf and I will find more than
enough, I'm snro, to-morrow in yours and Elsie's."

He shook hands with them all round and raised his' hat in

farewell with that inimitable grace which was Hugh Massinger's
peculiar property. When ho left the Hall that afternoon, he
left four separate conquests behind him. The Squire thought
this London newspaper fellow was a most sensible, right-minded,
intelligent young man, with a head on his shoulders, and a com-
plete comprehension of the rights and wrongs of the intricate

riparian proprietors' question. Mrs. Meysey thought Elsie's

cousin was most polite and attentive, as well as an extremely
high-principled and excellent person. (Ladies of a certain age
are always strong on the matter of principles, which they discuss
as though they wore a definitely measurable quantity, like money
or weight or degrees Fahrenheit.) Winifred thought Mr.
Massinger was a bom poet, and oh, so nice and kind and
appreciative. Elsie thought dear darling Hugh was just the
same good, sweet, sympathetic old friend and ally and comforter
as ever. And they all four united in thinking he was ver^
handsome, very clever, very brilliant, and very delightful.

As for Hugh, he thought to himself, as he sauntered back by
the rose-bordered lane to the village inn, that the Squire was a
most portentous and heavy old nuisance; that Mrs. Wyville
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Meysey was a comic old creature ; that Elsie was really a most
charming girl ; and that Winifred, in spite of her bread-and-
butter blushes, wasn't half bad, after all—for an heiress.

The Ljiress is apt to be plain and forbidding. She is not fair

to outward view, as many maidens be. Her beauty has solid,

not to say strictly metallic qualities, and resides principally in

a safe at her banker's. To have tracked down an heiress who
was also pretty was indeed, Hugh felt, a valuable discovery.

When he reached the inn, he found Warren Eelf just returned
from a sketching expedition up the tidal flats. " Well, Relf,"

he cried, "you see me triumphant. I've been reconnoitring

Miss Meysey's outposts, with an ultimate view to possible siege

operations. To judge by the first results of my reconnaissance,

she seems a very decent sort of little girl in her own way. If

sonnets will carry her by storm, I don't mind discharging a few
cartloads of them from a hundred-ton-gun point-blank at her
outworks. Most of them can be used again, of course, in case of

need, in another campaign, if occasion offers."

" And Miss Challoner ?" Relf su'^gested, with some reproof in

his tone. " Was she there too ? Have you seen her also ?
"

" Yes, Elsie was there," the poet answered unconcernedly, as
he rang the bell for a glass of soda-water. " Elsie was there,

looking as charming and as piquante and as pretty as ever;
and, by Jove ! she's the cleverest and brightest and most amusing
girl I ever met anywhere up and down in England. Though
she's my own cousin, and it s me that says it, as oughtn't to say
it, she's a credit to the family. I like Elsie. At times, I've

almost half a mind, upon my soul, to fling prudence to the
winds, and ask her to come and accept a share of my poor crust
in my humble garret.—But it won't do, you know—it won't do.

Sine Cerere et Baccho,friget Venus. Either I must make a fortune
at a stroke, or I must marry a girl with a fortune ready made
to my hand already. Love in a cottage is all very well in its

way, no doubt, with roses and eglantine—whatever eglantine
may be—climbing round the windows ; but love in a hovel

—

which is the plain prose of it in these hard times—can't be
considered either pretty or poetical. Unless some Columbus of
a critic, cruising through reams of minor verse, discovers my
priceless worth somo day, and divulges me to the world, there's

no chance of my ever being able to afford anything so good and
sweet as Elsie.—But the other one's a nice sir all girl of her
sort too. I think for my part I fehall alter and amend those
quaint little verses of Blackie's a bit—make 'em run

:

' I can like a hundred women
;

I can love a score
;

Only with a heart's devotion
Worship three or four.'

"
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Relf laughed merrily in spite of himself.
Massinger went on mnsing in an undertone :

" Not tlmt I
like the first and third lines as they stand, at all : a careful
versifier would have insisted upon rhyming them. I should
have made * devotion * chime in with * ocean,' or ' lotion,' or
• Goshen/ or * emotion,' or something of that sort, to polish it

up a bit. There's very good business to be got out of * emotion,'

if you work it properly; but ' ocean' comes in handy, too, down
here at Whitestrand. I'll dress it up into a bit of verse this

evening, I think, for Elsie—or the other girl.—Winifred's her
Christian name. Hard case, Winifred. * Been afraid ' is only
worthy of Browning, who'd perpetrate anything in the way of
a rhyme to save himself trouble. Has a false Ingoldsby gallop
of verse about it that I don't quite like. Winnie's comparatively
easy, of course : you've got ' skinny ' and * finny,' and • Minnie

'

and 'spinney.' But Winifred's a very hard case indeed.
•Winnie' and 'guinea' are good enough rhymes; but not
quite new : they've been virtually done before by Rossetti, you
know:

' Lazy, laughing, languid Jenny,
Fond of a kiss and fond of a guinea.'

But I doubt if I could ever consent to make lovo to a girl

whose name's so utterly and atrociously unmanageable as plain

Winifred.—Now, Mary—there's a name for you, if you like:

with * fairy ' and * airy,' and * chary ' and * vagary,' and all sorts

of other jolly old-world rhymes to go with it. Or, if you want
to be rural, you can bring in * dairy '—do the pretty-milkmaid
business to perfection. But 'Winifred'—'bin afraid'—the
thing's impossible. It compels you to murder the English
language. I wouldn't demean myself—or I think it ought to

be by rights bemean myself-rby writing verses to her with such
a name as that.—^I shall send them to Elsie, who, afLer all,

deierves them more, and will be flattered with the attention

into the bargain."

At ten o'clock, he came out once more from his own room to

the little parlour, where Warren Relf was seated " cooking " a
sky in one ot his hasty seaside sketches. He had an envelope
in his hand, and a hat on his head. " Where are you off?

"

Relf asked carelessly.
" Oh, just to the post," Hugh Massinger answered, with a gay

nod. "I've finished my new batch of verses on the ocean-
emotion—potion—devotion theme, and I'm sending them off, all

hot from the oven, to my cousin Elsie.—They're not bad in their

way. I like them myself. I shall print them, I think, in next
week's Athenosum.
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CHAPTER VI. ;

. WniOH LADY?

Hugh found the day among the sandhills simply delightfal
He had said with truth he loved all innocent pleasures, for his
was one of those sunny, many-sided, aesthetic natures, in spito
of its underlying tinge of pessimism and sadness, that throw
themselves with ardour into every simple country delight, and
find deep enjoyment in trees and flowers and waves and scenery,
in the scent of new-mown hay and the song of birds, and in
social intercourse with beautiful women. Warren Eelf had
readily enough fallen in with Hugh's plan for their day's outing;
for Warren Belf in his turn was human too, and at a first glance
he had been greatly taken with Hugh's pretty cousin, the dark-
eyed Girton girl. His possession of the Mud'Turtle gave him
for the moment a title to respect, for a yacht's a yacht, however
tiny. So he took them all up together in the yawl to the foot
of the sandhills; and while Mrs. Meysey and the girls were
unpacking the hampers and getting lunch ready on the white
slopes of the drifted dunes, he sat down by the shore and
sketched a little bit of the river foreground that exactly suited
his own peculiar style—an islet of mud, rising low from the bed
of the sluggish stream, crowned with purple sea-aster and
white-flowered scurvy-grass, and backed by a slimy bed of tidal

ooze, that shone with glancing rays of gold and crimson in the
broad flood of the reflected sunlight.

Elsie was very happy, too, in her way ; for had she not Hugh
all the time by her side, and was she not wearing the ardent
verses she had received from him b/ post that very morning,
inside her dress, pressed close against her heart, and rising and
falling with every pulse and flutter of her bosom? To him, the
handicraftsman, they were a mere matter of ocean, and potion,

and lotion, and devotion, strung together on a slender thread of

pretty conceit; but to her, in the innocent ecstasy of a first

great love, they meant more than words could possibly utter.

She could not thank him for them; her pride and delight

went too deep for that; and even were it otherwise, she had no
opportunity. But once, while they stood together by the

sounding sea, with Winifred by their side, looking critically at

the picture Warren Belf had sketched in hasty ^outline, and
began to colour, she found an occasion to let the poet know, by
a graceful allusion, she had received his little tribute of verse

in safety. As the painter with a few dainty strokes filled in the

I

;•*
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floating iridescent tints upon the sunlit ooze, she murmured
aloud, as if quoting from some well-known poem

"Bed strands that faintly fleck and Bnot
The tawny flood thy banks enfold

;

A woof of Tyrian purple, shot
Through cloth of gold."

Ilugh looked up at her appreciatively with a smilo of recog-

nition. They were his own verses, out of the Song of the Char
he had written and posted to her the night before. "Mere
faint Swinburnian echoes, nothing worth," he murmured low in

a deprecating aside ; but he was none the less flattered at the
delicate attention, for all that. " And how clever of her, too,"

he thought to himself with a faint thrill, " to have pieced them
in so deftly with the subject of the picture ! After all, she's a
very intelligent girl, Elsie I A man might go further and faro

worse—if it were not for that negative quantity in doits and
stivers."

Warren Eelf looked up also with a quick glance at the dark-
eyed girl. " You're right, Miss Challoner," he said, steeling a
lover's side-look at the iridescent peacock hues upon the gleam-
ing mud. " It shines like opal. No precious stono on earth
could be lovelier than that. Few people have tho eye to see

beauty in a flat of tidal mud liko the one I'm painting ; but
cloth of gold and Tyrian purple are the only words one could
possibly find to express in fit language the glow and glory of its

exquisite colouring. If only I could put it on canvas now, as

you've put it in words, even the Hanging Committee of tho
Academy, I believe—hard-hearted monsters—would scarcely l)e

stony enough to dream of rejecting it."

Elsie smiled. How every man reads things his own way, by
the light of his own personal interests ! Hugh had seen she was
trying to thank him unobtrusively for his copy of verses;

Warren Relf had only found in her apt quotation a passing
criticism on his own little water-colour.

After lunch, the two seniors, the Squire and Mrs. Meysey,
manifested the distinct desire of middle age for a quiet digestion
in the shade of the sandhills; and the four younger folks,

nothing loth to be free, wandered off in pairs at their own sweet
will along the bank of the river. Hugh took Elsie for his

companion at first, while Warren Eelf had to put himself off for

the time being with the blue-eyed Winifred. Now Relf hated
blue eyes. "13ut we must arrange it like a set of Lancers,"
Hugh cried with an easy flourish of his graceful hand; "at the
end of tho figure, set to corners and change partners." Elsie

might have felt half jealous for a moment at this equitable

suggestion, if Hugh hadn't added to her in a lower tone, and
with his sweetest smile: "I mustn't monopolize you all tho
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afternoon, yon know, Elsie ; Bolf mnst have his inniogs too ; I

can see by his face he's just dying to talk to you."
" I'd rather a great deal talk with you, Hugh," Elsie mnr-

muiod gently, looking down at the sands with an apparently
sudden geological interest in their minute composition.

" I'm proud to hear it ; so would I," Hugh answered gallantly.

"But we mustn't be selfish. I hate soltishness. I'll sacrifice

myself by-and-by on the altar of fraternity to give llelf a turn
in due season. Meanwhile, Elsie, let's be happy together while
we can. Moments like those don't come to one often in the
course of a lifetime. They're as rare as rubies and as all good
things. When they do come, I prize them far too much to

think of wasting them in petty altercation."

They strolled about among the undulating dunes for an hour
or more, talking in that vague emotional way that young men
and maidens naturally fall into when they walk together by the
shore of the great deep, and each very much pleased with the
other's society, as usually happens under similar circumstances.
The dunes were indeed a lovely place for flirting in, as if made
for the purpose—high billowy hillocks of blown sand, all white
and firm, and rolling like chalk downs, but matted together

underfoot with a tussocky network of spurges and campions
and soldanella convolvulus. In the tiny combes and valleys in

between, where tall reed-like grasses made a sort of petty

imitation jungle, you could sit dow^ unobserved under the lee

of some mimic range of mountair nd take your ease in an
enchanted garden, like sultans a iltanas of the "Arabian
Nights," without risk of intrusion. The sea tumbled in gently

on one side upon the long white beach ; the river ran on the

other just within the belt of blown sandhills; and wedged
between the two, in a long line, the barrier ridge of miniature

wolds stretched away for miles and miles in long perspective

towards the southern horizon. It was a lotus-eating place, to lie

down and dream and make love in for ever. As Hugh sat there

idly with Elsie by his side under the lee of the dunes, he
wondered the Squire could ever have had the bad taste to object

to the generous east wind which had overwhelmed his miserable

utilitarian salt-marsh pastures with this quamt little fairyland

of tiny knolls and Liliputian valleys. For his own part, Hugh
was duly grateful to that unconscious atmospheric landscape

gardener for his admirable additions to the flat Suffolk scenery

;

he wanted nothing better or sweeter in life than to lie here for

ever stretched at his ease in the sun, and talk of poetry and love

with Elsie.

At the end of an hour, however, he roused himself sturdily.

Life, says the philosopher, is not all beer and skittles ; nor is it all

poetry and dalliance either. " Stern duty sways our lives against

»*
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our will," say tlio " Echoes from Callimachus." It's all very well,

at odd moments, to sport with Amaryllis in the shade, or with
tho tanplcs of Ncrcra's hair—for a reasonable period. But if

Amaryllis has no money of her own, or if Neajra is a penniless

governess in a country-house, the wise man must sacrifice

sentiment at last to solid advantages ; ho must quit Amaryllis
in search of Phyllis, or reject Nesera in favour of Vera, that
opulent virgin, who has lands and houses, messuages and tene-

ments, stocks and shares, and is a ward in Chancery. Face to

face with such a sad necessity, Hvgh now found himself. Ha
was really grieved that the circumstances of tlie case compelled
him to tear himself unwillingly away from Elsie; he was so
thoroughly enjoying himself in his own pet way; but duty,
duty—duty before everything! The slave of duty jumped up
with a start.

'' My dear child," he exclaimed, glancing hastily at his watch,
" Eelf will really never forgive me. I'm sure it's time for us to

set to corners and change partners. Not, of course, that I want
to do it myself. For two people who are not engaged, I think
we've had a very snug little time of it here together, Elsie. But
a bargain's a bargain, and Belf must be inwardly grinding his

teeth at me.—Let's go and meet tliem."

Elsie roso more slowly and wistfully. " I'm never so happy
anywhere, Hugh," she said with a lingering cadence, " as when
you're v ith me."

" And yet we are not engaged," Hugh went on in a meditative
murmur—" we're not engaged. We're only cousins I For mere
cousins, our cousinly solicitude for one another's welfare is

truly touching. If all families were only as united as ours,

now ! interpreters of prophecy would not have far to seek for

tho date of the millennium. Well, well, instructress of youth,
we must look out for these other young people ; and if I were
you, experience would suggest to me the desirability of not
coming upon them from behind too unexpectedly or abruT^tly.

A fellow-feeling makes us wondrous kind. Belf is young. ' ud
the pretty pupil is by no means unattractive."

" I'd trust Winifred as implicity " Elsie began, and broke
off suddenly.

" As you'd trust yourself," Hugh put in, with a little quiet
irony, completing her sentence. " No doubt, no doubt ; 1 can
readily believe it. But even yon and I—who are staider and
older, and merely cousins—wouldn't have cared to be disturbed
too abruptly just now, yon know, when we were pulling solda-

nellas to pieces in concert in the hollow down yonder. I shall

climb to the top of the big sandhill there, and from that specular
mount—as Satan remarks in " Paradise Kegained "—I shall spy
from afar where Belf has wandered off to with the immaculate
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Winifred.—Ah, there they are, over yonder by the beach, look-

ing for pebbles or Bomething

—

1 suppose amber. Let's go over
to them, Elsie, and change partners. Common politeness

compels one, of coarse, to pay some attention to one's host's

daughter."
As they strolled away again, with a change of partners, back

towards the spot where Mrs. Meysey was somewhat anxiously
awaiting them, Hugh and Winifred turned their talk casually

on Elsie's manifold charms and excellences. ."She's a sweet,

isn't she?" Winifred cried to her new acquaintance in enthu-
siastic appreciation. " Did you ever :n your life meet anybody
like her?"
"No, never," Hugh answered' with] candid praise. Candour

was always Hugh's special cue. " She's a dear, good girl, and
I like her immensely. I'm proud of her too. The only inherit-

ance I ever received from my family is my cousinship to Elsie

;

and I duly prize it as my sole heirloom from fifty generations
of penniless Massingers."

" Then you're very fond of her, Mr. Massinger? "

" Yes, very fond of her. When a man's only got one relative

in the world, he naturally values that uniqu > possession far

more than those who have a couple of dozen or so of all sexes

and ages, assorted. Some people suffer from too much family

;

my misfortune is that, being a naturally affectionate man, I
suffer from too little. It's the old case of the one ewe lamb

;

Elsie is to me my brothers and my sisters, and my cousins and
my aunts, all rolled into one, like the supers at the theatre."

" And are you and she " Winifred began timidly. All

girls are naturally inquisitive on that important question.

Hugh broke her off with a quick, little laugh. " Oh dear no,

nothing of the sort," he answered hastily, in his jaunty way.
" We're not engaged, if that's what you mean. Miss Meysey ; nor
at all likely to be. Our affection, though profound, is of the
brotherly and sisterly order only. It's much nicer so, of course.

When people are engaged, they're always looking forward with
yearning and longing and other unpleasant internal feelings,

much enlarged upon in Miss Virginia Gabriel's songs, to a
delusive future. When they're simply friends, or brothers and
sisters, they can enjoy their friendship or their fraternity in the
present tense, without for ever gazing ahead with wistful eyes
towards a distant and ever-receding horizon."

"But why need it recede?" Winifred asked innocently.
" Why need it recede ? Ah, there you pose me. Well, it

needn't, of course, among the rich and the mighty. If people
are swells, and amply provided for by their godfathers and god-
mothers at their baptism, or otherwise, they can marry at once

;

bnt the poor and the struggling—that's Elsie and me. you

r
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know. Miss Meysey—the poor and the Rtrnggling get engaged
foolishly, and hope and hope for a humble cottage—the poetical

cottage, all draped with roses and wild honeysuckle, and the
well-attired woodbine—and toil and moil and labour exceed-

ingly, and find the cottage receding, receding, receding still,,

away off in the distance, while they plough their way through
the hopeless years, just as the horizon recedes for ever before

you when you steer straight out for it in a boat at sea. The
moral is—poor folk should not indulge in the luxury of hearts,

and should wrap themselves up severely in their own interests,

till they're wholly and utterly and irretrievably selfish."

"And are you selfish, I wonder, Mr. Massinger ?

"

" I try to be, of course, from a sense of duty ; though Fm
afraid I make a very poor hand at it. I was born with a heart,

and do what I will, I cau't quite stifie that irrepressible natural
organ.—But I take it all out, I believe, in the end, in writing
yerses."

" You sent Elsie some verses this morning," Winifred broke
out in an artless way, as if she wore merely stating a common
fact of every-day experience.

Hugh had some difficulty in suppressing a start, and in

recovering his composure so as to answer unconcernedly : "Oh,
she showed them to you, then, did she ? " (How thoughtless of
him to have posted those poor rhymes to Elsie, when ho might
have known beforehand she would confide them at once to Miss
Meysey's sympathetic ear !)

"No, she didn't show them to me," Winifred replied, in the
same careless easy way as befoie. " I saw them drop out of the
envelope, that's all; and Elsie put them away as soon as she
saw they were verses ; but I was sure they were yours, because
I know your handwriting—-Elsie's shown me bits of your letters

sometimes."
" I often send copies of my little pieces to Elsie before I print

them," Hugh went on casually, in his most candid manner. " It

may be vain of me, but I like her to see them. She's a capital

critic, Elsie; women often are: she sometimes suggests to me
most valuable alterations and modifications in some of my
verses."

" Tell me these ones," Winifred asked abruptly, with a little

blush.

It was a trying moment. What was Hugh to do? The
verses he had actually sent to Elsie were all emotion and devo-
tion, and hearts and darts, and fairest and thou wearest, and
charms and arms ; amorous and clamorous chimed together like

old friends in one stanza, and sorrow dispelled itself to-morrow
with its usual cheerful punctuality in the next. To recite them
to Winifred as they stood would be to retire at once from his
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half-projected siege of the pretty little heiress's heart and han
For that decisive step Hugh was not at present entirely pre-
pared. He mustn't allow himself to be beaten by snen a
scholar's mate as this. He cleared his throat, and began boldly
on another piece, ringing out his lines with a sonorous lilt—

a

set of silly, garrulous, cMldish verses he had written long since,

but never published, about some merry sea-elves in an en-
chanted submarine fairy country.

A tiny fay
At the bottom lay
Of a purple bay

Unruffled,

On whose crystal floor

The distant roar
From the surf-bound shore

Was muffled.

With his fairy wife
He passed his life

Undimmed by strife

Or quarrel

;

And the livelong day
. They would merrily play

Through a labyrinth gay
With coral.

They loved to dwell
In a pearly shell,

And to deck their cell

With amber

;

Or amid the caves
That the riplet laves

And the beryl paves
To clamber.

He went on so, with his jigging versicles, line after line, as they
walked along the urm white sand together, through several

foolish sing-song stanzas ; till at last, when he was more than
half-way through the meaningless little piece, a sudden thought
pulled him up abruptly. He had chosen, as he thought, the
most innocent and non-committing bit of utter trash in all his

private poetical repertory ; but now, as he repeated it over to

Winifred with easy intonation, swinging his stick to keep time
as he went, he recollected all at once that the last rhymes flew

off at a tangent to a very personal conclusion—and what was
worse, were addressed, too, not to Elsie, but very obviously to

another lady ! The end was somewhat after this wise

:

On a darting shrimp
Our quaint little imp
With bridle of gimp

Would gambol ,*
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Or across the back
Of a sea-horse black
As a gentleman's hack

He'd amble.

Of emerald green
And sapphire's sheen
He made his queen

Atiar;
And the merry^ two
Their whole life through
Were as happy as you

And I are.

And then came the seriously compromising bit:

^ But if you say
You think this lay
Of the tiny fay

Too siUy,

Let it have we praise

My eye betrays
To your own sweet gazCi

My Lily.

For a man he tries,

And he toils and sighs

To be very wise
And witty

;

But a dear little dame
Has enough of fame
If she wins the name

Of pretty.

Lily! Lily! Oh, that discomposing, unfortunate, compro-
mising Lily 1 He had met her down in Warwickshire two seasons

since, at a country-house where they were both staying, and had
fallen over head and ears in love with her—then. Now, he only
wished with all his heart and soul she and her fays were at the
bottom of the sea in a body together. For of course she wes
penniless. If not, by this time she would no doubt have been
Mrs. Massinger.
Hugh Massinger was a capital actor ; but f^ven he could hardly

have ventured to pretend with a grave face tiiat those Lily verses

had ever been addressed to Elsie Challoner. Everything
depended upon his presence of mind and a bold resolve. He
hesitated for a moment at the " emerald green and sapphire's

sheen," and seemed as though he couldn't recall the next line.

After a minute or two's pretended searching he recovered
it feebly, and then he stumbled again over the end of the
stanza.

"It's no use," he cried at last, as if angry with himself. " I
should only murder them if I were to go on now. I've forgotten

B
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the rest. The words escape me. And they're really not worth
your seriously listening to."

" I like them," Winifred said in her simple way. " They're
so easy to understand : so melodious and meaningless. I love

verse that you don't have to puzzle over. I can't bear Browning
for that—he's so impossible to make anything sensible out of.

But I adore silly little things like these, that go in at one ear

and out of the other, and really sound as if they meant some-
thing.—I shall ask Elsie to tell me the end of them."
Here was indeed a dilemma ! Suppose she did, and suppo^o

Elsie showed her the real verses! At all hazards, he must
extricate himself somehow from this impossible situation.

" I wish you wouldn't," he said gently, in his softest and most
persuasive voice. " Elsie mightn't like you to know I sent her
my verses—though there's nothing in it—girls are so sensitive

sometimes about these matters.—But I'll tell you what I'll do,

if you'll kindly allow me ; I'll write you out the end of them
when I get home to the inn, and bring them written out in full,

a nice clear copy, the next time I have the pleasure of seeing

you." (" I can alter the end somehow," he thought to himself
with a sudden inspiration, " and dress them up innocently one
way or another with fresh rhymes, so as to have no special

applicability of any sort to anybody or anything anywhere in

particular.")
" Thank you," Winifred replied, with evident pleasure. " I

should like that ever so much better. It'll be so nice to have
a poet's verses written out for one's self in his own hand-
writing."

" You do me too much honor.r," Hugh answered, with his mock
little bow. "I don't pretend to be a poet at all; I'm only a
versifier."

They joined the old folks in ';ime by the yawl. The Squire
was getting anxious to go back to his garden now—he foresaw
rain in the sky to westward.
Hugh glanced hastily at his watch with a sigh. " I must be

going back too," he cried. " It's nearly five now ; we can't be
up at the village till six. Post goes out at nine, they say, and I
have a book to review before post-time. It must positively reach
town not later than to-morrow morning. An^! what's worse, I
haven't yet so much as begun to dip into it."

"But you can never read it, and review it too, in three
hours ! " Winifred exclaimed, aghast.

** Precisely so," Hugh answered in his jaunty way, with a
stifled yawn ;

" and therefore I propose to omit the reading as a
very unnecessary and wasteful preliminary. It often prejudices

one against a book to know what's in it. Ton approach a work
you haven't read with a mind unbiased by preconceived im-
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presfiions. Besides, this is only a three-yolume novel ; they're

all alike ; it doesn't matter. You can say the plot is crude and
ill-constructed, the dialogue feeble, the descriptions vilo, the
situations borrowed, and the characters all mere conventional

puppets. The same review will do equally well for the whole
stupid lot of them. I usually follow Sydney Smith's method in

that matter ; I cut a few pages at random, here and there, and
then smell the paper-knife."

" But is that just V " Elsie asked quietly, a slight shade coming
over her earnest face.

" My dear Miss Challoner," Warren Eelf put in hastily, ** have
you known Massinger so many years without finding out that

he's always a great deal better than he himself pretends to be ?

I know him well enough to feel quite confident he'll read every
word of that novel through to-night, if he sits up till four o'clock

in the morning to do it ; and he'll let the London people have
their review in time, if he telegraphs up every blessed word of

it by special wire to-morrow morning. His wickedness is always
only his brag ; his goodness he hides carefully under his own
extremely capacious bushel."

Hugh laughed. " As you know me so much better than I
know myself, my dear boy," he replied easily, " there's nothing
more to be said about it. I'm glad to receive so good a character
from a connoisseur in human nature. I really never knew before
what an amiable and estimable member of society hid himself
under my rugged and unprepossessing exterior." And as he
said it, he drew himself up, and darting a laugh from the comer
of those sad black eyes, looked at the moment the handsomest
and most utterly killing man in the county of Suffolk.

When Elsie and Winifred v it up to their own rooms that
evening, the younger girl, slipping into Elsie's bedroom for a
moment, took her friend's hands tenderly in her own, and look-
ing long and eagerly into the other's eyes, said at last la a quick
tone of unexpected discovery :

" Elsie, he's awfully nice-looking
and awfully clever, this Oxford cousin of yours. I like him
immensely."

Elsie brought back her eyes from infinity with a sudden start.
" I'm glad you do, dear," she said, looking down at her kindly.
" I wanted you to like him. I should have been dreadfully dis-
appointed, in fact, if you didn't. I'm exceedingly fond of Hugh,
Winnie."
Winifred paused for a second significantly; then she asked

point-blank :
" Elsie, are you engaged to him ?"

" Engaged to him ! My darling, what ever made you dream
of such a thing ?--Engaged to Hugh I—engaged to Hugh
Massinger I—Why, Winnie, you know, he's my own cousin."

" But you don't answer my question plainly," Winifred per-
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eisted with girlish determination. " Are you engaged to him or
are you not ?

"

Elsie, mindful of Hugh's frequent declarations, answered
boldly (and not quite untruthfully) :

" No, I'm not, Winifred.**

The heiress of Whitestrand stroked her friend's hair with a
sigh of relief. That sigh was blind. Girl though she was, she
might clearly have seen with a woman's instinct that Elsie's

flushed cheek and downcast eyes belied to the utmost her spoken
word. But she did not see ii All preoccupied as she was with
her own thoughts and her own wishes, she never observed at all

those mute witnesses to Elsie's love for her handsome cousin.
She was satisfied in her heart with Hugh's and Elsie's double
verbal denial. She said to herself with a thrill in her own soul,

as a girl will do in the first full flush of her earliest passion

:

" Then I may love him if I like ! I may make him love me ! It

won*t be wrong to Elsie for me to love him !

'*

CHAPTER VII.

FRIENDS IN COUNCIL.

That same night, as the Squire and Mrs. Meysey sat by them-
selves towards the small-hours—after the girls had unanimously
evacuated the drawing-room—discussing the affairs of the
universe generally, as then and there envisaged, over a glass of

claret-cup, the mother looked up at last with a sudden glance
into the father's face, and said in a tone half-anxious, half-

timid :
" Tom, did it happen to strike you this afternoon that

that handsome cousin of Elsie Challoner's seemed to take a
great fancy to our Winifred ?

"

The Squire stirred his claret-cup idly with his spoon. " I

suppose ihe fellow has eyes in his head," he answered bluntly.
•* No man in his senses could ever look at our little Winnie, I

should think, Emily, and not fall over his ears in love with her.'*

Mrs. Meysey waited a minute or two more in silent suspense
before she spoke again ; then she said once more, very tenta-

tively : " He seems a tolerably nice young man, I think, Tom."
«*0h, he's well enough, I dare say," the Squire admitted

grudgingly.
** A barrister, he says. That's a very good profession," Mrs.

Meysey went on, still feeling her way by gradual stages.
" Never heard so in my life before,*' the Squire grunted out.

"There are barristers and barristers. He gets no briefs.

Lives on literature, by what he tells me : next door to living

upon your wits, I call it."
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" But I mean, it's a gentleman's profession, anyhow, Tom, the
bar."
" Oh, the man's a gentleman, of conrse, if it comes to that—

a

perfect gentleman ; and an Oxford man, and a person of culture,

and all that sort of thing—I don't deny it. He's a very pre-

sentable fellow, too, in his own way; and most intelligent:

understands the riparian proprietors' question as easy as an^-
thin^.—You can ask him to dinner whenever yon choose, if

that's what you're '^riving at."

Mrs. Meysey called another halt for a few seconds before she
reopened fire, still more timidly than ever. ''Tom, do you
know I rather fancy he really likes our Winifred? "she mur-
mured, gasping.

" Of course he likes our Winifred,'' the Squire repeated, with
profound conviction in every tone of his voice. " I should like

to know who on earth there is that doesn't like our Winifred !

Nothing new in that. I could have told you so myself. Go
ahead with it, then.—What next, now, Emily ?

"

" Well, I think, Tom, if I'm not mistaken, Winifred seemed
rather inclined to take a fancy to him too, somehow."
Thomas Wyville Meysey laid down his glaF"> incredulously

on the small side-table. He didn't explode, but he hung fire for

a moment. " You women are always fancying things," he said

at last, with a slight frown. "You think you're so precious
quick, you do, at reading other people's faces. I don't deny you
often succeed in reading them right. You read mine precious
often, I know, when I don't want you to—that I can swear to.

But sometimes, Emily, you know you read what isn't in them.
That's the way with all decipherers of hieroglyphics. They see

a great deal more in things than ever was put there. You
remember that time when I met old Hillier down by the copse
yonder "

" Yes, yes, I remember," Mrs. Meysey admitted, checking him
at the outset with an astute concession. She had cause to
remember the facts, indeed, for the Squire reminded her of that
one obvious and palpable mistake about the young fox-cubs at
least three times a week, the year round, on an average. " I
was wrong that time ; I know I was, of course. You weren't in
the least annoyed with Mr. Hillier. But I think—I don't say
I'm sure, observe, dear—but I think Winifred's likely to take a
fancy in time to this young Mr. Massinger. Now, the question
is, if she does take a fancy to him^a serious fancy—and he to
her—what are you and I to do about it ?

"

As she spoke, Mrs. Meysey looked hard at the lamp, and then
at her husband, wondering with what sort of grace he would
receive this very revolutionary and upsetting suggestion. For
herself—though mothers are hard to please—it may as well be
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admitted off-hand, she bad fallen a ready victim at once to

Hugh Massinger's charms and brilliancy and blandishments.
Sucn a nice young man, so handsome and gentlemanly, so adroit

in his talk, so admirable in his principles, and though far from
rich, yet, in his way, distinguished!^! A better young man,
darling Winifred was hardly likely to meet with. But what
would dear Tom think abouv him ? she wondered. Dear Tom
had such very expansive not to say Utopian ideas for Winifred
—thought nobody but a Duke or a Prince of the blood half

good enough for her: though, to be sure, experience would
seem to suggest that Dukes and Princes, after all, are only
human, and not originally very much better than other people.

Whatever superior moral excellence wo usually detect in the
finished product may no doubt be safely set down in ultimate
analysis to the exceptional pains bestowed by society upon their

ethical education.
The Squire looked into his claret-cup profoundly for a few

seconds 1 efore answering, as if he expected to find it a perfect

Dr. Dee's divining crystal, big with hints as to his daughter's
future; and then he burst out abruptly with a grunt: "I
suppose we must leave the answering of that question entirely

to Winnie."
Mrs. Meysey did not dare to let her internal sigh of relief

escape her throat; that would have been too compromising,
and would have alarmed dear Tom. So she stifled it quietly.

Then dear Tom was not wholly averse, after all, to this young
Mr. Massinger. ITe, too, had fallen a victim io the poet's wiles.

That was well; for Mrs. Meysey, with a mother's eye, had read
Winifred's heart through and through. But we must not seem
to give in too soon. A show of resistance runs in the grain
with women. "He's got no money," shd murmured sug-
gestively.

The Squire flared up. "Money!" he ciied, with infinite

contempt, "money! money! Who the dickons says anything
to me about money? I believe that's all on earth you women
think about.—Money indeed ! Much I care about money, Emily.
I dare say the young fellow hasn't got money. What then ?

Who cares for that? He's got money's worth. He's got
brains ; he's got principles ; he's got the will to work and to get
on. He'll be a judge in time, I don't doubt. If a man like that
were to marry our Winifred, with the aid we could give him
and the friends we could find him, he ought to rise by quick
stages to be—anything you like—Lord Chancellor, or Post-
master-Gteneral, or Archbishop of Canterbury, for the matter of
that, if your tastes happen to run in that direction."
" He hasn't done much at the bar yet," Mrs. Meysey continued,

pUying her fish dexterously before landing it.
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" Hasn't done mnch ! Of course he hasn't done much 1 How
the dickens could he ? Can a man make briefs for himself, do
von suppose? He's given himself up, he tells me, to earning a
livelihocKl by writing for the papers. PcnDj-a-lining; writing

for the papers. He had to do it. It's a pity, upon my word, a
clever young fellow like that—he nnderstands the riparian pro-

prietors' question down to the very ground—should be compelled

to tui'n aside from his proper work at the bar to serve tables, so

to speak—to gain his daily bread by penny-a-lining. If Winifred
were to take a fancy to a young man l:ike that, now " The
Squire paused, and eyed the light through his glass reflectively.
" He's very presentable," Mrs. Moysey went on, rearranging

her workbox, and still angling cleverly for dear Tom's indigna-

tion.
" He's a man any woman might be perfectly proud of," the

Squire retorted in a thunderous voice with firm conviction.

Mrs. Meysey followed up her advantage persistently for twenty
minutes, insinuating every possible hint against Hugh, ana
leading the Squire deeper and deeper into a hopeless slough of
unqualified commendation. At the end of that time she said
quietly :

" Then I understand, Tom, that if Winifred and this

young Massinger take a fancy to one another, you don't put an
absolute veto on the idea of their getting engaged, do you ?

"

**I only want Winnie to choose for herself," the Squire
answered with prompt decision. "Not that I suppose for a
moment there's anything in this young fellow's talking a bit to
her. Men vnll flirt, and girls will let 'em. Getting engaged,
indeed! You count your chickens before tl d eggs are laid. A
man can't look at a girl nowadays, but you women must take it

into your precious heads at once he wants to go straight off to
church and marry her. However, for my part, I'm not goii.g to
interfere in the matter one way or the other. I'd rather she'd
marry the man she lovv^s, and the man who loves her, whenever
he turns up, than marry fifty thousand pounds and the best
estate in all Suffolk."

Mrs. Meysey had carried her point with honours. " Perhaps
you're right, dear," she said diplomatically, as who should yield

Emily. Why, I was reading in a book the other day a most
splenc^d appeal from some philosophic writer or other about
making fewer marriages in future to please Mamma, and moro
to suit the tastes of the parties concerned, and subserve the
good of coming generations. I think it was an article in one or
the magazines. It's the right way, I'm sure of that; and in
Winifred's case I mean to stick to«
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So, from that day forth, if it was Hugh Massinger's intention

or desiro to prosecute his projected military operations against

Winifred Meysoy's hand and heart, he found at least a
benevolent neutral in the old Squire, and a secret, silent, but
none the less powerful domestic ally in Mrs. Meysey. It is not
often that a penniless suitor thus enlists the sympathies of the

parental autnorities, who ought by precedent to form the

central portion of the defensive forces, on his own side in such
an aggressive enterprise. But with Hugh Massinger, nobody
ever even noticed it as a singular exception. He was so clever,

so handsome, so full of promise, so courteous and courtly in his

demeanour to young and old, so rich in future hopes and
ambitious, that not the Squire alone, but everybody else who
came in contact with his easy smile, accepted him beforehand as

almost already a Lord Chancellor, or a Poet Laureate, or an
Archbishop of Canterbury, according as he might choose to

direct his talents into this channel or that; and failed to be
surprised that the Meyseys or anybody else on earth should
accept him with effusion as a favoured postulant for the hand of

their only daughter and heiress. There are a few such universal

favourites here and there in the world : whenever you meet one,

smile with the rest, but remember that his recipe is a simple
one—Humbug.

CHAPTER VIIL

^1

TUE ROADS DIVIDE.

Hugh stopped for two months or more at Whitestrand, and
during all that time he saw much both of Elsie and of Winifred.
The Meyseys introduced him with cordial pleasure to all the
melancholy gaieties of the sleepy little peninsula. He duly
attended with them the somnolent garden-parties on the smooth
lawns of neighbouring Squires : the monotonous picnics up the
tidal stream of the meandering Char; the heavy dinners at

every local rector's and vicar's and resident baronets ; with all

the other dead-alive entertainments of the dullest and most
Rtick-in-the-mud corner of all England. The London poet
enlivened them all, however, with his never-failing flow of
exotic humour, and his slow, drawled-out readiness of Pall-Mall

repartee. It was a comfort to him, indeed, to get among these
unspoiled and unsophisticated children of nature; he could
palm off upon them as original the last good thing of that

fellow Hatherley's from the smoking-room of the Cheyne Row
Club, or firo back upon them, undetected, dim reminiscences of

^^1
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ptmgont chaff overheard in brilliant West-end drawing-rooms,
^nd then, there wore Elsie and Winifred to amuse hun; and
Hugh, luxurious, easy-going, epicurean philosopher that he was,
took no trouble to decide in his own mind even what might be
his ultimate intentions to^^ards either fair lady, satisfied only,

as he phrased it to his inner self, to take the goods the gods
provided him for the passing moment, and to keep them both
well in hand together. " How happy could I be with either,"

sings Captain Machcath in the oft-quoted couplet, " were t'other

dear charmer away." Hugh took a still more lenient view of

his personal responsibilities than the happy-go-lucky knight of

the highway ; ho was quite content to bo blest, while he could,

with both at once, asking no questions, for conscience' sake, of

his own final disposition, marital or otherwise, towards one or

the other, but leaving the problem of his matrimonial arrange-

ments for fate, or chance, to settle in its own good fashion.

It was just a week after his arrival at Whitestrand that he
went up one morning early to the Hall. Elsie and Winifred
were seated together on a rug under the big tree, engaged in

reading one novel between them.
" You must wish Winifred many happy returns of the day,"

Elsie called out gaily, looking up from her book as Hugh
approached them. "It's her birthday, Hugh; and just see

what a lovely delightful present Mr. Meysey's given her 1"

Winifred held out the present oi arm's length for his admira-
tion. It was a pretty little watch, in gold and enamel, with her
initials engraved on the back on a broad shield. " It's just a
beauty ! I should love one like it myself I

" Elsie cried enthu-
siastically. " Did you ever see such a dear little thing ? It's

keyless too, and so exquisitely finished. It really makes me
feel quite ashamed of my own poor old battered silver one."
Hugh took the watch and examined it carefully. He noted

the maker's name upon the dial, and, opening the back, made
a rapid mental memorandum of the number. A sudden thought
had flashed across him at the moment. He waited only a few
minutes at the Hall, and then asked the two girls if they could
walk down into the village with him. He had a telegram to
send off, he said, which he had only just that moment re-

membered. Would they mind stopping over with him as far as
the post-office ?

They strolled together into the sleepy High Street. At the
office, Hugh wrote and sent off his telegram. It was addressed
to a well-known firm of watchmakers in Ludgate Hill. " Could
you send mo by to-morrow evening's post, to address as below,
a lady's gold and enamel watch, with initials • E. C, from H. M,*
engraved on shield on back, but in every other respect precisely
similar to No. 2179 just supplied to Mr. Meysey, of Whitestrand
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Hall ? If BO, telegraph back cf.Bh-pric« at once, and cheque for

amount shall be sent immediately. Beply paid.—Hugh Mas-
singer, Fisherman's Best, Whitcstrand, Suffolk."

Before lunch-time the reply had duly arrived : " Watch shall

be sent on receipt of cheque. Price twenty-five guineas." So
far, good. It was a fair amount for a journeyman journalist to

pay for a present ; but, as Hugh shrewdly reflected, it would
kill two birds with one stono. Day after to-morrow was Elsie's

birthday. The watch would give Elsie pleasure ; and Hugh, to

do him justice, thoroughly loved giving pleasure to anybody,
especially a pretty girl, and above all Elsie. But it could also

do him no harm in the Meyseys' eyes to see that, journeyman
journalist as he was, he was earning enough to afford to throw
away twenty-five guineas on a mere present to a governess-cousin.

There is a time for economy, and there is a time for lavishness.

The present moment clearly came under the latter category.

On the second morning, true to promise, the watch arrived by
the early post ; and Hugh took it up with pride to the Hall, to

bestow it in a casual way upon poor breathless and affectionate

Elsie. He took it up for a set purpose. He would show these

purse-proud landed aristocrats that his cousin could sport as

good a watch any day as their own daughter. The Massingcis
themselves had been landed aristocrats—not presumably purse-

proud—in their own day in dear old Devonshire; but the
estates had disappeared in houses and port and riotous living

two generations since; and Hugh was now proving in his own
person the truth of the naif old English adage—" \Vhen land is

gone and money spent, then laming is most excellent." Jour-
nalism is a poor sort of trade in its way ; but at any rate an able

man can earn his bread and salt at it somehow. Hugh didn't

grudge those twenty-five guineas; he regarded them, as he
regarded his poems, in the light of a valuable long investment.
Tbey -ere a sort of indirect double bid for the senior Meyseys*
respect, and for Winifred's fervent admiration. When a man is

Eaying attentions to a pretty girl, there's nothing on earth

e desires so much as to appear in her eyes lavishly generous.

A less abstruse philosopher, however, might perhaps have
bestowed his generosity direct upon Winifred iti proprid
persona: Hugh, with his subtler calculation of long odds and
remote chances, deemed it wiser to display it in the first

instance obliquely upon Elsie. This was an acute little piece

of psychological byplay. A man who can make a jiresent like

that to a poor cousin, with whom he stands upon a purely
cousinly footing, must be, after all, not only generous, but a
ripping good fellow into the bargain. How would he not
comport himself under similar circumstances to the maiden of
his choice, and to the wife of his bosom ?
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ElBi'e took tho watch, when Hugh produced it, with a little

cry of delight aud surprise; then, looking at tlio initials bo

hastily engraved in neat Lombardic letters on tho back, the

tears rose to her eyes irreprcssibly as she said, with a gentle

pressure of his hand in hers :
" I know now, Hu;;;h, what that

telegram was about the other momiog. How very, very kind
and good of you to think of it. But I almost wish you hadn't

given it to me. I shall never forgive myself for having said

before you I should like one the same sort as Winifred's. I'm
quite ashamed of your having thought I meant to hint at it."

" Not at all," Hugh answered, with just tho faintest possible

return of her gentle pressure. " I was twisting it over in my
own mind what on earth I could ever find to give you. I

thought first of a copy of my last little volume ; but then that's

nothing —I'm only too sensible myself of its small worth. A
book from an author is like spoiled peaches from a market-
gardener: he gives them away only when he has a glut of

them. So, when you said you'd like a watch of the same sort as
Miss Meyscy's, it seemed to me a perfect interposition of chance
on my behalf. I know what to get, and I got it at once. I'm
only glad those London watchmaker fellows, whose respected

name I've quite forgotten, had time to engrave your initials

on it."

" But, Hugh, it must have cost you such a mint of money."
Hugh waved a deprecatory hand with airy magnificence over

the broad shrubbery. " A mere trifle," he said, as who could
command thousands. "It came just to the exact sum the
Contemporary paid me for that last article of mine on 'The
Future of Marriage.' " (Which was quite true, tho article in

question having run to precisely twenty-five pages, at the usual
honorarium of a guinea a page.) " It took me a few hours only
to dach it off." (Which was scarcely so accurate, it not being
usual for even the most abandoned or practised of journalists to

"dash off" articles for a leading review; and the mere physical

task of writing twenty-five pages of solid letterpress being
considerably greater than most men, however rapid their pens,
could venture to undertake in a few hours.)

Winifred looked up at him with a timid glance. "It's a
lovely watch," she said, taking it over with an admiring look
from Elsie :

** and the inscription makes it ever so much nicer.

One would prize it, of course, for that alone. But if I'd been
Elsie, I'd a thousand times rather have had a volume of poems,
with the author's autograph dedication, than all the watches in
all England."
"Would you?" Hugh answered, with an amused smile.

" You rate the autographs of a living versifier inunensely above
their market value. Even Tennyson's may be bought at a shop
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in the Strand, you know, for a few shillings. I feel this indeed
fame. I shall bogin to grow conceited soon at this rate.—^And
by the way, Elsie, I've brought you a little bit of verse too.

Your Laureate has not forgotten or neglected his customary
duty. I shall expect a butt of sack in return for these : or may
I venture to take it out instead in nectar ? '' They stood all three
behind a group of syringa bushes. He touched her lips with
his own lightly as he spoke. " Many happy returns of the day
—as a cousin," he added, laughing.—** And now, what's your
programme for the day, Elsie ?

"

" We want you to row us up the river to Snade, if it's not too

hot, Hugh," his pretty cousin responded, all blushes.
*' Tuus, Eegina, quid optes, Explorare labor ; mihi jussa

capessere fas est," Hugh quoted merrily. ** That's the best of
tallcing to a Girton girl, you see. You can fire off your most
epigrammatic Latin quotation at her, as it rises to your lips,

and she understands it. How delightful that is, now. As a
rule, my Latin quotations, which are frequent and free, as
Truthful James says, besides being neat and appropriate, like

after-dinner speeches, fall quite flat upon the stony ground of

the feminine intelligence—which last remark, I flatter myself,

in the matter of mixed metaphor, would do credit to Sir Boyle
Roche in his wildest flight of Hibernian eloquence. I made a
lovely Latin pun at a picnic once. We had some chicken and
ham sausage—a great red German sausage of the polony order,

in a sort of huge boilod-lobster-coloured skin ; and towards the

end of lunch, somebody asked me for another slice of it.

' There isn't any,' s^id 1. * It's all gone. Finis Folonite !

'

Nobody laughed. They didn't know that 'Finis Polonise*

were the last words uttered by a distinguished patriot and
soldier, 'when Freedom shrieked as Kosciusko fell.' That
comes of firing off your remarks, you see, quite above the head
of your respected audience."

" But what does that mean that you just said this minute to

Elsie ? " Winifred asked doubtfully.
" What 1 A lady in these latter days who doesn't talk Latin I

"

Hugh cried, with pretended rapture. " This is too delicious

!

I hardly expected such good fortune. I shall have the well-

known joy, then, of explaining my own feeble little joke, after

all, and grimly translating my own poor quotation. It means,
' Thy task it is, Queen, to state thy will : Mine, thy behests

to serve for good or ill' Bough translation, not necessarily

intended for publication, but given merely as a guarantee of

good faith, as the newspapers put it. ^olus makes the original

remark to Juno in the first '\£neid,' when he's just about to raise

the wind—literally, not figuratively—on her behalf, against the

unfortunate Trojans. He was then occupying the same post as
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clerk of the weather, that is row filled jointly by the correspon-
dent of the New York Herald and Mr. Bobert Scott of the
Meteorological Office. I hope they'll send us no squalls to-day,

if you and Mrs. Meysey are going up the river with us."

On their way to tho boat, Hugh stopped a moment at the inn
to write hastily another telegram. It was to his London pub-
lisher: "Please kindly send a copy of 'Echoes from Galli-

machos/ by first post to my address as under." And in five

minutes more, the telegram despatched, they were all rowing
up stream in a merry party toward Snade meadows. Hugh's

Slan of campaign was now finally decided. He had nothing to

but to carry out in detail his siege operations.

In the meadows he had ten minutes or so alone with Wini-
fred. " Why, Mr. Massinger," she said, with a surprised look,
" was it you, then, who wrote that lovely article, in the Con-
temporary, on * The Future of Marriage,' we've all been reading?"

" I'm glad you liked it," Hugh answered, with evident pleasure

;

" and I suppose it's no use now trying any longer to conceal the
fact that I was indeed the culprit."

"But there's another name to it," WinifrtsJ murmured in

reply. "And Mamma thought it must be Mr. Stone, the
novelist."

"Habitual criminals are often wrongly suspected," Hngh
ancwered, with a languid laugh. " I didn't put my own name
to it, however, because I was afraid it was a trifle sentimental,

and I hate sentiment. Indeed, to say the truth—it was a cruel
trick, perhaps, but I imitated many of Stone's little mannerisms,
because I wanted people to think it was really Stone himself
who wrote it. But for all that, I believe it all^very word of

it, I assure you. Miss Meysey."
"It was a lovely article," Winifred cried, enthusiastically.

"Papa read it, and was quite enchanted with it. He said it

was so sensible—just what he's always thought about marriage
himself, though he never could get anybody else to af?ree with
him. And I liked it too, if you won't think it dreadfully pre-

sumptuous of a girl to say so. I thought it took such a grand,
beautiful, ethereal point of view, all up in the clouds, you
know, with no horrid earthy materialism or nonsense of any
sort to clog and spoil it. I think it was splendid, all that you
said about its being treason to the ran to take account of
wealth or position, or prosi)ects or connections, or any other
worldly consideration, in choosing a husband or wife for one's
»>elf—and that one ought rather to be guided by instinct alone,

because instinct—or love, as we call it—wcs the voice of nature
speaking within us.—Papa said that was beautifully put. And
I thought it was really true as well. I thought it was just
what a great prophet would have said if he were alive to say
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it ; and that the man who wrote it " She paustd, breath-
less, partly because she was quite abashed by this time at her
own temerity, and partly because Hugh Massiuger, wicked
man ! was actually smiling a covert smile through the corners
of his mouth at her youthful enthusiasm.
The pause sobered him. " Miss Meysey," he broke in, with

unwonted earnestness, and with a certain strange tinge of sub-
dued melancholy in his tremulous voice, "I didn't mean to

laugh at you. I really believe it. I believe in my heart
every single word of what I said there. I believe a man—or
a woman either—ought to choose in marriage just the one other
special person towards whom their own hearts inevitably lead
them. I believe it all—I believe it without reserve. Money
or raiilr, or connection or position, should be counted as nothing.

We should go simply where nature leads us ; and nature will

never lead us astray. For nature is merely another name for

the will of heaven made clear within us."

Ingenuous youth blushed itself crimson. " I believe so too,"

the timid girl answered in a very low voice and with a heaving
bosom.
He looked her through and through with his large dark eyes.

She shrank and fluttered before his searching glance. Should
he put out a velvet paw for his mouse now, or should he play
with it artistically a little longer? Too much precipitancy
spoils the fun. Better wait till the " Echoes from Callimachus "

had arrived. They were very fetching. And then, besides

—

besides, he was not entirely without a conscience. A man
should think neither of wealth nor position, nor prospects nor
connections, in choosing himself a partner for life. His own
heart led him straight towards Elsie, not towards Winifred.
Could he turn his back upon it, with those words on his lips,

and trample poor Elsie's tender heart under foot ruthlessly?

Principle demanded it; but he had not the strength of mind
to follow principle at that precise moment. He looked long
and deep into Winifred's eyes. They were pretty blue eyes,

though pale and mawkish by the side of Elsie's. Then he said
with a sudden downcast, half-awkward glance—that consum-
mate actor—"I think we ought to go back to your mother
now, Miss Meysey."

Winifred sighed. Not yet! Not yet! But he had looked
at her hard! he had fluttered and trembled! He was sum-
moning up courage. She felt sure of that. He didn't venture
as yet to assault her openly. Still, she was certain he did really

like her
;
just a little bit, if only a little.

Next morning, as she strolled alone on the lawn, a village

boy in a corduroy suit came lounging up from the inn, in rustio

insouciance^ with a small parcel dangling by a string from bis
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little finger. She knew the boy, and called him quickly towards
lier. " Dick," she cried, " what's that you've got there ?

"

The boy handed it to her with a mysterious nod. " It's for

yon, miss," he said, in his native Suffolk, screwing up his face

Rideways into a most excruciating pantomimic expression of

the profoundest secrecy. " The gentleman at our house,—him
wooth the black moostosh, ye know—^he towd me to give it to
yow, into yar own hands, he say, if I could manage to ketch ye
aloon anyhow. He fared partickler about yar own hands. I
heen't got to wait, cos he say, there oon't be noo answer."
Winifred tore the packet open with trembling hands. It was

a neat little volume, in a dainty delicate sage-green cover

—

"Echoes from Callimachus, a id other Poems;" by Hugh Mas-
singer, sometime Fellow of Oriel College, Oxford. She turned
at once with a flutter from the title-page to the fly-leaf: "A
Mile. Winifred Meysey; Hommage de I'auteur." She only
waited a moment to sUp a shilling into Dick's hand, and then
rushed up, all crimson with delight, into her own bed-room.
Twice she pressed th flimsy little sage-green volume in an
ecstasy to her lips; then she laid it hastily in the bottom of
a drawer, under a careless pile of handkerchiefs and lace
bodices. She wouldn't tell even Elsie of that tardy much-
prized birthday gift. No one but herself must ever know
Hugh Massinger had sent her his volume of poems.
When Dick returned to the inn ten minutes later, environed

in a pervading odour of peppermint, the indirect result of

Winifred Meysey's shilling, Hugh called him in lazily with his
quiet authoritative air to the prim little parlour, and asked
him in an undertone to whom he had given the precious parcel.

"To the young lady harself," Dick answered confidentially,

thrusting the bull's-eye with his tongue into his pouched cheek.
" I give it to har behind the laylacs, too, where noo'one coon't
see us."

**Dick," Hugh Massinger said, in a profoundly persuasive
and sententious voice, laying his hand magisterially on the
boy's shoulder, "you're a sharp lad; and if you develop your
talents steadily in this direction, you may rise in time from the
distinguished post of gentleman's gentleman to be a private
detective or confidential agent, with an office of your own at
the top of Regent Street. Dick, say nothing about this on any
account to anybody; and there, my boy—there's half a crown
for you."

" The young lady ha' gin me one shillen a'ready," Dick replied
with alacrity, pocketing the coin with a broad grin. Business
WE« brisk indeed this morning.

' The young lady was well advised," Hugh answered grimly.

"They're cheap at the price—dirt cheap, I call it, those im-
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mortal poems—with an autograph inscription by the bard in

person.—And I've done a good stroke of business myself too.

The ' Echoes from Oallimachus ' are a capital landing-net. If

they don't sncceed in bringing her out, all flapping, on the turf,

gaffed and done for, a pretty speckled prey, why, no angler on
earth that ever fished for women will get so much as a tiny rise

out of her.—It's a very fair estate still, is Whitestrand. 'Paris

vaut bien une messe,' said Henri. I must make some little

sacrifices mywlf if I want to conquer Whitestrand fair and
even."

"Paris vaut bien une messe," indeed. Was Whitestrand
worth sacrificing Elsie Challoner's heart for ?

CHAPTER IX.

I

I

HIGH-WATER.

Meanwhile,Warren Relf, navigatingthepervasiveand ubiquitous
little Mvd-Turtle,\idA spent his summer congenially in cruising in
and out of Essex mud-flats and Norfolk broads, accompanied by
his friend and chum Potts, the marine painter—^now lying high
and dry with the ebbing tide on some broad bare bank of ribl^
sand, just relieved by a battle-royal of gulls and rooks from the
last reproach of utter monotony ; now working hard at the coun-
terfeit presentment of a green-grown wreck, all picturesque with
waving tresses of weed and sea-wrack, in some stranded estuary
of the Thames backwaters ; and now again tossing and lopping
on the uneasy bosom of the German Ocean, whose rise and fall

would seem to suggest to a casual observer's mind the physiolo-

gical notion that its own included crabs and lobsters had given
i* a prolonged and serious fit of marine indigestion. For a
couple of months at a stretch the twd young artists had toiled

away ceaselessly at their labour of love, painting the sea itself

and all that therein is, with the eyots, creeks, rivers, sands,

cli£fs, banks, and inlets adjacent, in eveiy variety of mood or
feature, from its glassiest calm to its angriest tempest, with
endless patience, delight, and satisfaction. They enjoyed their

work, and their work repaid them, It was almost all the pay-
ment they ever got, indeed, for, like loyal sons of the Cheyue
Row Club, the crew of the Mud-Turtle were not successful.

And now, as September was more than half through, Warren
Relf began to bethink him at last of Hugh Massinger, whom he
had left in rural ease on dry land at Whitestrand under a
general promise to return for him '' in the month of the long
decline of roses," some time between the 15th and the 20th. So^
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on a windy morning, abont that precise period of the year, with
a north-easterly breeze setting strong across the North Sea, and
a falling barometer threatening squalls, according to the printed

weather report, he made his way out of the mouth of the Tare,

and turned so ithward before the flowing tide in the direction

of Whitestrand.
The sea was running high and splendid, and the two young

painters, inured to toil and accustomed to danger, thoroughly
enjoyed its wild magnificence. A storm to them was a study in

action. They could take notes calmly of its fiercest moments.
Almost every wave broke over the deck ; and the patient little

Mud-Turtle^ with her flat bottom and centre-board keel, tossed

about like a walnut shell on the surface of the water, or drove
her nose madly from time to time into the crest of a billow, to

emerge triumphant ©ne moment later, all shining and dripping
with sticky brine, in the deep trough on the other side. Fainting
in such a sea was of course simply impossible ; but Warren Rel^
who loved his art with supreme devotion, and never missed an
opportunity of catching a hint from his ever-changing model
under the most unpromising circumstances, took out pencil and
paper a dozen times in the course of the day to presei ve at least

in black and white some passing aspect of her mutable features.

Fotts for the most part managed sheet and helm ; while Relf,

in the intervals of luffing or tacking, holding hard to the main-
mast with his left arm, and with the left hand just grasping his

drawing-pad on the other side of the mast, jotted hastily down
with his right whatever peculiar form of spray or billow hap-
pened for the moment to catch and impress his artistic fancy.

It was a glorious day for those who liked it; though a land-

lubber would no doubt have roundly called it a frightful

voyage.

They had meant to make Whitestrand before evening; but
half-way down, an incident of a sort that Warren Eelf could
never bear to miss intervened to delay them. They fell in
casually with a North Sea trawler, disabled and distressed by
last night's gale, now scudding under bare poles before the free

breeze, that churned and whitened the entire surface of the
German Ocean. The men on board were in sore straits, though
not as yet in immediate danger; and the yawl gallantly stood in
close by her, to pick up the swimmers in case of serious accident.

The shrill wind tore at her mainmast; the waves charged her in
vague ranks; the gaff quivered and moaned at the shocks; and
ever and anon, with a bellowing rush, the resistless sea swept
over her triumphantly from stem to stem. Meanwhile, Warren
Eelf, eager to fix this stray episode on good white paper while it

was still before his eyes, made wild and rapid dashes on his pad
with a sprawling hand, which conveyed to his mind, in strange

I
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shorthand hieroglyphics, some fiiint idea of the scene as it

passed before him.
''She's a terrible bad sitte^ this smack/' he obseryed in a

loud Toice to Fotts, with good-hnmonred enthusiasm, as they
held on together with straggling hands on the deck of the Mvd'
Turtle. " The moment you think youVe just caught her against
the skyline on the crest of a wave, she lurches again, and over
she goes, plump down into the trough, before youVe had a
chance to make a single mark upon your sheet of paper. Ships
are always precious bad sitters at the best of times ; but when
you and your model are both plunging and tossing together in
dirty weather on a loppy channel, I dfon't believe even Turner
himself could make much out of it in the way of a sketch from
nature—Hold hard, there, Frank ! Look out for your head

!

She's going to ship a thundering big sea across her bows this

very minute.—By Jove I I wonder how the smack stood that
last high wave!—Is she gone? Did it break over her? Can
you see her ahead there ?

"

" She's all right still," Potts shouted from the bow, where he
stood now in his oilskin suit, drenched from head to foot with
the dashing spray, but cheery as ever, in true sailor fashion. " I
can see her mast just showing above the crest. But it must
have given her a jolly good wetting. Shall we signal the men
to know if they'd like to come aboard here ?

"

Signal away," Warren Eelf answered good-humouredly
above the noise of the wind. " No more sketching for me to-

day, I take it. lliat last lot she shipped wet my pad through
and through with the nasty damp brine. Td better put my
sketch, as far as it goes, down below in the locker. Wind's
freshening. We'll have enough to do to keep her nose straight

in half a gale like this. We're going within four or five points
of the wind now, as it is. I wish we could run clear ahead at
once for the poplar at Whitestrand. I would, too, if it weren't
for the smack. This is getting every bit as hot as I like it. But
we must keep an eye upon her, if we don't want her crew to bo
all dead men. She can't live six hours longer in a gale liko to-

day's, I'll bet you any money."
They signalled the men, but found them unwilling still, with

true seafaring devotion, to abandon tneir ship, which had yet
some hours of life left in her. They'd stick to the smack, the
skipper signalled back in mute pantomime, as long as her
timbers held out the water. There was nothing for it, therefore,

but to lie hard by her, for humanity's sake, as close as possible,

and to make as slowly as the strength of the wind would allow,

by successive tacks, for the river-mouth at Whitestrand.
All day long, they held up bravely, lurching and plunging on

the angry waves; and only towards evening did they part

WMWBfc.
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it company with the toiling smack, as it was growing dusk along
the low flat stretch of shore by Dunwich. There, a fish-carrier

from the North Sea, one of those fast long steamers that ploflgh

the German lOcean on the look-out for the fishing fleet—whose
catches they take up with all speed to the London market, fell

in with them in the very nick of time, and transferring the
crew on board with some little diflSculty, made fast the smack
—or rather her wreck—with a towline behind, and started

under all steam to save her life for the port of Harwich.
Warren Eelf and his companion, despising such aid, and pre-

ferring to live it out by themselves at all hazards, were left

behind alone with the wild evening, and proceeded in the
growing shades of twilight to find their way up the river at

Whitestrand.
"Can you make out the poplar, Frank?" Warren Eelf

shouted out, as he peered ahead into the deep gloom that

enveloped the coast with its murky covering. " We've left it

rather late, I'm afraid, for pushing up the creek with a sea like

this ! Unless we can spot the poplar distinctly, I should hardly
like to risk entering it by the red light on the sandhills alone.

Those must be the lamps at Whitestrand Hall, the three

windows to starboard yonder. The poplar ought to show by
rights a point or so west of them, with the striped buoy just a
little this side of it."

" I can make out the striped buoy by the white paint on it,"

his companion answered, gazing eagerly in front of him ; " but
I fancy it's a shade too dark now to be sure of the poplar. The
lights of the Hall don't seem quite regular. Still, I should
think we could make the creek by the red lantern and the
beacon at the hithe, without minding the tree, if you care to

risk it. You know your way up and down the river as well as

any man living by this time ; and we've got a fair breeze at our
backs, you see, for going up the mouth to the bend at White-
strand.**

The wind moaned like a woman in agony. The timbers
creaked and groaned and crackled. The black waves lashed
savagely over the deck. The Mud-Turtle was almost on the
shore before they knew it.

"Luff, luff!" Relf called out hastily, as he peered once more
into the deepening gloom with all his eyes. " By George ! we're
wrong. I can see the poplar—over yonder ; do you catch it ?

We're out of our bearings a quarter of a mile. We've gone too
far now to make it this tack. We must try a»ain, and get our
points better by the high light. That was a narrow squeak of

it, by Jove! i^nk. I can twig where we've got to now,
distinctly. It*s the lights in the house that led us astray.
That's not the Hall: it's the windows of the vicarage."

#
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They ran out to eastward again, for more sea-room, a couple
of hundred yards, or farther, and tacked afresh for the entrance

of the creek, this time adjusting their course better for the open
mouth by the green lamp of the beacon on the sandhills. The
light fixed on their own masthead threw a glimmering ray
ahead from time to time upon the angry water. It was a hard
fight for mastery with the wind. The waves were setting in

fierce and strong towards the creek now; but the tide and
stream on the other hand were ebbing rapidly and steadily out-

ward. They always ebbed fast at the tuni of the tide, as Eclf

knew well : a rushing current set in then round the corner by
the poplar-tree, the same current that had carried out Hugh
Massinger so resistlessly seaward in that little adventure of his

on the morning of their first arrival at Whitestrand. Only an
experienced mariner dare face that bar. But Warren Belf was
accustomed to the coast, and made light of the danger that other
men would have trembled at.

As they ncared the poplar a second time, making straight for

the mouth with nauujal dexterity, a pale object on the port
bow, rising and falling with each rise or fall of the waves on
the bar, attracted Warren Helfs casual attention for a single

moment by its strange weird likeness to a human figure. At
first, he hardly regarded the thing seriously as anything more
than a stray bit of floating wreckage ; but presently, the light

from the masthead U\\ full upon it, and with a sudden flash he
felt convinced at once it was something stranger than a mere
plank or fragm3nt of rigging.

" Look yonder, Frank," he called out in echoing tones to his
mate ;

" that can't be a buoy upon the port bow there !

"

The other man looked at it long and steadily. As he looked,

the Mud- Turtle lurched once more, and cast a reflected pencil

ray of light from the masthead lamp over the surface of the sea,

avray in the direction of the suspicious object. Both men caught
sight at once of some floating white drapery, swayed by the
waves, and a pale face upturned in ghastly silence to the un-
certain starlight.

" Port your helm hard;** Eelf cried in haste. "It's a man
overboard. Washed off the smack perhaps. He's drowned by
this time, I expect, poor fellow."

His companion ported the helm at the word with all his
might. The yawl answered well in spite of the breakers.
With great difi^culty, between wind and tide, they lay up
towfirds the mysterious thing slowly in the very trough of the
billows that roared and danced with hoarse joy over the shallow
bar ; and Belf, holding tight to the sheet with one hand, and
balancing himself as well as he was able on the deck, reached
out with the other a stout boathook to draw the tossing body
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alongside within hauling dis ance of the Mud-Turtle. As he
did BO, the body, eluding his g^aBp, rose once more on the crest

of the wave, and displayed to their view an open bosom and a
long white dress, with a floatin<? scarf or shawl of some thin
material still hanging loose around the neck and shoulders.

The face itself they couldn't as yet distinguish ; it fell back
languid beneath the spray at the top, so that only the throat
and chin were visible ; but by the dress and the open bosom
alone, it was clear at once that the object they saw was not the
corpse of a sailor. Warren Eelf almost let drop the boathook in

horror and surprise.

"Great heavens!'' he exclaimed, turning round excitedly,
" it's a woman—a lady—dead—in the water !

"

The billow broke, and curled over majestically with resistless

force into the trough below them. Its undertow sucked the
Mud-Turtle after it fiercely towards the shore, away from the
body. With a violent eflfort, Warren Eelf, lunging forward
eagerly at the lurch, seized hold of the corpse by the floating

scarf. It turned of itself as the hook caught it, and displayed
its face in the pale starlight. A great awe fell suddenly upon
the astonished young painter's mind. It was indeed a woman
that he held now by the dripping hair—a beautiful young girl,

in a white dress ; and the wan face was one he had seen before.

Even in that dim half-light he recognized her instantly.
" Frank !

" he cried out in a voice of hushed and reverent
surprise—" never mind the ship. Come forward and help me.
We must take her on board. I know her ! I know her I She's
a friend of Massinger's."
The corpse was one of the two young girls he had seen that

day two months before sitting with their arms round one
another's waists, close to the very spot where they now lay up,
on the gnarled and naked roots of the famous old poplar.

CHAPTER X.

SnUFFLINO IT OFF.

The day had been an eventful one for Hugh Massinger: the
most eventful and pregnant of his whole history. As long as
he lived, he could never possibly forget it. It was indeed a
critical turning-point for three separate lives—his own, and
Elsie's, and Winifred Meysey's. For, as Hugh had walked that
morning, stick in hand and orchid in buttonhole, down the rose-

embowered lane in the Squire's grounds with Winifred, he had
asked the frightened, blushing girl, in aiinple and straight-
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forward language, without anv preliminary, to become his wife.

His shy fish was fairly hooked at last, he thought now : no need
for daintily playing his catch anv longer ; it was but a question,

as things stood, of reel and of landing-net. The father and
mother, those important accessories, were pretty safe in their

way too. He had sounded them both by unobtrusive methods,
witli dexterous plummets of oblique inquiry, and had gauged
their profoundest depths of opinion with tolerable accuracy, as

to settlements and other ante-nuptial precontracts of marriage.
For what is the use of catching an heiress on yo'.ir own rod, if

your heiress's parents, upon whoBo testamentary disposition in

the last resort her entire market value really depends, look
askance with eyes of obvious disfavour upon your personal pro-

tensions as their future son-in-law ? Hugh Massinger was keen
enough sportsman in his own line to make quite sure of his

expected game before irrevocably committiog himself to duck-
shot cartridge. He was confident he knew his ground now ; so,

with a bold face and a modest assuranoc, lie ventured, in a few
plain and well-chosen words, to cowea\mA his suit, his hand,
and his heart to Winifred Meysey's favourable attention.

It was a great sacrifice, and ho felt it as such. Ho was
positively throwing himself away upon Winifred. If he had
followed his own crude inclinations alone, like a romantic school-

boy, he would have waited for ever and ever for his cousin Elsie.

Elsie war ideed the one true love of his youth. He bad always
loved her, and he would always love her. 'Twas foolish, perhaps,
to indulge overmuch in these personal preferences, but after all

it was very human ; and Hugh acknowledged regretfully in his

own heart that he was not entirely raised in that respect above
the average level of human weaknesses. Still, a man, however
humanesque, must not be governed by impulse alone. He must
judge calmly, deliberately, impersonally, disinterestedly of his

own future, and must act for the best in the long-run by the
light of his own final and judicial opinion. Now, Winifred was
without doubt a very exceptional and eligible chance for a brief-

less barrister : your sucking poet doesn't get such chances of an
undisputed heiress every day of the week, you may take your
affidavit. If he let her slip by on sentimental grounds, and
waited for Elsie—poor, dear old Elsie—heaven only knew how
long they might both have to wait, for one another—and perhaps
even then be finally disappointed. It was a foolish dream oi
Elsie's part ; for, to say the truth, he himself had never seriously

entertained it. The most merciful thing to Elsie herself would
be to snap it short now, once for all, before things went further,

and let her stand face to face with naked facts : ah, how hideously

naked!—let her know she must either look out another husband
somewhere for herself, or go on earning her own liyelihood in

MiiffiiN
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maiden meditation, fancy free, for the remaining term of her
natural existence. Hugh could narer helo ending up a subject,

howoTcr unpleasant, even in his own mina, with a poetical tag

:

it was a trick of manner his soul had caught from the wonted
peroration of his political leaders in tho first editorial column of

that exalted print, the Morning Telephone. So he made up hia

mind ; and he proposed to Winifred.
Tho girl's heart gave a sudden bound, and the red blood

flushed her somewhat pallid cheek with hasty roses as she
listened to Hugh's graceful and easy avowal of the profound
and unfeigned love that he proffered her. She thought of the
poem Hugh had read her aloud in his sonorous tones the
evening before—much virtue in a judiciously selected passage
of poetry, well marked in delivery

:

**
' He docs not love me for my birth.

Nor for my lands so broad and fair t

He loves me for my own true worth,
And that is well,' said \ady Clare,**

That was how Hugh Massinger loved her, she was quite sure.

Had he not trembled and hesitated to ask her? Her besom
fluttered with a delicious fluttering; but she cast her eyes down,
and answered nothing for a brief space. Then her heart gave
her courage to look up once more, and to murmur back, in

answer to his pleading look: "Hugh, I love you." And Hugh,
carried away hot ungracefully by the impulse of the moment,
felt his own heart thrill responsive to hers in real earnest, and
in utter temporary forgetfulness of poor betrayed and abandoned
Elsie. They walked back to the Hall together next minute,
whispering low, in the fool's paradise of first young love—

a

fool's paradise, indeed, for those two poor lovers, whose wooing
set out under such evil auspices.

But when Hugh had left his landed prey at the front door of
the square-built manor-house, and strolled off by himself towards
the village inn, the difficulty about Elsie for the first time began
to stare him openly in the face in all its real and horrid mag-
nitude. He would have to confess and to explain to Elsie.

Worse still, for a man of his mettle and his sensitiveness, he
would have to apologise for and excuse his own conduct. That
was unendurable—that was ignominious—that was even absurd.
His virility kicked at it. There is something essentially insulting

and degrading to one's manhood in having to tell a girl you've
pretended to love, that you really and truly don't love her

—

that you only care for her in a sisterly fashion. It is practically

to unsex one's self. A pretty girl appeals quite otherwise to the
man that is in us. Hugh felt it bitterly and deeply—for him-
self, not for Elsie. He pitied his own sad plight most sincerely.
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But then, there was poor Elsie to think of too. Ko use in fbe
world in blinking that. Elsie loved him verv, very dearly. True,
they had never been engaged to one another—so great is the
love of consistency in njan, that even alone in his own mind
Hugh continued to hug that translucent fiction; but she had
been very fond of him, undeniably fond of him, and he had
perhaps from time to time, by overt acts, unduly encouraged
the display of her fondness. It gratified his vanity and his sense
of his own power over women to do so : he could make them
love him—few men more easily—and he liked to exercise that
dangerous ii\culty on every suitable subject that flitted across

his changeful horizon. The man with a mere passion formaking
conquests affords no serious menace to the world's happiness

;

but the man v\ ith an innate gift for calling forth wherever he
goes all the deepest and truest instincts of a woman's nature is.

—when he abuses his power—the most deadly, terrible, and
cruel creature known in our age to civilized humanity. And
yet he is not always deliberately cruel ; sometimes, as in Hugh
Massinger's case, he almost believes himself to be good and
innocent.

He had warned Winifred to whispr nothing for the present
to Elsie about this engagement of theirs. Elsie was his cousin,

he said—his only relation—and he would dearly like to tell her
the secret of his heart himself in private. He would see her
that evening and break the news to her. " Why break it ?

"

Winifred bad asked in doubt, all unconscious. And Hugh,
a strange suppressed smile playing uneasily about the comers
of his thin lips, had answered with guileless alacrity of speech

:

"Because Elsie's like a sister to me, you know, Winifred ; and
sisters always to some extent resent the bare idea of their

brothers marrying."
For as yet Elsie herself suspected nothing. It was best, Hugh

thought, she should suspect nothing. That was a cardinal

point in his easy-going practical philosophy of life. He never
went half-way to meet trouble. Till Winifred had accepted
him, why worry poor dear Elsie's gentle little soul with what
was, after all, a mere remote chance, a contingent possibility ?

He would first make quite sure, by actual trial, where he stood
with Winifred ; and then—and then, like a thunderbolt from a
clear sky, he might let the whole truth burst in full force at

once upon poor lonely Elsie's devoted head. Meanwhile, with
extraordinary cleverness and care, he continued to dissemble.

He never made open love to Winifred before Elsie's face; on
the contrary, ho kept the whole small comedy of his relations

with Winifred so skilfully concealed from her feminine eyes,

that to the very last moment Elsie never even dreamt of her
pretty pupil as a possible rival, or regarded her in any other

mii0l0mMtmfmitifm,
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oonceiTable light than as the nearest of friends and the dearest

of sisters. Whenever Hugh spoke of Winifred to Elsie at all,

he spoke of her lightly, almost slightingly, as a nice little

girl, in her childish way—though much too blue-eyed—with a
sort of distant brcad-and-buttoiish schoolroom approbation,
which wholly misled and hoodwinked Elsie as to his real

intentions. And whenever he spoke of Elsie to Winifred, he
spoke of her jestingly, with a good-humoured, unmeaning,
brotherly affection that made the very notion of his ever con-
templating marriage with her seem simply ridiculous. She was
to b*m indeed as the deceased wife's sister is in the eve of the
law to the British widower. With his easy, off-hand London
cleverness, he had baffled and deceived both those innocent,

simple-minded, trustful women ; and he stood face to face now
with a general eclaircissement vrhich could no longer be delayed,

but whose ultimate consequences might perhaps prove fatal

to all his little domestic arrangements.
Would Elsie in her anger sot Winifred against him? Would

Winifred, justly indignant at his conduct to Elsie, refuse, when
she learned the whole truth, to marry him ?

Nonsense—nonsense. No cause for alarm. He had never
really been engaged to Elsie—he had said so to her face a thou-
sand times. If Elsie chose to misinterpret his kind attentions,

bestowed upon her solely as his one remaining cousin and kins-

woman, the only other channel for the blood of the Massingers,

surely Winifred would never be so foolish as to fall blindly into

Elsie's self-imposed error, and to hold him to a bargain he had
over and over again expressly repudiated. He was a barrister,

and he knew his ground in these matters. Ghitty on C!ontract

lays it down as an established principle of English law that free

consent of both parties forms a condition precedent and essential

part of the very existence of a compact of marriage.
With such transparent internal sophisms did Hugh Massinger

strive all day to stifle and smother his own conscience ; for every
man always at least pretends to keep up appearances in his pri-

vate relations with that inexorable domestic censor. But as
evening came on, cigarette in mouth, he strolled round after

dinner, by special appointment, to meet Elsie at the big poplar.

They often met there, these warm summer nights; and on this

particular occasion, anticipating trouble, Hugh hod definitely

arranged with Elsie beforehand to come to him by eight at the
accustomed trysting-place. The Meyseys and Winifred had
gone out to dinner at a neighbouring vicarage ; but Elsie had
stopped at home on purpose, on the hasty plea of some slight

passing headache. Hugh had specially asked her to wait and
meet him. Better get it all over at once, he thought to himself,

in his shortsighted wisdom-—like the measles or the chicken-pox
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—and know straight off exactly where he stood in his new
position with these two women.
Women were the greatest nuisance in life. For his own part,

now he came to look the thing squarely in the face, he really

wished he was we^^ quit of them all for good and ever.

He was early for his appointment ; hut by the tree he found
Elsie, in her pretty white dress, already waiting for him. His
heart gave a jump, a pleased jump, as he saw her sitting there
before her time. Dear, dear Elsie ; she was very, very fond of

him I He would have given worlds to fling his arms tight

around her then, and strain her to his bosom and kiss her
tenderly. He would have given worlds, but not his rever-

sionary chances in the Whitestrand property. Worlds don't

count; the entire fee-simple of Mars and Jupiter would fetch

nothing in the real-estate market. He was bound by contract to

Winifred now, and he must do his best to break it gently to Elsie.

He stepped up and kissed her quietly on the forahead, and
took her hand in his like a brother. Elsie let it lie in her own
without remonstrance. They rose and walked in lovers* guise
along the bank together. His heart sank within him at the
hideous task he had next to perform—^nothing less than to

break poor Elsie's heart for her. If only he could have shutfled

out of it sideways anyhow I But shufiUng was impossible. He
hated himself; and he loved Elsie. Never till that moment
did he know how he loved her.

This would never do ! He was feeling like a fool. He crushed
down the love sternly in his heart, and began to talk about in-

different subjects—the wind, the river, the rose-show at the
vicarage. But his voice trembled, betraying him still a;3'ainst

his will ; and he could not refrain from stealing sidelong looks
at Elsie's dark eyes now and again, and observing how beautiful

she was, after all, in a rare and exquisite type of beauty, Wini-
fred's blue eyes and light-brown hair, Winifred's small mouth
u'jd moulded nose, Winifred's insipid smile and bashful blush,
wore cheap as dirt in the matrimonial lottery. She had but
a doll-like. Leather Arcade styles of prettines. Maidenly as
she looked, one twist more of her nose, one shade lighter

in her hair and she would become simply bar-maidenly.
But Elsie's stirong and powerful, earnest face, with its serious
lips and its long black eyelashes, its profound pathos and its

womanly dignity, its very irregularity and faultiness of outline,

pleased him ten thousand times more than all your baby-faced
l)eauties of the conventional, stereotyped, ballroom pattern.

He looked at her long and sighed often. Must he really break
her heart for her? M last he could restrain that unruly
member, his tongue, no longer. " Elsie," he cried, eyeing her
full in a genuine outburst of spontaneous admiration, " I never
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in my life saw any one any^vhere one-half so beautiful and grace-

ful as you are
!

"

Elsie smiled a pleased smile. "And yet," she murmured,
with a half malicious, teasing tone of irony, ** we're not engaged,

HuRh, after all, you remember.'*
Her words came at the very wrong moment ; they brought

the hot blood at a rush into Hugh's cheek. " No," he answered
coldly, with a sudden revulsion and a spasmodic effort ;

*' we're

not engaged—nor ever will be, Elsie I

"

Elsie turned round upon him with, sudden abruptness in

blank bewilderment. She was not angry; she was not even
astonished ; she simply failed altogether to take in his meaning.
It had always seemed to her so perfectly natural, so simply
obvious that she and Hugh were sooner or later to marry one
another; she had always regarded Hugh's frequent reminder
that they were not engaged as such a mere playful warning
against too much precipitancy; she had always taken it for

graried so fully and unreservedly that whenever Hugh was rich

ciiough to provide for a wife he would tell her so plainly, and
carry out the implied engagement between them—that this

sudden announcement of the exact opposite meant to her ears

less than nothing. And now, when Hugh uttered those cruel,

crushing, annihilating words, *'Nor ever will be, Elsio,'* she
couldn't possibly take in their reality at the first blush, or be-

lieve in her own heart that he really intended anything so

wicked, so merciless, so unnatural.
" Nor ever will be !

" she cried, incredulous. " Why, Hugh,
Hufih, I—I don't understand you."

Hu^h steeled his heart with a violent strain to answer back
in one curt, killing sentence :

" I mean it, Elsie ; I'm going to

marry Winifred."
Elsie gazed back at him in speechless surprise. " Going to

marry Winifred ? " she echoed at last vaguely, after a long pause,

as if the words conveyed no meaning to her mind. " Going to

marry Winifred ? To marry Winifred !—Hugh, did you really

and truly say you were going to marry Winifred ?
'*

" I proposed to her this morning," Hugh answered outright,

with a choking throat and a glassy eye ;
" and she accepted me,

Elsie ; so I mean to marry her."

"Hugh I"

She uttered only that one short word, in a tone of awful and
unspeakable agony. But her bent brows, her pallid face, her
husky voice, her startled attitude, said more than a thousand
words, however wild, could possibly have said for her. She
took it in dimly and imperfectly now ; she began to grasp what
Hugh was talking about; but as yet she could not understand
to the full all the man's profound and unfathoracd Infamy. She

I
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looked at him feebly for some word of explanation. Surely he
must have some deep and subtle reason of bis own for this

astonishing act and fact of furtive treachery. Some horrible

combination of adverse circumstances, about which she knew
and could know nothing, must have driven him against his will

to this incredible solution of an insoluble problem. He could
not of his own mere motion have proposed to Winifred. She
looked at him hard : he quailed before her scrutiny.

*' I love you, Elsie," he burst out with an irresistible impulse
at last, as she gazed through and through him from her long
black lashes.

Elsie laid her hand on his shoulder blindly. " You love me,"
she murmured. " ifugh, Huj];h, you still love me ?

"

" I always loved you, Klsie," Hugh answered bitterly with a
sudden pang of abject remorse ; " and as long as I live I shall

always love you."
"And yet—you are going to marry Winifred!

"

" Elsie ! We were never, never engaged."
She turned round upon him fiercely with a burst of horror.

He, to take refuge in that hollow excuse !
" Never engaged ! ''

she cried, aghast. "You mean it, Hugh?—you mean that

mockery ?—And I, who would have given up my life for love of

you I

"

He tried to assume a calm judi( lal tone. " Let us be reason-
able, Elsie," he said, with an attempt at ease, " and talk this

matter over without sentiment or hysterics. You knew very
well I was too poor to marry

;
you knew I always said we were

only cousins
;
you knew I had my way in life to make. You

could never have thought I really and seriously dreamt of

marrying you I

"

Elsie looked up at him with a scared white face. That Hugh
should descend to such transparent futilities 1

" This is all new
to me," she moaned out in a dazed voice. "All, all—quite,
quite new to me."

" But, Elsie, I have said it over and over a thousand times
before."

She gazed back at him like a stone. " Ah, yes ; but till to-

day," she murmured slowly, " you never, never, never meant it."

He sat down, unmanned, on the grass by the bank. She
seated herself by his side, mechanically as it were, with her
hand on his arm, and looked straight in front of her with a
vacant stare at the angry water. It was growing dark. Tho
shore was dark, and the sea, and the river. Everything was
dark and black and gloomy around her. She laid his hand ono
moment in her own. " Hugh 1 " she cried, turning towards him
with appealing pathos, " you don't mean it now : you will never
mean it. You're only saying it to try and prove me. Tell me
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it's that. You're yourself still. Hugh, my darling, you can
never mean it !

'*

Her words burnt into his brain like liquid fire; and the better
self within him groaned and faltered ; but he crushed it down
with an iron heel. The demon of avarice held his sordid soul.
" My child," he said, with a tender inflection in his voice as he
said it, "we must understand one another. I do seriously
intend to marry Winifred Meysey."
"Why?"
There was a terrible depth of suppressed earnestness in that

sharp short why, wrung out of her by anguish, as of a woman
who asks the reason of her death-warrant. Hugh Massinger
answered it slowly and awkwardly with cumbrous, round-about,
self-exculpating verbosity. As for Elsie, she sat like a statue
and listened : rigid and immovable, she sat there still ; while
Hugh, for the very first time in her whole experience, revealed
the actual man ho really was before her appalled and horrified

and spp hless presence. He talked of his position, his prospects,
his abi .ities. He talked of journalism, of the bar, of promotion.
He talked of literature, of poetry, of fame. He talked of money,
and its absolute need to man and woman in these latter days
of ours. He talked of Winifred, of Whitestrand, and of the
Meysey manor-house. " It'll be best in the end for us both, you
know, Elsie," he said argumentatively, in his foolish rfgmarolo,
mistaking her silence for something like unwilling acquiescence.
" Ofcourse I shall still be very fond ofyou, as I've always been fond
of you—like a cousin only—and I'll bo a brother to you now as
long as I live ; and when "^Vinifred and I are really married, and
I live here at Whitestrand, I shall be able to do a great deal

more for you, and help you by every means in my power, and
introduce you freely into our own circle, on different terms, you
know, where you'll have chances of meeting—well, suitable

persons. You must see yourself it's the best thing for us both.

The idea of two penniless people like you and me marrying one
another in the present state of society is simply ridiculous."

She heard him out to the bitter end, revealing the naked
deformity of his inmost nature, though her brain reeled at it,

without one passing word of reproach or dissent. Then she
said in an icy tone of utter horror :

" Hugh I

"

"Yes, Elsie."

"Is that all?"
" That is all."

" And you mean it ?
"

" I mean it."

" Oh, for heaven's sake, before you kill me outright, Hugh,
Hugh! is it really true? Are you really like that? Do you
really mean it?"

f
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" I really mean to marry Winifred."
Elsie clasped her two hands on either side of her head, as if

to hold it together from bursting with her agony. " Hugh," she
cried, " it's foolish, I know, but I ask you once more, before it's

too late, in sight of heaven, I ask you solemnly, are you soriously

in earnest? Is that what you're made of? Are you going to

desert me ? To desert and betray me ?
"

" I don't know what you mean," Hugh answered stonily, rising

as if to go—for he could stand it no longer. " I've never been
engaged to you. I always told you so. I owe you nothing.
And now I mean to marry Winifred."
With a cry of agony, she burst wildly away from him. She

saw it all now ; she understood to the full the cruelty and base-
ness of the man's innermost underlying nature. Fair outside;
but false, false, false to the core! Yet even so, she could
scarcely believe it. The faith of a lifetime fought hard for life

in her. He, that Hugh she had so loved and trusted—he, the
one Hugh in all "the universe- -he to cast her off with such
callous selfishness! He to turn upon her now with his
empty phrases I He to sell and betray her for a Winifred and
a manor-house ! Oh, the guilt and sin of it ! Her head reeled

and swam round deliriously. She hardly knew what she felt or
did. Mad with agony, love, and terror, she rushed away head-
long from ki3 polluted presence—not from Hugh, but from this

fallen idol. He saw her white dress disappearing fast through
the deep gloom in the direction of the poplar-tree, and he groped
his way after her, almost as mad as herself, struck dumb with
remorse and awe and shame at the ruin he had visibly and
instantly wrought in the fabric of that trustful girl's whole
being.

One moment she fled and stumbled in the dark along the

grassy path toward the roots of the poplar. Then ho caught a
glimpse of her for a second, dimly silhouetted in the faint star-

light, a wan white figure with outstretched arms against the
black horizon. She was poising, irresolute, on the gaarled
roots. It was but for the twinkling of an eye that he saw her

;

next instant, a splash, a gurgle, a shriek of terror, and hv^ beheld
licr borne wildly away, a helpless burden, by that fierce current
towards the breakers that glistened white and roared hoaisely

in their savage joy on the bar of the river.

In her agony of disgrace, she had fallen, rather than thrown
herself in. As she stood there, undecided, on the alippery roots,

with all her soul burning within her, her head swimming and
her eyes dim, a bruised, humiliated, hopeless creature, she had
missed her foothold on the smooth worn stump, slimy with
lichens, and raising her hands as if to balance herself, had
thrown herself forward, half wittingly, half unconsciously, on
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the tender mercies of the mshing stream. When she returned
for a moment, a little later, to life and thought, it was with a
swirling sense of many waters, eddying and seething in mad
conflict round her faint numb form. Strange roaring noises

thundered in her ear. A choking sensation made her gasp for

breath. What suo drank in with her gasp was not air, but
water—salt, brackish water, an overwhelming flood of it. Then
she sank again, and was dimly aware of the cold chill ocean
floating arour.d her on eyery side. She took a deep gulp, and
with it sighed out her sense of life and action. Hugh was lost

to her, and it was all over. She could die now. She had
nothing to liye for. There was no Hugh; and she had not
killed herself.

Those two dim thoughts were the last she knew as her eyes
closed in the rushing current : there had never been a Hugh

;

and she had fallen in by accident.

the

CHAPTER XI.

SINK OR SWIM?

Hugh was selfish, heartless, and unscrupulous ; but he was not
physically a coward, a cur, or a palterer. Without one second's

thought, he rushed wildly down to the water's edge, and
balancing himself for a plunge, with his hands above his head,

on the roots of the big tree, he dived boldly into that wild
current, agaiast whose terrific force he had once already

struggled so vainly on the morning of his first arrival at

Whitestrand. Elsie had had but a few seconds' start of him

;

with his powerful arms to aid him in the quest, he must surely

overtake and save her before she could drown, even in that

mad and swirling tidal torrent. He flung himself ©n the water
with all his force, and goaded by remorse, pity, and love—for,

after all, he loved her, he loved her—he drew unwonted strength

from tite internal fires, as he pushed back the fierce flood on
either side with arms and thews of feverish energy. At each
strong push, he moved forward apace with the gliding current,

and in the course of a few stout strokes he was already many
yards on his way seaward from the point at which he had
originally started. But his boots and clothes clogged his

movements terribly, and his sleeves in particular so impeded
his arms that he could hardly use them to any sensible

advantage. He felt conscious at onoe that, under such
hampering conditions, it would be impossible to swim for

many minutes at a streteh. He must find Elsie and save
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Iier almoet immediately, or both must go down and drown
together.

He wanted nothing mora than to drown with her now.
*' Elsie, Elsie, my darlii ; Elsie

!

" he cried aloud on the top of

the wave. To lose Elsie was to lose everything. The sea was
running high as he neared the bar, and Elsie had disappeared
as if by magic. Eren in that dark black water on that moon-
less night he wondered he couldn't catch a single glimpse of her
white dress by the reflected starlight. But the truth was, the
current had sucked her under—sucked her under wildly with
its irresistible force, only to fling her up again, a senseless bur-
den, where sea and river met at last in fierce conflict among the
roaring breakers that danced and shivered upon the shallow bar.

He swam al)OUt blindly, looking round him on every side

through the thick darkness with eager eyes for some glimpse of

Elsie's white dress in a stray gleam of starlight ; but he saw
not a trace of her presence anywhere. Groping and feeling

his way still with nurabed limbs, that grew weary and stiflf with
the frantic effort, he battled on through the gurgling eddy till

he reached the breakers on the bar itself. There, his strength

proved of no avail—he might as well have tried to stem
Niagara. The great waves, rolling their serried line against

the stream from the land, caught him and twisted him about
resistlessly, raising him now aloft on their foaming crest, dashing
him now down deep in their hollow trough, and then flinging

him back :.gain over some great curling mountain of water far

on to the current from which he bad just emerged with his

stout endeavour. For ten minutes or more he struggled madly
against those titanic enemies ; then his courage and his muscle
failed together, and he gave up the unequal contest out of sheer
fatigue and physical inability to continue it longer. It was
indeed an awful and appalling situation. Atone there in the
dark, whirled about by a current that no man could stem, and
confronted with a rearing wall of water that no man could face,

he threw himself wearily back for a moment at full length, aid
looked up in his anguish from his floating couch to the cold

stars overhead, whose faint light the spray every instant hid
from his sight as it showered over him from the curling crests

of tv.e great billows beyond him. And it was to this that he
had driven poor innocent, trustful, wronged Elsie 1 the one
woman he had ever truly loved ! the one woman who, with all

the force of a profound nature—profounder ten thousand times
than his own—had truly loved him I

Elsie was tossing up and down there just as hopelessly now,
no doubt. But Elsie had no pangs of conscience added to

torment her. She had only a broken heart to reckon with.

He let himself float idly where wind and waves might happen
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to bear him. There ^vas no help for it: he could swim no
farther, it was all oyer, all over now. Elsie was lost, and for

all the rest be cared that moment less than nothing. Winifred 1

He scorned and hated her very name. He might drown at his

ease, for anything he would ever do himself to prevent it. Tho
waves broke over him again and again. Ho let them burst

across his face or limbs, and floated on, without endeavouring
to swim or guide himself at all. Would he never sink ? Was
he to float and float and float like this to all eternity ?

Roar—roar—roar on the bar, each roar growing fainter and
fainter in his ears. Clearly receding, receding still. The
current was carrying him away from it now, and whirling him
along in a back eddy, that set strongly south-westward towards
the dike of the salt marshes.
He let himself drift wherever it might take him. It took

him back, back, back, steadily, till he saw the white crest of

the breakers on the ridge extend like a long gray line in tho

dim distance upon the sea beyond him. He was well into safer

water by this time : the estuary was only very rough here. Ho
might swim if he chose. But he did not choose. He cared
nothing for life, since Elsie was gone. In a sudden revulsion of

wild despair, a frantic burst of hopeless yearning, he knew, for

tho first time in his whole life, now it was too late, how truly

and deeply and intensely he had loved her. As truly and
deei)ly as he was capable of loving anybody or anything on
eartk except himself. And that, after all, was nothing much to

boast of.

Still, it was enough to overwhelm him for the moment with
agonies of remorse and regret and pity, and to make him long

i'ust tliou and there for instant death, as tho easiest escape from
lis own angry and accusing conscience. Ho wanted to die ; he
yearned and prayed for it. But death obstinately refused to

come to his aid. He turned himself round on his face now, and
striking out just once with his wearied thighs, gazed away
blankly towards the foam on the bar, where Elsie's body must
still be tossing in a horrible ghastly dance of death among the
careering breakers.

As he looked, a gleam of ruddy light showed for a second
from a masthead just beyond the bar. A smack—a smack!
coming in to the river ! The sight refilled him with a faint

fresh hope. That hope was too like despair; but still ii was
something. He swam out once more with the spasmodic
energy of utter despondency. The smack might still be in time
to save Elsie 1 He would make his way out to it, though it ran
him down; if it ran him down, so much the better! he would
shout aloud at the top of his voice^ to outroar the breakers :

" A
lady is drowning I Save her !—save her !

"

a
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Ito struck out again with mad haste through the back
current. This time, he liad to fight against it with his wearied
limbs, and to plough his way by prodigious efforts. Tlie
current was stronger, now he came to face it, than he had at
all imagined when he merely let himsalf drift on its surface.
Battling with all his might against the fierce swirls, he hardly
seemed to make any headway at all through the angry water.
Ilis strength was almost all used up now ; he could scarcely last

till he reached tlie smack.—Great licavens, what was this ? She
was turning!— kIio was turning! The surf was too much for
her timbers to endure. She couldn't make the mouth of the
creek. She was luffing seaward again, and it was all up, all up
with l':isie.

It was Warren Relfs yawl, bearing down from Lowestoft, and
trying for the first time to enter the river through the wtvU of
breakers.

Oh, if only he had lain right in her path just then, as she
rode over the waves, that she might run him down and sink
him for ever, with his weight of infamy, beneath those curling
billows ! He could never endure to go ashore again—and to fuel

that he had virtually murdered Elsie.

Elsie, Elsie, poor murdered Elsie! He should hate to live,

now he had murdered Elsie

!

And then, as he battled still fiercely with the tide, in a fla«»h

of his nerves, he felt suddenly a wild spasm of pain seize ou
both his thighs, and an i tter disablement aff'ect his entire
faculty of bodily motion. It was a paroxysm of cramp—over-
whelming—inexpressible—and it left him in one second power-
less to move or think or act or plan, a mere dead log, incapable
of anything but a cry of pain, and helpless as a baby in the
midst of that cruel aud unheeding eddy.
He flung himself back for dead on the water once more. A

choking sensation seized hold of hia Rcnscs. The sea was pouring
in at his nostrils and his ears. He knew he was going, and he
was glad to know it. He would ratiier die than live with that

burden of guilt upon his black soul. The waves washed over
his face in serried ranks. He didn't mind; he didn't struggle;

he didn't try for one instant to save himself. Ho floated on,

unconscious at last, back, slowly back, towards the bank of

tlie salt marsh.

When Hugh Massinger next knew anything, he was dimly
conscious of lying at full length on a very cold bed, and fum-
bling with his fingers to pull the bed-clothes closer around him
But there were no bed-clothes, and everything about was
soaking wet. He must be stretched in a pool of water, he
thought—so damp it was all round to the touch—v/ith a soi'r
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mattroRS or couch spread boneath him. He put out his hands
to feel the mattress. He came upon mud, mud, deep layers

of mud ; all cold and slimy in the dusk of night. And then
vrith a flash he remembered all—Elsie dead! Elsie drowned I

—and knew he was stranded by the ebbing tide on the edge
of the embankment. No hope of helping Elsie now. With a
violent e£fort, he roused himself to consciousness, and crawled
feebly on his knees to the firm ground. It was difficult work,
floundering through tlio mud, with his numb limbs; but he
floundered on, upon hands and feet, till he reached the shore,

and stood at last, dripping with brine and crusted with soft

slimy tidal ooze, on tlie broad bank of the moated dike that
hcmmoil in tho Halt marshes from the mud-bank of the estuary.

It was still dark night, but the moon had risen. He could
hardly say what the time might be, for bis watch had stopped, of
course, b> uinnorKion in the water; but he roughly guessed, by
the IwA vit' the stai-H, it was Komowhere alx>ut half-post ten. Wo
han^ a vnguo fivn'^o of the lapse of time even during sleep or
otlier unotmsoums states; lud Iln^h was certain he couldn't

have boiui floating for much more tifi.in an hour or thereabouts.

He gazed !Uv)uud him vaguely at the misty meadows. He was
a mile or so from the village inn. The estuary, with its acrid
flats of mud, lay l)etwoen him and the hard at Whitostrand.
Sheets of white surf still shinunered dimly on the bar far out to
sea. And Elsie Vtas lost—lost to him irrevocably.

Ho sat down and pondered on the bank for a while. Those
five minutes wore the turning-point of hi>» life. What should he
do and how comix)rt himself under these suddeo and awful and
unexpected circumstances ? Dazed as he was, he saw even then
the full horror of the dilemma that hedged him in. Awe and
shame brought him back with a rush to reason. If he went
home and told the whole horrid truth, everybody would spy
he was Elsie's murderer. Perhaps they would even suggest
that he pushed her in—to get rid of her. Ho dared not tell

it ; he dared not face it. Sliould he fly the village—the county
—the country ?—That would be foolish and precipitate indeed,
not to say wicked: a criminal surrender. All was not lost,

though Elsie was lost to him. In his calmer mood, no longer
heroic with the throes of despondency, sitting shivering there
with cold in the keen breeze, between his dripping clothes, upon
the bare swept bank, he said to himself many times over that
all was not lost ; he might still go back—and marry Winifred.
Hideous—horrible—ghastly—inhuman : he reckoned even so

his chances with Winifred.
The shrewd wind blew chill upon his wet clothes. It bel-

lowed and roared with hoarse groans round the stakes on the
dike-sluices. His head was whirling still with asphyxia and
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numbness. Ho felt hardly in a condition to think or reason.
But this was a crisis, a life-and-death crisis. He must pull

himself together like a man, and work it all out, his doubtful
course for the next three hours, or else sink for eyer in a sea of
obloquy, remembered only as Elsio's murderer. Everything
was at stake for him—live or die. Should hf jump once more
into the cold wild stream—or go home quietly like a sensible
man, and play his hand out to marry Winifred ?

If he meant to go, ho must go at once. It was no use to

think of delaying or shilly-shallying. By eleven o'clock, the inn
would bo closed. He must steal in, unperccived, by the open
French windows before eleven, if he intended still to keep the
game going. But he must have his plan of action definitely

mapped out none the less beforehand ; and to map it out, he
must wait a moment still; he must sum up chances in this

desperate emergency.
Life is a calculus of varying probabilities. Was it likely he

had been perceived at the Hall that evening? Did anybody
know he had been walking with Winifred ?

He fancied not—he believed not.—He was certain not, now he
came to think of it. Thank heaven, he had made the appoint-
ment verbally. If he'd written a note, that damning evidence
might have been produced against him at the coroner's inquest.

Inquest ? Unless they found the body—Elsie's body—pah 1 how
horrible to think of—but still, a man must steel himself to face

facts, however ghastly and however horrible. Unless they found
the body, then, there would be no inquest ; and if only things

were managed well and cleverly, there needn't even be any
inquiry. Unless they found the body— Elsie's body—poor
Elsie's body, whirled about by the waves I—But they would
never find it--they would never find it. The current had sucked
it under at once, and carried it away careering madly to the
saa. It would toss and whirl on the breakers for a while, and
then sink unseen to the fathomless abysses of the German
Ocean.
He hated himself for thinking all this—with Elsie drowned

—

or not yet drowned even—and yet he thought it, because he was
not man enough to face the alternative.

Had Elsie told any one she was going to meet him ? No ; she
wouldn't even tell Winifred of that, he was sure. She met him
there often by appointment, it was true, but always quietly

:

they kept their meetings a profound secret between them.
Had any one seen them that evening together ? He couldn't

remember noticing anybody.—How shrill the wind blew through
his dripping clothes. It cut him in two; and his head reeled

still.—No ; nobody, nobody. He was quite safe upon that score

at least. Nobody knew he was out with Elsie.
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Gould he go back, then, and keep it all qniot, saying nothing

himnolf, but leaving the world to form its own conclusions? A
sudden thought flashed in an intuitiyo moment across his brain.

A Plan!—a Plan! How happy! A Policy! He saw his way
out of it all at once. He could set everything right by a simple
method. Yes, thnt wo nld do. It was bold, but not risky. He
might go now: the scheme for the future was all matured.
Nobody need ever suspect anything. A capital idea ! Honour
was saved ; and he might still go back and marry Winifred.

Elsie dead ! Elsie drowned ! The world lost, and his life a
blank ! But ho might still go back and marry Winifred.

He rose, and shook himself in the wind like a dog. The Plan
was growing more definite and rounded in his mind each
moment. He turned his face slowly towards the lights at

Whitestrand. The estuary spread l)ctwcen him and them with
its wide mud-flats. Cold nnd tired as he was, he must make at

all speed for the point where it narrowed into the running stream
near Snado meadows. He must swim the river there, with what
legs he had left, and cross to the village. There was no time to

l>e lost. It was neck or nothing. At all hazards, ho must do
his best to reach the inn before the doors were shut and locked
at eleven.

When he left the spot where ho had been tossed ashore, his
idea for the future was fully worked out. He ran along the
bank with eager haste in the direction of Whitestrand. Once
only did he turn and look l)ehind him. A ship's light gleamed
feebly in the oflBng across the angry sea. She was beating up
ngain<it a head wind to catch the breeze outside towards Lowes-
toft or Yarmouth.

CHAPTER XIT.

THK PLAN IN BXEOUTIOir.

Iluan hurried along the dike that bounded the salt-marsh
meadows seaward, till he reached the point in his march up
where the river narrowed abruptly into a mere third-class

upland stream. There he jumped in, and swam across, as well
as he was able in the cold dark water, to the opposite bank.

.ce over, he had still to stVaggle as best ho might through two
or three swnm])y fields, and to climb a thickset hedge or so-
regular bullfinches— before he fairly gained the belated little

high-road. His head swam. Wet and cold and miserable with-
out, he was torn within by conflicting passions ; but he walked
firm and erect now along the winding road in the deep gloom,
fortunately never meeting a soul in the half-mile or so of lonely
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way that lay between the point where he had crossed the stream
and the Fishermr^n's Eest by the bank at Whitestrand. He was
glad of that, for it was his cue now to escape observation. In
his own mind, he felt himself a murderer ; and every flicker of

the wind among the honeysuckle in the hedge, every rustle of

the leaves on the trees overhead, every splash of the waves upon
the distant shore, made his heart flutter, and his breath stop

short in response, though he gave no outer sign of fear or com-
punction in his even tread and erect bearing—the even tread
and erect bearing of a proud, self-confident, English gentleman.
How lucky that his rooms at the inn happened to be placed

on the ground-floor, and that they opened by French windows
down to the ground on to the little garden 1 How lucky, too,

that they lay on the hither side of the door and the taproom,
where men were sitting late over their mug of beer, singing and
rollicking in vulgar mirth with their loud half-Danish, East-
Anglian merriment! He stole through the garden on tiptoe,

unperceived, and glided like a ghosc into the tiny sitting-room.

The lamp burned brightly on the parlour table, as it had burnt
all evening, in readiness for his arrival. He slipped quietly, on
tiptoe still, into the bedroom behind, tossed oflf a stiflf glassful of

brandy-and-water cold, and changed his clothes from head to

foot with as much speed aud noiselessness as circumstances per-

mitted. Then, treading more easily, he went out once more with
a bold front into the other room, flung himself down at his ease
in the big armchair, took up a book, pretending to read, and
rang the bell with ostentatious clamour for the good landlady.

His plan was mature ; he would proceed to put it into execution.

The landlady, a plentiful body of about fifty, came in with
evident surprise and hesitation. " Lord a mussy, sar," she cried

aloud in a slight flurry, ** I thowt yow wor out ; an' them min
a-singin' and a-bellerin' like that oover there in the bar 1 Stan-
naway'll be some riled when he find yow're come in an' all that
noise gooin* on in the house ! 'Teen't respectable. But we din't

hear ye. I hoop yow'U 'scuse 'em : they're oonly the fishermen
from Snade, enjoyin* theirselves in the cool of the evenin'."

Hugh made a manful effort to appear unconcerned. *' I came
in an hour ago or more," he replied, smiling—a sugar-of-lead
smile.—"But, pray dou't interfere with these good people's

merriment for worlds, I beg of you. I should be sorry, indeed,
if I thought I put a stopper upon anybody's innocent amusement
anywhere. I don't want to be considered a regular kill-joy.—

I

rang the bell, Mrs. Stannaway, for a bottle of seltzer."

It was a simple way of letting them know he was really there

;

and though the lie about the length of time he had been home
was a fairly audacious one—for somebody might have come in

meanwhile to trim the lamp, or look if he was about, and so
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detect the falsehood—he saw at once, by Mrs. Stannaway's face,

that it passed muster without rousing the slightest suspicion.
'* Why, William," he heard her say when she went out, in a

hushed voice to her husband in the taproom, " Mr. Massinger
hev bin in his own room the whool time while them chaps hev
bin a-shoutin' an' swcarin' suffin frightful out here, more like

heathen than human critters."

Then, they hadn't noticed his absence, at any rate ! That was
well He was so far safe. If the rest of his plan held water
equally, all might yet come right—and he might yet succeed in

marrying Winifred.

To save appearances—and marry Winifred ! With Elsie still

tossing on the breakers of the bar, he had it in his mind to marry
Winifred!
\Vhen Mrs. Stannaway brought in the seltzer, Hugh Massinger

menly looked up from the book he was reading with a pleasant

nod and a murmured " Thank you." 'Twas the most he dared.

His teeth chattered so he could hardly trust himself to speak
any further ; but he tried with an agonized effort within to look
as comfortable under the circumstances as possible. As soon as
she was gone, however, he opened the seltzer, and pouring him-
self out a second strong dose of brandy, tossed it off at a gulp,
almost neat, to steady his nerves for serious business. Then he
opened his blotting-book, with a furtive glance to right and left,

and took out a fcTv stray sheets of paper—to write a letter. The
first sheet had some stanzas of verse scribbled loosely upon it,

with many corrections. Hugh's eyes unconsciously fell upon
one of them. It read to him just then like an act of accusation.

They were some simple lines describing some ideal Utopian
world—a dream of the future—and the stanza on which his

glance had lighted so carelessly ran thus

—

**But, fairer and purer still,

True love is there to behold

;

And none may fetter his will

With law or with gold

:

And none may sully his wings
With the deadly taint of lust

;

But freest of all free things

He soars from the dust."

" With law or with
napes! He crumpled

gold," indeed! Fool! Idiot! Jacka-
the verses angrily in his hand as he

looked, and flung them with clenched teeth into the empty fire-

place. His own words rose up in solemn judgment against him,
and condemned him remorselessly by anticipation. He had
sold Elsie for Winifred's gold, and the Nemesis of his crime was
already pursuing him like a deadly phantom through all his

wakiQg momeQte.
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With a set cold look on his handsome dark face, he selected

another sheet of clean white note-paper from the morocco-covered
blotting-book, and then pulled a bundle of old, worn-edged
letters from his breast-pocket—a bundle of letters in a girl's

handwriting, secured by an elastic india-rubber band, and care-

fully numbered with red ink from one to seventy, in the order

they had been received. Hugh was nothing, indeed, if not
methodical. In his own way, he had loved Elsie, as well as ho
was capable of loving anybody : he had kept every word she
ever wrote to him ; and now that she was gone—dead and gone
for ever—her letters were all he had left that belonged to her.

He laid one down on the table before him, and yielding to a
momentary impulse of ecstasy, he kissed it first with reverent
tenderness. It was Elsie's letter—poor dead Elsie's.—Elsie

dead ! He could hardly realize it.—His brain whirled and swam
with the manifold emotions of that eventful evening. But lie

must brace himself up for his part like a man. He must not be
weak. There was work to do ; he must make haste to do it.

He took a broad-nibbed pen carefully from his desk—the
broadest he could find—and fitted it with pains to his ivory

holder. Elsie always used a broad nib—poor drowned Elsie

—

dear, martyred Elsie! Then, glancing sideways at her last

letter, he wrote on the sheet, in a large flowing angular hand,
deep and black, most unlike his own, which was neat and small

and cramped and rounded, the two solitary words, " My darling,"

He gazed at them when done with evident complacency. They
would do very well : an excellent imitation 1

Was he going, then, to copy Elsie's letter ? No ; for its first

words read plainly, " My own darling Hugh." He had allowed
her to address him in such terms as that ; but still, he muttered to

himself even now, he was never engaged to her—never engaged
to her. In copying, he omitted the word " own." That, he
thought, would probably be considered quite too affectionate for

any reasonable probability. Even in emergencies he was cool

and collected. But " My darling," was just about the proper
mean. Girls are always stupidly gushing in their expression of

feeling to one another. No doubt Elsie herself would have
begun, " My darling."

After that, he turned over the letters with careful scrutiny, as
if looking down the pages one by one for some particular phrase
or word he wanted. At last he came upon the exact thing

,

" Mrs. Mersey and Winifred are going out to-morrow."—That'll

do," he said in his soul to himself: "a curl to the w**—and
laying the blank sheet once more before hun, he wrote down
boldly, in the same free hand, with thick black down-strokes,
** My darling Winifred."

The Plan was shaping itself clearly in his mind now. Word

>l
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by word he fitted in so, copying each direct from Elsie's letters,

and dovetailing the whole with skilled literary craftsmanship into

a curious cento of her pet phrases, till at last, after an hour's hard
and anxious work, round drops of sweat standing meanwhile
cold and clammy upon his hot forehead, he read it over with

'^ A unmixed approbation—to himself—an excellent letter both in
^

design and execution.

"Whitestrand Hall, September 17.

"My darling Winifred,
" I can hardly make up my mind to write you this

letter; and yet I must: I can no longer avoid it. I know you
will think mc so wicked, so ungrateiul : I know Mrs. Meysey
will never forgive me ; but I can't help it. Circumstances are

too strong for me. By the time this reaches you, I shall have
left Whitestrand, I fear for ever. Why I am leaving, I can
never, never, never tell you. If you try to find out, you won't
succeed in discovering it. I know what you'll think ; but you're

quite mistaken. It's something about which you have never
heard ; something that I've told to nobody anywhere ; something
I can never, never tell, even to you, darling. I've written a line

to explain to Hugh ; but it's no use either of you trying to trace

me. I shall write to you some day again to let you know how
I'm getting on— but never my whereabouts.— Darling, for

heaven's sake, do try to hush this up as much as you can. To
have myself discussed by half the county would drive me mad
with despair and shame. Get Mrs. Mersey to say I've been
called away suddenly by private business, and will not return.

If only you knew all, you would forgive me everything.—
Good-bye, darling. Don't think too harshly of me.

" Ever your affectionate, but heart-broken
"Elsie."

His soul approved the style and the matter. Would it answer
his purpose? he wondered, half tremulously. Would they
really believe Elsie had written it, and Elsie was gone ? How
account for her never having been seen to quit the grounds of
the Hall ? For her not having been observed at Almundham
Station ? For no trace being left of her by rail or road, or sea
or river ? It was a desperate card to play, he knew, but he held
no other ; and fortune often favours the brave. How often at
loo had he stood against all precedent upon a hopeless hand,
and swept the board in the end by soma audacious stroke of

inspired good play, or some strange turn of the favouring
chances I He would stand to win now in the same spirit on the
forged letter. It was his one good card. Nobody could eve?
prove he wrote it And perhaps, with the unthinking readiness
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of the wortd at large, they would all accept it without fui'ther

question.

If ever Elsie's body were recovered ! Ah, yes : true : that
would indeed be fatal. But then, the chances were enormously
against it. The deep sea holds its own : it yields up its dead
only to patient and careful search ; and who would ever dream
of searching for Elsie ? Except himself, she had no one to search
for her. The letter was vague and uncertain, to be sure ; but
its very vagueness was infinitely better than the most definite

lie : it left open the door to so much width of conjecture. Every
man could invent his own solution. If he had tried to tell a
plausible story, it might have broken down when confronted
with the inconvenient detail of stern reality : but he had trusted

everything to imagination. And imagination is such a charm-
ingly elastic faculty ! The Meyseys might put their own con-
struction upon it. Each, no doubt, would put a diflferent one

;

and each would be convinced that his own was the truest.

He folded it up and thrust it into an envelope. Then he
addressed the face boldly, in the same free black hand as the
letter itself, to " Miss Meysey, The Hall, Whitestrand." In the
corner he stuck the identical little monogram, E. C, written
with the strokes crossing each other, that Elsie put on all her
letters. His power of imitating the minutest details of any
autograph stood him here in good stead. It was a perfect fac-

simile, letter and address : and tortured as be was in his own
mind by remorse and fear, he still smiled to himself an approving
smile as he gazed at the absolutely undetectable forgery. No
expert on earth could ever detect it. " That'll clinch all,"

he thought serenely. " They'll never for a moment doubt that
it comes from Elsie."

He knew the Meyseys had gone out to dinner at the vicarage
that evening, and would not return until after the hour at
which Elsie usually retired. As soon as they got back, they
would take it for granted she had gone to bed, as she always did,

and would in all probability never inquire for her. If so,

nothing would be known till to-morrow at breakfast. He must
drop the letter into the box unperceived to-night, and then it

would be delivered at Whitestrand Hall in due course by the
first post to-morrow.
He shut the front window, put out the lamp, and stole quietly

into the bedroom behind. That done, he opened the little

lattice into the back garden, and slipped out, closing the
window closely after him, and blowing out the candle. The
post-office lay just beyond the church. He walked there fast,

dropped his letter in safety into the bos, and turned, nnseen,
into high-road once more in the dusky moonlight.
Wearied and faint and half delirious as be was after bis long
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immersion, he couldn't even now go back to the inn to rest

quietly, l^lsie's image haunted him still. A strange fascina-

tion led him across the fields and through the lane to the Hall

—to Elsie's last dwelling-place. He walked in by the little

side-gate, the way he usually came to visit Elsie, and prowled
guiltily to the back of the house. The family had evidently

returned, and suspected nothing : no sign of bustle or commo-
tion or disturbance betrayed itself anywhere : not a light showed
from a single window: all was dark and still from end to end,

as if poor dead Elsie were sleeping calmly in her own little bed-

room in the main building. It was close on one in the morning
now. Hugh skulked and prowled around the east wing on
cautious tiptoe, like a convicted burglar.

As he passed Elsie's loom, all dark and empty, a mad desire

seized upon him all at once to look in at the window and see

how everything lay within there. At first, he had no more
reason for the act in his head than that : the Plan only developed
itself further as he thought of it. It wouldn't be difficult to

climb to the sill by the aid of the porch and the clambering
wistaria. He hesitated a moment ; then remorse and curiosity

finally conquered. The romantic suggestion came to him, liko

a dream, in his fevered and almost delirious condition : like a
dream, he carried it at once into eflfect. Groping and feeling his

way with numb fingers, dim eyes, and head that still reeled and
swam in terrible giddiness from his long spell of continued
asphyxia, he raised himself cautiously to the level of the sill,

and prised the window open with his dead white hand. The
lamp on the table, though turned down so low that he hadn't
observed its glimmer from outside, was still alight and burning
faintly. He turned it up just far enough to see through the
gloom his way about the bedroom. The door was closed, but not
locked. He twisted the key noiselessly with dexterous pressure,

so as to leave it fastened from the inside.- -That was a clever

touch 1—They would think Elsie had climbed out of the window.
A few letters and things lay loose about the room. The devil

within him was revelling now in hideous suggestions. Why
not make everything clear behind him ? He gathered them up
and stuck them in his pocket. Elsie's small black leather bag
stood on a wooden frame in the far corner. He pushed into it

hastily the nightdress on the bed, the brush and comb, and a
few selected articles of underclothing from the chest of drawers
by the tiled fireplace. The drawers themselves he left sedu-
lously open. It argued haste. If you choose to play for a high
stake, you must play boldly, but you must play well. Hugh
never for a moment concealed from him'^elf the fact that the
adversary against whom he was playing now was the public
hangman, and that bis own neck was the stake at issue.
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If ever it was discovered that Elsie was drowned, all the

world, incluaing the enlightened British jury—twelve butchers

and bakers and candlestick-makers, selected at random from
the Whitestrand rabble, he said to himself angrily—would draw
the inevitable inference for themselves that Hugh had mur-
dered her. His own neck was the stake at issue—his own neck,

and honour and honesty.

He glanced around the room with an approving eye once
more. It was capital ! Splendid ! Everything was indeed in

most admired disorder. The very spot it looked, in truth, from
which a girl had escaped in a breathless hurry. He left the

lamp still burning at half-height : that fitted well ; lowered the

bag by a piece of tape to the garden below ; littered a few stray

handkerchiefs and lace bodices loosely on the floor; and crawl-

ing out of the window with anxious care, tried to let himself

down hand over hand by a branch of the wistaria.

The branch snapped short with an ugly crack; and Hugh
found himself one second later on the shrubbery below, bruised
and shaken.

CHAPTER Xra.

WHAT SU00E8S?

At the Meyseys* next morning, all was turmoil and snrprise.

The servants' hall fluttered with unwonted excitement. No
less an event than an elopement was suspected. Miss Elsie had
not come down to breakfast ; and when Miss Winifred went up,
on the lady's-maid's report, to ask what was the matter, she had
found the door securely locked on the inside, and received no
answer to her repeated questions. The butler, hastily sum-
moned to the rescue, broke open the lock; and Winifred
entered, to find the lamp still feebly burning at half-height,

and a huddled confusion everywhere pervading the disordered
room. Clearly, some strange thing had occurred. Elsie's

drawers had been opened and searched: the black bag was
gone from the stand in the corner; and the little jewel-case
with the silver shield on the top was missing from its

accustomed place on the dressing-table.

With a sudden cry, Winifred rushed forwarc', terrified. Her
first idea was the usual feminine one of robbery and murder.
Elsie was killed—^killed by a burglar. But one glance at the
bed dispelled that illusion ; it had never been slept in. The
nightdress and the little embroidered nightdress-bag in red
Bilk were neither of them there in their familiar fashion. The
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brush and comb had disappeared from the base of the looking-

glass. The hairpins even had been removed from the glass

hair-pin box. These indications seemed frankly inconsistent

with the theory of mere intrusive burglary. The enterprising

burglar doesn't make up the beds of the robbed and murdered,
after pocketing their watches ; nor does he walk off, as a rule,

with ordinary hairbrushes and embroidered nightdress-bags.

Surprised and alarmed, Winifred rushed to thejnrindow : it was
open still : a branch of the wistaria lay broken on the ground,
and the mark of a falling body mi^^iit be easily observed among
the plants and soil in the shrubbery border.

By this time, the Squire had appeared upon the scene,

bringing in his hand a letter for Winifred. With the cool

common sense of advancing years, he surveyed the room in its

littery condition, and gazed over his daughter's shoulder as she

read the shadowy and incoherent jumble of phrases Hugh
Massinger had strung together so carefully in Elsie's name last

night at the Fisherman's Rest. " Whew !

" he whistled to him-
self in sharp surprise as the state of the case dawned slowly

upon him. "Depend upon it, there's a young man at the

bottom of this. * Cherchez la fcmme,* says the Fronch proverb.

When a young woman's in question, ' Cherchez I'homme ' comes
very much nearer it. The girl's run off with somebody, you
may be sure. I only hope she's run off all straight and above-
board, and not gone away with a groom or a gamekeeper or a
married clergyman."

" Papa !

" Winifred cried, laying down the letter in haste and
bursting into tears, " do you think Mr. Massinger can have
anything to do with it?

"

The Squire had been duly apprised last night by Mrs. Meysey
—in successive instalments—as to the state of relations between
Hugh and Winifred; but his blunt English nature cavalierly
rejected the suggested explanation of Elsie's departure, and ho
brushed it aside at once after the fashion of his kind with an
easy " Bless my soul 1 no, child. The girl's run off with some
fool somewhere. It's always fools who run off with women.
Do you think a man would be idiot enough to "—he was just
going to say, " propose to one woman in the morning, and elope
with another the evening after!" but he checked himself in
time, before the faces of the servants, and finished his sentence
lamely by saying instead, " commit himself so with a girl of that
sort?"

" That wasn't what I m^ant, papa," Winifred whispered low.
" I meant, could she have tancied ? You understand me."
The Squire gave a snort in place of No, Impossible, im-

possible; the young man was so well connected. She could
never have thought he meant to make up to her Much more
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likely, if it came to that, the girl would run away with him
than from him. Young women don't really run away from a
man because their hearts arc broken. They go up to their own
bedrooms instead, Lnd muso and mope over it, and cry their

eyes red.

And indeed, the Squire remarked to himself inwardly on the

other hand, that if Hugh were minded to elope with any one,

ho would be far more likely to elope with the heiress of White-
strand than with a penniless governess like Elsie Challoner.

Elopement implies parental opposition. Why the deuce should
a man take the trouble to run away with an undowered orphan,

whom nobody on earth desires to prevent him from marrying
any day, in the strictly correctest manner, by banns or license,

at the parish church of her own domicile? The suggestion

was clearly quite quixotic. If Elsie had run away with any
one, it was neither from nor with this young man of Winifred's,

the Squire felt sure, but with the gardener's son or with the

under-gamekeeper.
Still, he felt distinctly relieved in his own mind when, at

half-past ten, Hugh Massinger strolled idly in, a rose in his

button-hole and a smile on his face—though a little lame of the

left leg— all unconscious, apparently, that anything out of the

common had happened since last night at the great house.

Hugh was one of the very finest and most finished actors

then performing on the stage of social England ; but even he
had a difficult part to play that stormy morning, and he went
through his role, taking it altogether, with but indifferent

8uccei::3, though with sufficient candour to float him through
unsuspected somehow. The circumstances, indeed, were terribly

against him. When he fell the night before from Elsie's

window, he had bruised and shaken himself, already fatigued
as he was by his desperate swim and his long unconsciousness

;

and it was with a violent effort, goaded on by the sense of

absolute necessity alone, that he picked himself up, black bag
and all, and staggered home, with one ankle strained, to his

rooms at the Stannaways'. Once arrived there, after that night
of terrors and manifold adventures, he locked away Elsie's be-

longings cautiously in a back cupboard—incriminating evidence,
indeed, if anything should ever happen to come out—and flung
himself half undressed at last in a fever of fatigue upon the
bed in the corner.

Strange to say he slept-^slept soundly. Worn out with over-
work and exertion and faintness, he slept on peacefully like a
^ired child, till at nine o'clock Mrs. Stannaway rapped hard at

the door to rouse him. Then he woke with a start from a heavy
sleep, his head aching, but drowsy still, and with feverish pains
ia all his limbs from his desperate swim and his long immersion.
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Ho was quite unfit to got up and dress; but he rose for all that,

us if all was well, and oven pretended to eat some breakfast,

tliough a cup of tea was tho only thing he could really gulp
down his parched throat in his horror and excitement. Lost
night's events came clearly home to him now in their naked
gliastlincss, and with sinking heart and throbbing head, he
realized the full extent of his guilt and his danger, the depth
of his remorse, and tho profundity of his folly.

Elsie was gone—that was his first thought. There was no
more an Elsio to reckon with in all this world. Her place was
blank—how blank ho could never before have truly realized.

The whole world itself was blank too. What he loved best in

it all was gone clean out of it.

Elsie, Elsie, poor drowned, lost Elsio I His heart ached as he
thought to himself of Elsie, gasping and struggling in that cold,

cold sea, among those fierce wild breakers, for one last breath—
and knew it was he who had driven her, by his baseness and
wickedness and cruelty, to that terrible end of a sweet young
existence. He had darkened the sun in heaven for himself
henceforth and for ever. He had sown the wind, and he should
reap the whirlwind. He hated himself; he hated Winifred ; ho
hated everybody and everything but Elsie. Poor martyred
Elsie 1 Beautiful Elsio ! His own sweet, exquisite, noble Elsie

!

Ho would have given the whole world at tiiat moment to bring
her back again. But the past was irrevocable, quite irrevocable.

There was nothing for a strong man now to do but to brace
himself up and face the present.

" If not, what resolution from despair ?
"—That was all the

comfort his philosophy could give him.
Elsie's things were locked up in the cupboard. If suspicion

lighted upon him in any way now, it was all up with him.
Elsie's bag and jewel-case and clothing in the cupboard would
a!one be more than enough to hang him. Hang him 1 What
did he care any longer lor hanging? Thoy might hang him
and welcome, if they chose to try. For sixpence he would save
them the trouble, and drown himself. He wanted to die. It

was fate that prevented him. Why hadn't he drowned when he
might, last night ? An ugly proverb that, about the man who
is born to be hanged, etc., etc. Some of these proverbs are down-
right rude—positively vulgar in the coarse simplicity and
directness of their language.
He gulped down the tea with a terrible effort : it was scald-

ing hot, and it burnt his mouth, but he scarcely noticed it.

Then he pulled about the sole on his fork for a moment, to dirty
the plate, and be ling it roughly, gave the flesh to the cat, who
ate it purring ( i the rug by the fireplace. He waited for a
reasonable interval next before ringing the bell—it takes a lone
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man ten minutes to breakfast—but as soon as that necessary

time had passed, ho put on his hat, crushing it down on bis head,

and with fiery soul and bursting temples, strolled up, with the

jauntiest air ho could assume, to the Meyseys' after breakfast.

Winifred met him at the front door. His new sweetheart

was pale and terrified, but not now crying. Hugh felt himself
constrained to presume upon their novel relations and insist

upon a kiss —she would expect it of him. It was the very
first time he had ever kissed her, and, oh evil omen, it re-

volted him at last that ho had now to do it—with Elsie's body
tossed about that very moment by the cruel waves upon that

nngry bar or on tlie cold sea-bottom. It was treason to Elsie

—to poor dead Elsie—that ho should ever kiss any other

>voman. His kisses wcro here, })i^ heart was hers, for ever and
ever. But what would you have? Ho looked on, as he had
said, as if from above, at circumstances wafting his own cha-

racter and his own actions hither and thither wherever they
willed— and this was tho pass to which they had now brought
him. He must play out the game—play it out to the end,

whatever it might cost him.
Winifred took the kiss mechanically and coldly, and handed

him Elsie's letter—his own forged letter—without one word of

preface or explanation. Hugh was glad she did so at the very
first moment—it allowed him to relieve himself at once from
the terrible strain of the affected gaiety he was keeping up just
to save appearances. He couldn't have kept it up much longer.

His countenance fell visibly as he read the note—or pretended
to read it, for he had no need really to glance at its words

—

every word of them all now burnt into the very fibres and fabrio

of his being.
" Why, what does this mean, Miss Meysey—that is to say,

Winifred ? ". he corrected himself hurriedly. " Elsie isn't gone ?

She's hero this morning as usual, surely ?
**

As he said it he almost hoped it might be true. He could
hardly believe the horrible, horrible reality. His face was pale

enough in all conscience now—a little too pale, perhaps, for the

letter alone to justify. Winifred, eyeing him close, saw at a
glance that he was deeply moved.

" She's gone," she said, not too tenderly either. " She went
away last night, taking her things with her—at least some of

them.—Do you know where she's gone, Mr. Massinger ? Has
she written to you, as she promises ?

"

*• Not Mr. Massinger," Hugh corrected gravely, with a livid

white face, yet affecting jauntiness. " It was agreed yesterday
it should be * Hugh ' in future.—No ; I don't at all know where
she is, Winifred ; I wish I did." He said it seriously. " She
hasn't written a single line to me."
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Hugh's answer had tlie very ring of truth in it—for indeed it

was true; and Winifred, watching him with a woman's closonosB,

felt certain in her own mind tliat in this at least ho was not
deceiving her. But he certainly grew unnecessarily pale.

Cousinly affection would hardly account for so much disturb-

ance of the vaso motor system. She questioned him closely as
to all that had I'assod or might have passed between them these
weeks or earlier. Did ho know anything of Elsie's movements
or feelings? Hugh, holding the letter firmly in one hand, and
playing with the key of that incriminating cupboard, in his
waistcoat pocket, loosely with the other, passed with credit his

examination. He had never, he said, with gay flippancy

almost, been really intimate with Elsie, talked conlidences with
Elsie, or received any from Elsie in return. She did not know
of his engagement to Winifred. Yet he feared, whatever her
course might be, some man or other must be its leading motive.

Perhaps—but this with the utmost hesitation—Warren Eel f and
she might have struck up a love atfair.

He felt, of course, it was a serious ordeal. Apart from the
profounder background of possible consequences—the obvious
charge of having got rid of Elsie—two other unpleasant notions
stared him full in the face. The first was, that tlie Meyseys
might suspect him of having driven Elsie to run away by his

proposal to Winifred. But supposing even they never thought
of that— which was highly unlikely, considering the close

sequence of the two events and the evident drift of Winifred's
questions—there still remained the second unpleasantness—that
his cousin, through whom alone he had been introduced to the
family, should have disappeared under such mysterious circum-
stances. Was it likely they would wish their daughter to marry
a man among whose relations such odd and unaccountable things

were likely to happen ?

For, strangely enough, Hugh still wished to marry Winifred.
Though he loatlied her in his heart just then for not being Elsie,

and even, by some illogical twist of thought, for having been the
unconscious cause of Elsie's misfortunes; though he would have
died himself far rather than lived without Elsie

;
yet, if he lived,

he wished for all that to marry Winifred. For one thing, it was
the programme ; and because it was the programme, he wanted,
with his strict business habits, to carry it out to the bitter end.
For another thing, his future all deponded upon it; and though
he didn't care a straw at present for his future, he went on
acting, by the pure force of habit in a prudent man, as delibe-

rately and cautiously as if he had still the same serious stake in
existence as ever. He wasn't going to chuck up everything all

at once, just because life was now an utter blank to him. Ho
would go on as usual in the regular groove, and pretend to the
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world he was still every bit as interested and engaged in life as

formerly.

So he brazened things out with the Meyseys somehow, and to

his immense astonishment, he soon discovered they were ready
dnpes, in no way set against him by this untoward accident.

On the contrary, instead of finding, as he had expected,, that

they considered this delinquency on the part of his cousin told

agiinst himself as a remote partner of her original sin, by right

of heredity, he found the Squire and Mrs. Meysey nervously
anxious for their part lest he, her nearest male relative, should
suspect them of having inefficiently guarded his cousin's youth,
inexperience, and innocence. They were all apology, where he
had looked for coldness ; they wer ) all on the defensive, where
he had expected to see them vigorously carrying the war into

Africa. One thing, above all others, he noted with profound
satisfaction—nobody seemed to doubt for one second the genuine-
ness and authenticity of the forged letter. Whatever else they
doubted, the letter was safe. They all took it fully for granted
that Elsie had gone, of her own free-will, gone to the four winds,
with no trace left of her ; and that Hugh, in the perfect inno-

cence of his heart, knew no more than they themselves about it.

Nothing else, of course, was talked of at Whitestrand that

livelong day ; and before night, the gossips and quidnuncs of

the village inn and the servants' hall had a complete theory of
their own to account for the episode. Their theory was simple,

romantic, and improbable. It had the dearly-loved spice of

mystery about it The coastguard had noticed that a ship,

name unknown, with a red light at the masthead and a green on
the port bow, had put in hastily about nine o'clock the night
before, near the big poplar. The Whitestrand cronies had
magnified this fact before nightfall, through various additions of

more or less fanciful observers or non-observers—for fiction, too,

counts for something—into a consistent story of a most orthodox
elopement. Miss Elsie had let herself down by a twisted sheet
out of her own window, to escape observation —some said a rope,

but the majority voted for the twisted sheet, as more strictly in

,

accordance with established precedent—she had slipped away to

the big tree, where a gentleman's yacht, from parts unknown,
had put in cautiously, before a terrible gale, by previous arrange-
ment, and had carried her over through a roaring sea across to

the opposite coast of Flanders. Detail after detail grew apace

;

and before long there were some who even admitted to having
actually seen a foreign-looking gentleman in a dark cloak—the
cloak is a valuable romantic property upon such occasions

—

catch a white-robed lady in his stout arms as she leaped a wild
leap into an open boat from the spray-covered platform of the
gnarled poplar roots. Hugh smiled a grim and hideous smile of
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polite incredulity as he listened to these final imaginative em-
beliishmGnts of the popular fancy ; but he accepted in outline

the romantic tale as the best possible version of Elsie's disap-
pearance for public acceptance. It kept the police at least from
poking their noses too deep into this family affair, and it freed

him from any possible tinge of blame in the eyes of the Meyseys.
Nobody can be found fault with for somebody else's elopement.
Two points at least seemed fairly certain to the Whitestrand
intelligence : first, that Miss Elsie had run away of her own
accord, in the absence of the family ; and second, that she neither

went by road nor rail, so that only the sea or river appeared to

be left by way of a possible explanation.

The Meyseys, of course, were less credulous as to detail ; but
even the Meyseys suspected nothing serious in the matter.
That Elsie had gone was p.il they knew ; why she went, was a
profound mystery to them.

'
, CllAl'TER XIV. ;

\

LIVE OR DIE?

And all this time, what had become of Elsie and the men in
i\iQ Mud-TurtU^
Hugh Masslnger, for his part, took it for granted, from the

moment he came to himself again on the bank of the salt

marshes, that Elsie's body was lying unseen full fathoms five

beneath the German Ocean, and that no tangible evidence of hin

crime and his deceit would ever be forthcoming to prove the

naked truth in all its native ugliness against him. From time
to time, to be sure, one disquieting thought for a moment occurred
to his uneasy mind: a back-current might perhaps cast up the

corpse upon the long dike where he had himself been stranded,

or the breakers on the bar might fling it ashore upon the great
sands that stretched for miles on either side of the river mouth
at Whitestrand. But to these terrible imaginings of the night-

watches, the more judicial functions of his waking brain refused
their assent on closer consideration. He himself had floated

through that seething turmoil simply because he knew how to
float. A woman, caught wildly by the careering current in its

headlong course, would naturally give a few mad struggles for

life, gasping and gulping and flinging up her hands, as those
untaught to swim invariably do; but when once the stream had
carried her under, she would never rise again from so profound
and measureless a depth of water. He did not in any way
doubt that the body had been swept away seaward with irr&-
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Bistible might by the first force of the outward flow, and that it

now lay huddled at the bottom of the German Ocean in some
deep pool, whence dredge or diver could never by human means
recover it.

How differently would he have thought and acted all along
nad he only known that Warren Eelf and his companion on the
Mud-Turtle had found Elsie's body floating on the surface, a
limp burden, not half an hour after its first immersion.
That damning fact rendered all his bold precautions and

daring plans for thp> future worse than useless. As things really

stood, he was plotting and scheming for his own condemnation.
Through the mere accident that Elsie's body had been recovered,

he was heaping up suspicious circumstantial evidence against

himself by the forged letter, by the night escapade, by the wild
design of entering Elsie's bedroom at the Hall, by the mad idea

of concealing at his own lodgings her purloined clothes and
jewelry and belongings. If ever an inquiry should come to be
raised into the way that Elsie met her death, the very cunning
with which Hugh had fabricated a false scent would recoil in

the end most sternly against himself. The spoor that he
scattered would coma home to track him. Could any one
believe that an innocent man would so carefully surround him-
self with an enveloping atmosphere of suspicious circumstances
out of pure wantonness ?

And yet, technically speaking, Hugh was in reality quite inno-
cent. Murderer as lie felt himself, he had done no murder.
Morally guilty though he might be of the causes which led to

Elsie's death, there was nothing of legal or formal crime to object

against him in any court of so-called justice. Every man has a
right to marry whom ho will ; and if a young woman with whom
he has cautiously and scrupulously avoided contracting any
definite engagement, chooses to consider herself aggrieved by
his conduct, and to go incontinently, whether by accident or
design, and drown herself in chagrin and despair and misery,
why, that is clearly no fault of his, however much she may
regard herself as injured by bira. The law has nothing to do
with sentiment. Judges quote no precedent from Shelley or
I'ennyson. If Hugh bad told the whole truth, he would at
least have been free from legal blame. By his extraordinary
precautions against possible doubts, he had only succeeded in
making himself seem guilty in the eyes even of the unromantic
lawyers.

When Warren Relf drew Elsie Clialloner, a huddled mass, on
board the Mud-Turtle, the surf was rolling so high on the bar
that, with one ac ord, he and Potts decided together it would be
impossible for t lem, against such a sea, to run up the tidal
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mouth to Whitestrand. Their piteous little dot of a craft could
ncYer face it. Wind had veered to the south-east. The only
way possible now was to ht-A her round again, and make before

the shifting breeze for Lowestoft, the nearest northward harbour
of refuge.

It was an awful moment. The sea roared onward through
the black night; the cross-drift whirled and wreathed and
eddied ; the blinding foam lashed itself in volleys through the
dusk and gloom against their quivering broadside. And those

two men, nothing daunted, drove the Mud-Turtle once more
across the flank of the wind, and fronted her bows in a direct

line for the port of Lowestoft, in spite of wind and sea and
tempest.

But how were they to manage meanwhile, in that tossing

cockleshell of a boat, about the lady they had scarcely rescued ?

That Elsie was drowned, Warren Relf didn't for a moment
doubt; still, in every case of apparent drowning, it is a duty to

make sure life is really extinct before one gives up all hope

;

and that duty was a difficult one indeed to perform on board a
tiny yawl, pitching and rolling before a violent gale, and manned
against the manifold dangers of the sea by exactly two amateur
sailors. But there was no help for it. The ship must drift with
one mariner only. Potts did his best for the moment to navigate

the dancing little yawl alone, now that they let her scud before

the full force of the favouring wind, under little canvas ; while
Warren Eelf, staggering and steadying himself in the cabin
below, rolled the body round in rugs and blankets, and tried his

utmost to pour a few drops of brandy down the pale lips of the

beautiful girl who lay listless and apparently lifeless before him.
It was to him indeed a terrible task; for from the first

moment when the painter set eyes on Elsie Challoner, he had felt

some nameless charm about her face and manner, some tender
cadence in her musical voice, that affected him as no other face

and no other voice had ever aflfected him or could ever affect him.
He was not exactly in love with Elsie—love with him was a
plant of slower growth—but he was fascinated, impressed, in-

terested, charmed by her. And to sit there alone in that tossing

cabin, with Elsie cold and stiff on the berth before him, was to

him more utterly painful and unmanning than he could ever
have imagined a week or two earlier.

He did not doubt one instant the true story of the case. He
felt instinctively in his heart that Hugh Massinger had shown
her his inmost nature, and that this was the final and horrible
result of Hugh's airy easy protestations.

As he sat there, watching by the light of the one oil lamp, and
rubbing her hands and arms gently with his rough hard palms,
he saw a sudden tumultuous movement of Elsie's bosom, a sort
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of gasp that convulsed her lungs—a deep inspiration, with n

gurgling noise; and then, like a flash, it was borne in upon him
suddenly that all was not over—that Elsie might yet be saved

—

that she was still living.

It was a terrible hour, a terrible position. If only they bad
had one more hand on board, one more person to help him with
the task of recovering her 1 But how could he ever hope to

revive that fainting girl, alone and unaided, while the ship
drifted on, single-handed, tossing and plunging before that

stififening breeze ? He almost despaired of being able to effect

anything. Yet life is life, and he would nerve himself up for it.

He would try his best, and thank heaven this boisterous wind
that roared through the rigging would carry them quick and
safe to Lowestoft.

His mother and sister were still there. If once he could get

Miss Challoner safe to land, they might even now hope to

recover her. Where there's life, there's hope. But what hope
in the dimly lighted cabin of a toy yawl, just fit for two hardy
weather-beaten men to rough it hardly in, and pitching with
wild plunges before as fierce a gale as ever ploughed the yeasty
surface of the German Ocean ?

He rushed to the companion-ladder as well as he was able,

steadying himself on his sea-legs by the rail as he went, and
shouted aloud in breathless excitement: "Potts, she's alive!

she's not drowned 1 Can you manage the ship anyhow still,

while I try my best to bring her round again ?
"

Potts answered back with a cheery: "All right. There's
nothing much to do but to let her run. She's out of our hands,
for good or evil. The admiral of the fleet could do no more for

her. If we're swamped, we're swamped ; and if we're not, we're

rimning clear for Lowestott harbour. Give her sea-room
enough, and she'll go anywhere. The storm don't live that'll

founder the Mud-Turtle. I'll land you or drown you, but any-
how 1*11 manage her."

With that manful assurance satisfying his soul, Warren Eelf
turned back, his heart on fire, to the narrow cabin and flung

himself once more on his knees before Elsie.

A more terrible night was seldom remembered by the oldest

sailors on the North Sea. Smacks were wrecked and colliers

foundered, and a British gunboat, manned by the usual com-
plement of scientific officers, dashed herself full tilt in mad fury
against the very base of a first-class lighthouse ; but the taut

little Mud-Turtle, true to her reputation as the staunchest craft

that sailed the British channels, rode it bravely out, and battled

her way triumphantly, about one in the morning, through the
big waves that rolled up the mouth of Lowestoft harbour.

Potts had navigated he single-handed amid storm and breakerSi

>.,
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and Warren Belf, in the cabin below, had almost succeeded in
making Elsie Ghalloner open her eyes again.

But as soon as the excitement of that wild race for life was
fairly over, and the Mud- Turtle lay in calm water once more, with
perfect safety, the embarrunoing nature of the situation, from the
conventional point of view, burst suddenly for the first time upon
Warren Eelfs astonished vision ; and he began to reflect that
for two young men to arrive in port about the small hours of

the morning, with a young lady very imperfectly known to either

of them, lying in a dead faint on their cabin bunk, was, to say
the least of it, a fact open to social and even to judicial miscon-
struction. It's all very well to say offhand, you picked the lady
up in the German Ocean ; but Society is apt to move the
previous question, how did she get there? Still, something
must be done with the uncovenanted passenger. There was
nothing for it, Warren Keif felt, even at that late season of the
night, but to carry the half-inanimate patient up to his mother's
lodgings, and to send for a doctor to bring her round at the
earliest possible opportunity.
When Elsie was aware of herself once more, it was broad day-

light ; and she lay on a bed in a strange room, dimly conscious
that two women whom she did not know were bending tenderly
and lovingly over her. The elder, seen through a haze of half-

closed eyelashes, was a sweet old lady with snow-white hair,

and a gentle motherly expression in her soft gray eyes : one of

the few women who know how to age graciously

—

" Whose fair old face grew more fair

Ab Point and Flanders yellow."

The younger was a girl about Elsie's ovm time of life, who looked
as sisterly as the other looked motherly ; a pleasant-faced girl,

not exactly pretty, but with a clear brown skin, a cheek like the
sunny side of peaches, and a smile that showed a faultless row
of teeth within, besides lighting up and irradiating the whole
countenance with a charming sense of kindliness and girlish

innocence. In a single word it was a winning face. Elsie lay

with her eyes half open, looking up at the face through her
crossed eyelashes, for many minutes, not realizing in any way
her present position, but conscious only, in a dimly pleased and
dreamy fashion, that the face seemed to soothe and comfort and
console her.

Soothe and comfort and console her forwhat '<' She hardly knew.
Some deep-seated pain in her inner nature—some hurt she had
had in her tenderest feelings—a horrible aching blank and
void.—She remembered now that something unspeakable and
incredible had happened.—The sun had grown suddenly dark
in heaven.—She been sitting by the waterside with dear
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Hugh—as she thought of the name, that idolized name, a smile

played for a moment faintly round the corners of her mouth

;

and the older lady, still seen half unconsciously through the
chink in the eyelids, whispered in an audible tone to the younger
and nearer one :

" She's coming round, Edie. She's waking now.
I hope, poor dear, she won't be dreadfully frightened, when she
sees only two strangers by the bed beside her."

** Frightened at you, mother," the other voice answered, sofi

and low, as in a pleasant dream. " Why, nobody on earth could
ever be anything but delighted to wake up anywhere and find

you, with your dear sweet old face, sitting by their bedside."

Elsie, still peering with half her pupils only through the
closed lids, smiled to herself once more at the gentle murmur of

those pleasant voices, both of them tender and womanly and
mu3ical, and went on to herself placidly with her own imaginings.

Sitting by the waterside with her dear Hugh^^lear, dear
Hugh—that prince of men. How handsome he was ; and how
clever, and how generous ! And Hugh had begun to tell her
something. Eh! but something! What was it? What was
it ? She couldn't remember ; she only knew it was something
terrible, something disastrous, something unutterable, something
killing. And then she rushed away from him, mad with terror,

towards the big tree, and
Ahl
It was an awful, heart-broken, heart-rending cry. Coming to

herself suddenly, as the whole truth flashed like lightning once
more across her bewildered brain, the poor girl flung up her
arms, raised herself wildly erect in the bed, and stared around
her with a horrible vacant, maddened look, as if all her life were
cut at once from under her. Both of the strangers recognized
instinctively what that look meant. It was the look and the
ciry of a crushed life. If ever they had harboured a single

tuought of blame against that poor wounded, bleeding, torn
heart for what seemed like a hasty attempt at self-murder, it

was dissipated in a moment by that terrible voice—the voice of
a goaded, distracted, irresponsible creature, from whom all con-
sciousness or thought of right and wrong, of life and death, of
sense and movement, of motive and consequence, has been
stunned at one blow by some deadly act of undeserved cruelty
and unexpected wickedness.

The tears ran unchecked in silent sympathy down the women's
flushed cheeks.

Mrs. Relf leant over and caught her in her arms. " My poor
child," she whispered, laying Elsie's head with motherly tender-
ness on her own soft shoulder, and soothing the girl's pallid
white face with her gentle old hand, " cry, cry, cry if you can

!

Don't hold back your tears ; let them run, darling. It'll do you
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good.—Cry, cry, my child—we're all friends here. Don't be
afraid of us."

Elsie never knew, in the agony of the moment, where sho was
or how she came there ; but nestling her head on Mrs. Belf's

shoulder, and fain of the sympathy that gentle soul extended her

so easily, she gave free vent to her pent-up passion, and let her

bosom sob itself out in great bursts and throbs of choking grief

;

while the two women, who had never tiU that very morning
seen her fair face, cried and sobbed silently in mute concert by
her side for many, many minutes together.

"Have you no mother, dear?" Mrs. Relf whispered through
her tears at last ; and Elsie, finding her voice with difficulty,

murmured back in a choked and blinded tone: "I never knew
uy mother."
" Then Edie and I will be mother and sister to you," the

l)eautiful old lady answered, with a soft caress. " You mustn't
talk any more now. The doctor would be very, very angry with
me for letting you talk and cry even this little bit. But crying's

good for one when one's h j,rt's sore. I know, my child, yours
is sore now. When you're a great deal better, you'll tell us all

about it.—Edie, some more beef-tea and brandy.—We've been
feeding you with it all night, dear, with a wet feather.—You
can drink a little, I hope, now. You must take a good drink,

and lie back quietly."

Elsie smiled a faint sad smile. The world was all lost and
gone for hor now; but still she likod these dear souls' sweet
quiet sympathy. As Edie glided across the room noiselessly to

fetch the cup, and brought it over and held it to her lips and
made her drink, Elsie's eyes followed every motion gratefully.

•' Who are you? " sho cried, clutching her new friend's plump
soft hand eagerly. " Tell me where I am. Who brought me
here ? How did I get here ?

"

" I'm Edie Relf/' the girl answered in the same low silvery
voice as before, stooping down and kissing her. " You know my
brother, Warren Relf, the artist vvhom you met at Whitestrand.
You've had an accident—you fell into the water—from the
shore at Whitestrand. And Warren, who was cruising about
in his yawl, picked you up and brought jou ashore here.

You're at Lowestoft now. Mamma and I are here in lodgings.
Nobody at Whitestrand knows anything about it yet, we believe.

—But darling," and she held poor Elsie's hand tight at this, and
whispered very low and close in her ear, ** we think we guess all

the rest too. Wa think we know how iJ all happened.—Don't
be afraid of us. You may tell it all to us by-and-by, when
you're quite strong enough. Mother and I will do all we can to
make you better. We know we can never make you forget it."

Elsie's head sank back on the pillow. It was all terrible

—
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terrible—terrible. But one thought possessed her whole nature
now. Hugh must [think she was really drowned: that would
grieve Hugh—dear affectionate Hugh.—He might be cruel
enough to cast her off as he had done—though she couldn't
believe it—it must surely be a hideous, hideous dream, from
which sooner or later she would be certain to have a happy
awakening—but at any rate it must have driven him wild with
grief and remorse and horror to think he had killed her—to
think she was lost to him.—Oughtn't she to telegraph at once
to Hugh—to dear, dear Hugh—and tell him at least she was
saved, she was still living ?

CHAPTER XV.

THE PLAN EXTENDS ITSELV.

I

Fob three or four days, Elsie lay at the Eelfs' lodgings at

Lowestoft, seriously ill, but slowly improving; and all the time,

Mrs. Eelf and Edie watched over her tenderly with unceasing
solicitude, as though she had been their own daughter and sister.

Elsie's heart was torn every moment by a devouring desire to

know what Hugh had done, what Hugh was doing, what they

had all said and thought about her at Whitestrand. She never
said so directly to the Relfs, of course ; she couldn't bring her-

self yet to speak of it to anybody ; but Edie perceived it intui-

tively from her silence and her words; and after a time, she
mentioned the matter in sisterly confidence to her brother
Warren. They had both looked in the local papers for some
account of the accident—if accident it were—and saw, to their

surprise, that no note was taken anywhere of Elsie's sudden
disappearance.

This was curious, not to say ominous ; for in most English
country villages a young lady cannot vanish into space on a
summer evening, especially by flinging herself bodily into the
sea—as Warren Eelf did not doubt for a second Elsie had done
in the momentary desperation of a terrible awakening—^without

exciting some sort of local curiosity as to where she has gone or
what has become of the body. We cannot emulate the calm
social atmosphere of the Bagdad of the Califs, where a mys-
terious disappearance on an enchanted carpet aroused but the
faintest and most languid passing interest in the breasts of the
bystanders. With us, the enchanted carpet explanation has
fallen out of date, and mysterious disappearances, however
remarkable, form a subject rather of prosaic and prying inquiry
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on the part of those commonplace and nnromantic myrmidons,
the county constabulai-y.

So the strange absence of any alhision in the Whitcstrand
news to -what must needs have formed a nine days' wonder in the
quiet little village, quickened all Warren Relf's profoundest sus-

picions as to Hugh's procedure. At Whitestrand, all they could
]iossibly know was that Miss Challoner was missing—perhaps
even that Miss Challoner had drowned herself. Why should it

all Fe 80 unaccountably burked, so strangely hushed up in the
local newspapers? Why should no report be divulged any-
where? Why should nobody even hint in the Lowestoft Times
or the Ipswich Chronicle that a young lady, of considerable

personal attractions, was unaccountably missing from the family

of a well-known Suffolk landowner?
Already on the very day after hf return to Lowestoft,

Warren Eelf had hastily telegraphed to Hugh Massinger at

Whitestrand that he was detained in the Broads, and would be
unable to carry out his long-standing engagement to take him
round in the Mud- Turtle to London. But as time went on, and
no news came from Massinger, Warren Keif's suspicions deepened
daily. It was clear that Elsie, too, was lingering in her con-
valescence from suspense and uncertainty. She couldn't make
up her mind to write either to Hugh or Winifred, and yet she
couldn't bear the long state of doubt which silence entailed

upon her. So at last, to set to rest their joint fears, and to make
sure what was really being said and done and thought at

Whitestrand, Warren Eelf determined to run over quietly for

an afternoon's inquiry, and to hear with his own ears how
people were talking about the topic of the hour in the little

village.

He never got there, however. At Almundham Station, to

his great surprise, he ran suddenly against Mr. Wyville
Meysey. The Squire recognized him at a glance as the young
man who had taken them in his yawl to the sandhills, and
began to talk to him freely at once about all that had since

happened in the family. But Relf was even more astonished
when he found that the subject which lay uppermost in Mr.
Meysey's mind just then was not Elsie Challoner's mysterious
disappearance at all, but his daughter Winifred's recent engage-
ment to Hugh Massinger. The painter was still some years too
young to have mastered the profound anthropological truth
that, even with the best of us, man is always a self-centred

being.

"Well, yes," the Squire said, after a few commonplaces of
conversation had been interchanged between them. "You
haven't heard, then, from your friend Massinger lately, haven't

you? I'm surprised at that He had something out of the
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common to communicate. I should have thought he'd have

been anxious to let you know at once thnt he and my girl

Winifred had hit things oflf amicably together.—Oh yes, it's

announced, definitely announced : Society is aware of H. Mrs.

Meysey made it known to the county, so to speak, at Sir

Theodore Sheepshanks's on Wednesday evening. Your friend

Massinger is not perhaps quite the precise man we might have
selected ourselves for Winifred, if we'd taken the choice into

our own hands : but what I say is, let the young people settle

these things themselves—let the young people settle them
between them. It's they who've got to live wj^h one another,

after all, not we ; and they're a great deal more mterested in it

at bottom, when one comes to think of it, than the whole of the

rest of us put together."

"And Miss Challoner?" Warren asked, as soon as he could

edge in a word conveniently, after the Squire had dealt from
many points of view—all equally prosy—with Hugh Massin-

ger's position, character, and prospects—"is she still with you?
I'm greatly interested in her. She made an immense impres-
sion on me that day in the sandhills."

The Squire's face fell somewhat. "Miss Challoner?" he
echoed. " Ah, yes ; our governess. Well, to tell you the truth

—if you ask me point-blank—Miss Challoner's gone off a little

suddenly.—We've been disappointed in that girl, if you will

have it. We don't want it talked about in the neighbourhood
more than we can help, on Hugh Massinger's account, more than
anything else, because, after all, she was a sort of a cousin of his

—a sort of a cousin, though a very remote one ; as we learn now,
an extremely remote one. We've asked the servants to hush it

all up as much as they ''an, to prevent gossip ; for my daughter's
sake, we'd like to avoicl gossip ; but I don't mind telling you, in

strict confidence, as you're a friend of Massinger's, that Miss
Challoner left us, we all think, in a most unkind and ungrateful

manner. It fell upon us like a thunderbolt from a clear sky.

She wrote a letter to Winifred the day before to say she was
leaving for parts unknown, without grounds stated. She slipped

away, like a thief in the night, as the proverb says, taking just

a small handbag with her, one dark evening ; and the only other
communication we've since received is a telegram from Loudon
—sent to Hugh Massinger—asking us, in the most mysterious,
romantic school-girlish style, to forward her luggage and be-

longings to an address given."

"A telegram from London!" Warren Eelf cried in blank
surprise. "Do you think Miss Challoner's in London, then?
That's very remarkable.—A telegram to Massinger ! asking you
to send her luggage on to London 1—You're quite sure it came
from London, are yon ?

"

~,^i!!9..,i=
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"Quite sure!—Why, I've got it in my pocket this very
moment, my dear sir," the Snuire replied somewhat testily.

( When an elder man says " My dear sir "to a very much younger
Olio, you may take it for granted he always means to mark his

strong disapprobation of the particular turn the talk has taken.)

"Here it is—look: *To Hugh Massinger, Fisherman's Rest,

Whitestrand, Suffolk.—Ask Winifred to send the rest of my
luggage and property to 27, Holmbury Place, Duke Street, St.

James's. Explanations by post hereafter.

—

Elsie Challoner.*
—And here's tlio letter she wrote to Winifred : a very disap-
pointing, dislieartening letter. I'd like yon to read it, as you
seem interested in the girl. It's an immense mistake ever to be
interested in anybody anywhere ! A very bad lot, after all, I'm
afraid; though she's clever, of course, undeniably clever.—We
had her with the best credentials, too, from Girton. We're
only too thankful now tc^ think she should have associated fur

80 very short a time with my daughter Winifred."
Warren Keif took the letter and telegram from the Squire's

hand in speechless astonishment. This was evidently a plot

—

a dark and extraordinary plot of Massinger's. Just at first ho
could hardly unravel its curious intricacies. He knew the
address in Holmbury Place well ; it was where the club porter
of the Clicyne Eow lived. But he read the letter with utter

bewilderment. Then the whole truth dawned piecemeal upon
his astonished mind as he read it over and over slowly. It was
all a lie—a hideous, hateful lie. Hugh Massinger believed that
Elsie was drowned. He had forged the letter to Winifred to

cover the truth, and, incredible as it seemed to a straight-

forward, honest nature like Warren Eelf's, he had managed to

get the telegram sent from London by some other person, in

Elsie's name, and to have Elsie's belongings forwarded direct to

the club porter's, as if at her own request, by Miss Meysey.
Warren Relf stood aghast with horror at this unexpected reve-
lation of Massinger's utter baseness and extraordinary cunning.
He had suspected the man of heartlessness and levity ; he had
never suspected him of anything like so profound a capacity
for serious crime—for forgery and theft and concealment of
evidence.

His lingers trembled as he held and examined the two docu-
ments. At an hazards, he must show them to Miss Challoner.
It was right she should know herself for exactly what manner
of man slie had thrown herself away. He hesitated a moment,
then he said boldly :

" These papers are very important to me,
as casting light on the whole matter. I'm an acquaintance of
Massinger's, and I'm deeply interested in the young lady. It's

highly desirable she should be traced and looked after. I have
some reason to suspect where she is at present. I want to ask
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a favour of you now. Will you lend me those documents, for

three days only, and will you kindly mention to nobody at

present the fact of your having si en me or Ki)okon to mo hero
this morning V " To gain time at least was always something.
The Squire was somewhat taken aback at first by this unex-

f)cctcd request ; but Warren Belf looked so honest and true as

le asked it, that, afcer a few words of hesitation and explana-
tion, the Squire, convinced of his friendly intentions, acceded to

both his propositions at once. It flashed across his mind as a
possible solution that the painter had been pestering Elsie with
too-pressing attentions, and that Elsie, with hysterical girlish

haste, had run away from him to escape them—or perhaps only
to make him follow her. Anyhow, there would be no great

harm in his tracking her down. "If the girl's in trouble, and
you think you can help her," he said good-naturedly, " I don't

mind giving you what assistance I can in this matter. You can
liave the papers. Send them back next week or the week after.

I'm going to Scotland for a fortnight's shooting now—at Far-
quharson's of Invertanar—and I shan't be back till the 10th or
11th. But I'm glad somebody has some idea where the girl is.

As it seems to be confidential, I'll ask no questions at present
about her; but I do hope she hasn't got into any serious

mischief."

"She has got into no mischief at all of any sort/' Warren
Eelf answered slowly and seriously. "You are evidently
labouring under a complete misapprehension, Mr. Meysey, as to

her reasons for leaving you. I have no doubt that misappre-
hension will bo cleared up in time. Miss Challoner's motives,

I can assure you, were perfectly right and proper; only the
action of another person has led you to mistake her conduct in

the matter."

This was mysterious, and the Squire hated mystery; but
after all, it favoured his theory—and besides, the matter was to

him a relatively unimportant one. It didn't concern his own
private interest. He merely suspected Warren Keif of having
got himself mixed up in some foolish love affair with Elsie

Chal loner, his daughter's governess, and he vaguely conceived

that one or other of them had taken a very remarkable and
romantic way of wriggling out of it. Moreover, at that precise

moment his train came in ; and since time ar i train wait for no
man, the Squire, with a hasty farewell to the young painter,

installed himself forthwith on the comfortable cushions of a
first-class carriage, and steamed unconcernedly out of Almund-
ham Station.

It was useless for Warren Belf now to go on to Whitestrand.
To show himself there would be merely to display his hand
openly before Hugh Massinger. The caprice of circumstances



iTiOM INFOKMATION liECElVED. ttt

had Fettled everything for bim exactly as he irould have wished
it. It was lucky indeed that the Squire would bo away for a
whole fortnight; his absence would give them time to concert

a connected plan of action, and to devise means for ])rotccting

Elsie. For to Warren lielf that was now the one great problem
in tlie case—how to hush the whole matter up, without exposing
Elsie's wounded heart to daws and jays—without making her
the matter of unnecessary suspicion, or the subject of common
gossip and censorious chatter. At all costs, it must never l>o

said that Miss Ghalloncr had tried to drown herself in spite and
jealousy at Whitestrand poplar, because Uugh Mussinger had
ventured to propose to Winifred Meysey.
That was how the daws and jays would put it, after their

odious kind, over five o'clock tea, in their demure drawing-
rooms.
What Elsie herself would say to it all, or think of doing

in these difficult circumstances, Warren Itelf did not in the
ieast know. As yet, he was only very imperfectly informed as
to the real state of the case in all its minor details. But ho
knew this much—that he must screen Elsie at all hazards from
the slanderous tongues of five o'clock tea-tables, and that the
story must be kept as quiet as possible, safeguarded by himself,
his mother, ana nis sister.

So he took the next train back to Lowestoft, to consult at
leisure on these new proofs of Hugh Massinger's guilt with his
domestic counsellors.

CHAPTER XVL

FBOM INFORMATION BECEIVBD.

At Whitestrand itself, that same afternoon, Hugh Massinger sat

in his own little parlour at the village inn, feverish and eagt r,

as he had always been since that terrible night when " Elsie was
drowned," as he firmly believed without doubt or question ; and
in the bar across the passage, a couple of new-comers, rough
waterside characters, were talking loudly in the seafaring tongue
about some matter of their own over a pint of beer and a pipe
of tobacco. Hugh tried in vain for many minutes to interest him-
self in the concluding verses of his "Death of Alaric"—anything
for an escape from this gnawing remorse—but his Hippocreno
was dry, his Pegasus refused to budge a feather : he could find

no rhymes and grind out no sentiments; till, angry with himself
at last for his own unproductiveness, he leant back in his chair

with profound annoyance and listened listlessly to the strange
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disjointed echoes of gossip that came to him in fragments through
the half-open door from the adjoining taproom. To his immense
surprise, the talk was not now of topsails or of spinnakers : con-
Tersation seemed to have taken a literary turn ; he caught more
than- once through a haze of words the unexpected names of
Charles Dickens and Kogue Kiderhood.
The oddity of their occurrence in such company made him

prick up his ears. He strained h's hearing to catch the context.
" Yis/' the voico was drawling out, in very pure Suffolk, just

tinged with the more metropolitan Wapping accent ;
" I read

that there book, 'Oar Mutual Friend,' I think he call it. A
mate o' mine, he say to me one day, ' Bill,' he say, *he ha' bin
a-takin' yow off, bor. He ha' showed yow up in print, under the
naarae o' Eoogue Eideuhood,* he say, * and yow owt to read it, if

oonly for the likeness. Blow me if he heen't got yow what ye
call proper.' * Yow don't mean that ? * I say, 'cos I thowt he was
a-jookin', ye know. *I dew, though,' he answer ; *and yow must
look into it.* Well, I got howd o' the book, an' I read it right

throu'; leastways, my missus, she read it out loud tome; she
ha' got more larnia' than me, ye know ; and the whool lot is

what I call a bargain o' squit. It's noo more like me than
chalk's like cheese."

" The cap doon't fare to fit yow, then," the other voice retorted,

with a gurgle of tobacco. " He heen't drew yow soo any one
would know who it is ?

"

" Know mo ? I should think not. What he say 's a parcel

of rubbidge. This here Eoogue Rideiihood, accordin* to the
tale, ye see, he used to row about Limehouse Beach, a-searchin'

for bodies."

"Searchin' for bodies!" the second man repeated, with an
incredulous whiff. " Why, what the deuce and turfy did he
want to do that for ?

"

** Well, that's jest where it is, doon't ye see ? He done it for a
livin'. * For a livin,' I say, when my missus up an' read that

part out to me ; * why, what manner o* livin* coald a poor beggar
make out o' that ?

' I say. * It een't as though a body was wuth
anything nowadays, as a body,* I say, argifyin' like. * A man
what knew anything about the riverside wouldn't a wroot such
rubbidge as that, an' put it into a printed book, what ought to

be ackerate. My bebef is,' I say, * that that there Dickens is an
ooverrated man. In tact, the man's a fule. A body nowadays,
whether it be a drownded body or a nat'ral one, een't wuth
nothin', not the clothes it stand upright in, as a body,' I put it.

' Times goon by,' I say to bar, ' a body was actshally a body, an'

wuth savin' for itself, afore body-snatchin' was done away wooth
by that there 'Natomy Ack. But what is it now ? Wuth half

» crown for laudin' it, paid by the parish, if it's landed in Essex,

/i-
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or five bob if yow tow it oover Surrey side of river. Not but
what I grant yow there's bodies an* bodies. If a nob drownd
hisself, why then, in course, there's sometimes as much as fifty

pound, or maybe a hundred, set on the body. His friends are

glad to get the corpse back, an' prove his death, an* hev it buried
reglar in the family churchyard. Saves a deal in lawyer's

expenses, that do. I doon't deny but what they offer free

enough for a nob. But how many nobs poo and drownd their-

selves in a season, do yow suppose ? And who that knew any-
thing about the river would goo a-lookin' for nobs in Limehouso
Beach or down about Bermondsey way ?

* "

" It stand to reason they woon't, Bill/* the other voice answered
with a quiet chuckle.

" In course it stand to reason," Bill replied warmly with an
emphatic expletive. ** When a nob drownd hisself, he doon't hull

hisself off London Bridge; no, nor off Blackfriars nather, I
warrant ye. He doon't put hisself out aforehand for nothin*

like that, takin* a *bus into the City out o* pure fulishness. He
jest clap his hat on his hid an' stroll down to Westminister
Bridge, or to Charen Cross or Waterloo—a lot on *em goo
oover "Waterloo, pleece or no pleece ; an* he jump in cloose an*

handy to his own door, in a way of speakin*, and a done wooth
it. But what's the use of lookin* for him arter that below
bridge, down Limehouse way ? Anybody what know the river

know well enough that a body startin' from Waterloo, or maybe
from Westminister, doon't goo down to Limehouso, ebb or flow,

nor nothing like it. It get into the whirlpool off Saunders's
wharf, an* ketch the back-current, and turn round and round
till it's fiung up by the tide, as yow may say, upward, on tho
mud at Milbank, or by Lambeth Stangate. Soo there een*t a
livin' to be made anyhow by pickin* up bodies down about
Limehouse ; an* it*s alius been my opinion ever since then that

that there Dickens is a very much ooverrated pusson."
" There een*t the least doubt about that,** the other answered.

" If he said soo, yow can*t be far wrong there nather.'*

To Hugh Massinger, sitting apart in his own room, thei^e

strange scraps of an alien conversation had just then a ghastly
and horrible fascination. These men were accustomed, then, to
drowned corpses I They were connoisseurs in drowning. They
knew the ways of bodies like regular experts. He listened,

spellbound, to catch their next sentences. There was a short
pause, during which—as he judged by the way they breathed
—each took a long pull at the pewter mug, and then the last

speaker began again. "Yow owt to know,** he murmured
musingly, " for I s'pose there een*t any man on the river any-
where what *a had to do wooth as many bodies as yow hev !

"

" Yow're right, bor,'* the first person assented emphatically.



114 TBI8 MORTAL COIL.

" Thutty year I ha' served the Trinity House, sunshine or rain,

an* yow doon't pervision lightships that long woothout laniin'

a thing or two on the way about corpsus. The current carry
*era all one way round. A body what start on its jamey at
Westminif^ter, as it may be here, goo ashore at Milbank. A body
which begin at London Bridge, come out, as reglar as clock-
wuck, on the fudder ind o* the Isle o' Dogs.—It's jest the same
along this here east coost. I picked up that gal I ha' come
about to-day on the north side o' the Orfordness Light, by the
back o' the Trinity groyne or cloose by. A body which come up
on the north side of Orfordness has alius drifted down from the
nor'-west'ard. Soo it stand to reason this here gal I ha' got
layin' up there in the dead-house must ha* come wooth the ebb
from Walzerwig or Aldeburgh or maybe Whitestrand. There
een't another way out of it anyhow. Well, they towd me at

Walzerwig there was a young lady missin' oover here at White-
strand—a young lady from the Hall—a nob, niver doubt : an' as

there might be money in it, or agin there mightn't, why, iu

course, I come up here to make all proper enquiries."

Hugh Massinger's heart gave a terrible bouud. Oh, heavens!
that things should have come to this pass. That wretch had
found Elsie's body

!

In what a tangled maze of impossibilities had he enmeshed
himself for ever by that one false step of the forged letter. This
wretch had found Elsie's body—the body that he loved with all

his soul—and he conld neither claim it himself nor look upon
it, bury it nor show the faintest interest in it, without involving
his C9se stiii further in endless complications, and rousing
suspicions of fatal import against his own character.

He waited breathless for the next sentence. The second
speaker went on once more. " And it doon't fit ? '* he suggested,
inquiringly.

" No, it doon't fit, drot 1\" the man called Bill answered in an
impatient tone. "She een't drownded at all, wuss luck, the
young lady what's missin' from the Hall. They ha' had letters

an' talegraphs from har, dated later'n the day I found har. I
ha' handed oover the body to the county pleece ; it's in the dead-
house at the Low Light : an' I shan't hev noo more than half a
crown from the parish arter all for all my trouble. Sufifolk an*

Essex are half a crown counties ; Surrey's more liberal ; it goo
to five bob on 'em. Why, I'm more'n eight shillins out o'

pocket by that there gal a'ready, what wooth loss o' time an'

travellin' expenses an' soo on. Next time I ketch a body knockin'

about on a lee shore, wooth the tide runnin*, an' the breakers
poundin' it on its face on the shingle, they may whistle for it

theirselves, that's what they may doo ; I een't a-gooin* to trouble

my hid about it. Make a livin' out on it, indeed I Why, it's all

^fcWa'«fcij<
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that therembbidge, nothin' more or less. It's my opinion

Drckens is a very much ooverrated pusson."
Hugh Massinger rose slowly, like one stunned, walked across

the room, as in a dream, to the door, closed it noiselessly, for he
could contain himself no longer, and then, burying his face

silently in his arms, cried to himself a long and bitter cry, the
tears following one another hot and fast down his burning
cheeks, while his throat was choked by a rising ball that seemed
to check his breath and impede the utterance of his stifled "^obs.

Elsie was dead, dead for him as if he had actually seen har
drowned body cast up, unknown, as the man so hideously and
graphically described it in his callous brutality, upon the long
spit of the Orfordness lighthouse. He didn't for one moment
doubt that it was she indeed whom the fellow had found and
placed in the mortuary. His own lie reacted fatally against

himself. He had put others on a false track, and now the false

track misled his own ^spirit. From that day forth, Elsie was
indeed dead, dead, dead for him. Alive in reality, and for all

else save him, she was dead for him as though he had seen her
buried. And yet, most terrible irony of all, he must still pre-

tend before all the world strenuously and ceaselessly to believe

her living. He must never in a single forgetful moment display
his grief and remorse for the past ; his sorrow for the loss of the
one woman he had really loved—and basely betrayed ; his pro-
found affection for her now she was gone and lost to him for

ever. He dare not even inquire—for the present at least

—

where she would be laid, or what would be done with her poor
dishonoured and neglected corpse. It must be buried, un-
heeded, in a pauper's nameless grave, by creatures as base and
cruel as the one who had discovered it tossing on the shore, and
regarded it only as a lucky find to make half a crown out of.

Hugh's inmost soul was revolted at the thought. And yet—

—

And yet, even so, he was not man enough to go boldly down to
Orfordness and claim and rescue that sacred corpse, as he truly
and firmly believed 7 . to be, of Elsie Challoner's. He meant still

in his craven soul to stand well with the world, and to crown his
perfidy by marrying Winifred.

CHAPTER XVn.

BBEAEINO A HEABT.

When Warren Relf returned to Lowestoft, burning with newi
and eager at his luck, his first act was to call his sister Erl j
hurriedly out of Elsie's room, and proceed to a consultat jn
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with her upon the strange evidence he had picked up so nnex*
pectedly at Almundbam Station. Should they show it to Elsie,

or should they keep it from her ? That was the question. For-
tune had indeed favoured the hrave ; but how now to utilize

her curious information ? Should they let that wronged and
suffering girl see the utter abysses of human baseness yawning
in the man she once loved and trusted, or should they sedulously
and carefully hide it all from her, lest they break the bruised
reed with their ungentle handling ? Warren Relf himself, after

thinking it over in his own soul—all the way back to Lowestoft
in his third-class carriage—was almost in favour now of the
specious and futile policy of concealment. Why neerllessly

harrow the poor child's feelings ? Why rake up the embers of

her great grief? Surely she had been wounded and lacerated

enough already. Let her rest content with what she knew so
far of Massinger's cruel and treacherous selfishness.

But Edie met this plausible reasoning, after a true women's
fashion, with an emphatic negative. She stood out for tho
truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, come what
might of it.

" Why ? " Warren asked with a relenting eye.
" Because," Edie answered, looking up at him resolutely, " it

would be better she should get it all over at once. It's like

pulling a tooth—one wrench, and be done with it! What a pity

she should spend her whole life long in mourning and wailing
over this wicked man, who isn't and never was in any way
worthy of her I—Warren, she's a dear, sweet, gentle girl. She
takes my heart. I love her dearly already.—She'll mourn and
wail for him enough anyhow. I want to disenchant her as
much as I can before it's too late. The sooner she learns to
hate and despise him as he deserves, the better for everybody."

" Why ? *' Warren asked once more, with a curious sidc-glauce.
" Because," Edie went on, very earnestly, " she may some day

meet some other better man, who could make her ten thousand
times happier as his wife, than this wretched, sordid, money-
hunting creature could ever make any one. If we disenchant
her at once, without remorse, it'll help that better man's case

forward whenever he presents himself. If not—— * She paused
significantly. Thoir eyes met ; Warren's fell. They understood
one another.

'« But isn't it selfish? " Warren asked wistfully.

Edie looked up at him with a profoundly meaningless ex-

Eression on her soft round face. " Selfish
!

" she cried, making
er mouth small. " I don't understand you. What on earth

i:as selfishness to do with it any way ? Nobody spoke about
ail particular truer and better man. You jump too quick. I
merely laid on a young man in the abstract. From the point of
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view of a young man in the abstract, I'm sure I'm right, abso<

lutely right. I always am. It*s a way I have, and I can't

help it."

*' Besides which," Warren Self interposed suddenly, " if Mas-
singer really did write that forged letter, she'll have to arrange
something about it, you see, sooner or later. She'll want to set

herself right with the Meyseys, of course, and she'll probably
make some sort of representation or proposition to Massinger."

" She'll do nothing of the kind, my dear," Edie answered
promptly with brisk confidence.

—

*^ You're a goose, Warren, and
you don't one tiny little bit understand the inferior creatures.

You men always think you know instinctively all about us
women, and can read us through and through at a single glance,

as if we were large print on a street-poster ; while, as a matter
of fact, you never really see an inch deep below the surface.

—

I'll tell you what she'll do, you great blind creature : she'll accept
the forgery as if it were in actual fact her own letter ; she 11

never write a word, for good or for evil, to contradict it or
confirm it, to any of these horrid Whitestrand people; she'll

allow this hateful wretch Massinger to go on believing she's

really dead ; and she'll cease to exist, as far as he's concerned,
in a passive sort of way, henceforth and for ever."

" Will she ? " Warren Eelf asked dubiously. " How on earth
do you know what she'll do, Edie ?

"

" Why, what else on earth could she do, silly ? ** his sister

answered, with the same perfect conviction in her own inbred
sagacity and perspicacity as ever. " Gould she go and say to
him, with tears in her eyes and a becoming smile on her pretty
little lips :

* My own heart's darling, I love you devotedly—and
I know you signed my name to that foiged letter?* Could she
fling herself on these Moxies, or Mumpsies, or Mixies, or Meyseys,
or whatever else you call them, and say sweetly :

' I didn't run
away from you ; I wasn't in earnest ? I only tried ineffectually

to drown myself, for love of this dear, sweet, charming, poetical

cousin of mine, who disgracefully jilted me in order to propose
to your own daughter ; and then, believing me to have killed

myself for shame and sorrow, has trumped up letters and
telegrams in my name, of malice prepense, on purpose to
deceive you. He's a mean scoundrel, and I hate his very name

;

and I want him for myself; so I won't allow him to marry your
Winifred, or whatever else her precious new-fangled high-falut-

ing name may be.* Could any woman on earth so utterly efface

herself and her own womanliness as to go and say all that, do
you suppose, to anybody anywhere?

—

You may think so in your
heart, I dare say, my dear; boy ; but you won't get a solitary

woman in the world to agree with you on the point for one
single minute."
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The painter drew his hand slowly across his cold brow. " I
suppose you're right, Edie," he answered, bewildered. "But
what'll she do with herself, then, I wonder ?

"

"Do ? " Edie echoed. " As if do were the word for it ? Wh3^
do nothing, of course—be ; suffer ; exist ; mourn over it. She'd
Oike, if she could, poor, tender, bruised, broken-hearted thing, to

creep into a hole, with her head hanging down, and die quietly,

like a wounded creature, with no one on earth to worry or
bother her. She mustn't die ; but she won't do anything. All

we've got to do ourselves is just to comfort her : to be silent and
comfort her. She'll cease to live now ; she'll annihilate herself;

she'll retire from life ; and that horrid man'll think sho's dead

;

and that'll be all. She'll accept the situation. She won't ex-

pose him ; she loves him too much a great deal for that. She
won't expose herself; she's a great deal too timid and shrinking
and modest for that. She'll leave things alone ; that's all she
can do.—And on the whole, my dear, if you only knew, it's

really and truly the best thing possible."

So Edie took the letter and telegram pitifully in her hand, and
wentwith what boldness she could muster upinto Elsie's bedroom.
Elsie was lying on the sofa, propped up on pillows, in the white
dress she had worn all along, and with her face and hands as
white as the dress stuff; and as Edie held the incriminating
documents, part hidden in her gown, to keep them from Elsie, she
felt like the dentist who hides behind his back the cruel wrench-
ing instrument with which he means next moment in one fierce

tug to drag and tear your very nerves out. She stooped down
and kissed Elsie tenderly. "Well, darling," she said—for

illness makes women wonderfully intimate—" Warren's come
back.—Where do you think he's been ?—He's been over to-day
as far a*^ ilmundham."

•' Almundham I " Elsie repeated, with cheek more blanched
tnd pale than ever. " Why, what was he doing over there to-

day, dear? Did he hear anything about—about Were
they all inquiring after me, I wonder ?—Was there a great deal
of talk and gossip abroad ?—Oh, Edie, tell me quick all about it I

"

" No, darling," Edie answered, pressing her hand tight, and
signing to her mother, who sat by the bed, to clasp the other
one ;

" nobody's talking. You shall not be discussed. Warren
met Mr. Meysey himself at the Almundham Station ; and Mr.
Meysey was going to Scotland ; and he said they'd heard from
you twice already, to explain it all ; and nobody seemed to think
that—that anything serious in any way had happened."

** Heard from m© twice !

" Elsie cried, puzzled. " Heard from
me twice—to explain it all I Why, what on earth did he mean,
Edie ? There must be some strange mistake somewhere."
Edie leant over her with tears in her eyes. It was a horrible
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wrench, bat come it must, and the soonei the better. They
should understand where they stood at once. " No, no mistake,

darling," she answered distiuctly. " Mr. Meysey gave Warren
the letter to read.—He's brought it back. I've got it here for

you. It's in your own hand, he says.—Would you like to see it

this moment, darling?"
Elsie's cheek showed pale as death now ; but she summoned

up courage to murmur " Yes."

It seemed the mere unearthly ghost of a yes, so hollow and
empty was it; but she forced it out somehow, and took the
letter. Edie watched her with bent brows and trembling lips.

How would she take it? Would she see what it meant?
Would she know who wrote it ? Gould she ever believe it ?

Elsie gazed at it in dumb astonishment So admirable was
the imitation, that for a moment's space she actually thought it

was her own handwriting. She scanned it close. " My darling
Winifred," it began as usual, and in her own hand too. Why,
this must be just an old letter of her own to her friend and
pupil ; what possible coDuection could Mr. Meysey or Mr. Belf
imagine it had with the present crisis? But then the date—the

date was so curious: "September 17,"—that fatal evening!
Sh<^ glanced through it all with a burning eye. Great heavens,
what was this? "So wicked, so ungrateful: I know Mrs.
Meysey will never forgive me."—" By the time this reaches you
I shall have left Whitestrand, I fear for ever." " Darling, for

heaven's sake, do try to hush this up as much as you can."—
" Ever your affectionate, but broken-hearted Elsie."
A gasp burst from her bloodless lips. She laid it down, with

both hands on her heart. That signature, Elsie, betrayed the
whole truth. She was white as a sheet now, and trembling
visibly from head to foot. But she would go right through with
it; she would not flinch; she would know it all—all—all,
utterly.
" I never wrote it," she cried to Edie with a choking voice.
" I know you didn't, darling," Edie whispered in her ear.
" And you know who did ? " Elsie sobbed out, terrified.

Elsie nodded. " I know who did—at least, I suspect.—Cry,
darling, cry. Never mind us. Don't burst your poor heart for

want of crying."

But Elsie couldn't cry yet. She put her white hand, trem-
bling, into her open bosom, and pulled out slowly, with long
lingering reluctance—a tiny bundle of water-stained letters.

They were Hugh's letters, that she had worn at her breast on
that terrible night. She had dried them all carefully one by one
here in bed at Lowestoft; and she kept them still next the
broken heart that Hugh had so lightly sacrificed to mammon.
Smudged and half-erased by immersion as they were, she could
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still road them in their blurred condition ; and she knew them
by heart already, for the matter of that, if the water had made
them quite illegible.

She drew the last one out of its envelope with reverent care,

and laid it down side by side with the forged'letter to Winifred.

Paper for paper, they answered exactly, in size and shape and
glaze and quality. Hugh had often shown her how admirably
he could imitate any particular handwriting. The suspicion

was profound ; "jxjA she would give him at least the full benefit

of all possible doubts. She held it up to the light and examined
the water-mark. Both were identical—an unusual paper;
bought at a fantastic stationer's in Brighton. It was driving

daggers into her own heart ; but she would go right through
with it : she must know the truth. She gave a great gasp, and
then took three other letters singly from the packet. Horror
and dismay were awakening within her the instincts and ideas

of an experienced detective. They were the three previous
letters she had last received from Hugh, in regular order. A
stain caused by a drop of milk or grease, as often happens, ran
right through the entire quire. It was biggest on the front

page of the earliest letter, and smallest and dimmest on its back
fly-leaf. It went on decreasing gradually by proportionate
gradations through the other three. She looked at the letter to

Winifred with tearless eyes. It corresponded exactly in every
respect; for it had been the fifth and middle sheet of the
original series.

Elsie laid them all down on the sofa by her side with an
exhausted air and turned wearily to Edie. Her face was flushed

and feverish at last. She said nothing, but leaned back with a
ghastly sob on her pillow. She knew to a certainty now it was
Hugh who had done this nameless thing—Hugh who had done
it, believing her, his lover, to \».\ drowned and dead—Hugh who
had done it at the very momenv when, as he himself supposed,
her lifeless body was tossing and dancing among the mad
breakers, that roared and shivered with unholy joy over the

hoarse sandbanks of the bar at Whitestrand. It was past belief

—but it was Hugh who had done it.

She could have forgiven him almost anything else save that

;

but that, never, ten thousand times never ! She could have for-

given hun even his cold and cruel speech that last night by the
river near the poplar :

" I have never been engaged to you. I
owe you nothing. And now I mean to marry Winifred.'* She
could have forgiven him all, in the depth of her despair.—She
could have loved him still, even—so profound is the power of
first-love in a true pure woman's inmost nature—if only she
could have believed he had melted and repented in sackcloth and
asb«s for his sin &nd her sorrow. If he had lost his life iu
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trying to save her I If he had roused the county to search for

her body ! Nay, even if he had merely gone home, remorseful
and self-reproaching, and had proclaimed the truth and his own
shameinanagony of regret and pity and bereavement.—For her
own sake, she was glad, indeed, he had not done all this ; or at
least she would perhaps have been glad if she had had the heart
to think of herself at all at such a moment. But for him— for

him—she was ashamed and horrified and stricken dumb to
learn it.

For, instead of all this, what nameless and unspeakable thing
had Hugh Massinger really done ? Gone home to the inn, at the
very moment when she lay there senseless, the prey of the
waves, that tossed her about like a plaything on their cruel

crests—gone home to the inn, and without one though : of her,

one effort to rescue her—for how could she think otherwise ?

—

full only of vile and craven fears for his own safety, sa'i down at

his desk and deliberately forged in alien handwriting that

embodied Lie, that visible and tangible documentary Meanness,
that she saw staring her in the face from the paper before her

!

It was ghastly ; it was incredible ; it was past conception ; but
it was, nevertheless, the simple fact. As she floated insensible

down that hideous current, for the sea and the river to fight

over her blanched corpse, the man she had loved, the man who
had so long pretended to love her, had been quietly engaged in
his own room in forging her name to a false and horrible and
misleading letter, which might cover her with shame in the
unknown grave to which his own cruelty and wickedness and
callousness had seemingly consigned her 1 No wonder the tears

stood back unwillingly from her burning eyeballs. For grief

and horror and misery like hers, no relief can be found in mere
hysterical weeping.
And who had done this heartless, this dastardly, this impos-

sible thing? Hugh Massinger—her cousin Hugh—the man she
had set on such a pinnacle of goodness and praise and affection

—

the man she had worshipped with her whole full heart—the man
she had accepted as the very incarnation of all that was truest

and noblest and best and most beautiful in human nature. Her
idol was dethroned from its shrine now ; and in the empty niche

from which it had cast itself prone, she had nothing to set up
instead for worship. There was not, and there never had been,

a Hugh. The universe swam like a frightful blank around her.

The sun had darkened itself at once in her sky. The solid

ground seemed to fail beneath her feet, and she felt herself

suspended alone above an awful abyss, a seething and tossing

andeddying abyss of utter chaos.
Edie Relf held her hand still ; while the sweet gentle motherly

old lady with the snow-white hair and the tender eyes put a cold
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palm up against her burning brow to help her to bear it. But
Elsie was hardly aware of either of them now. Her head swam
wildly round and round in a horrible phantasmagoria, of which
the Hugh that was not and that never had been formed tho

central pivot and main revolving point; while the Hugh that

was just revealing himself utterly in his inmost blackness and
vileness and nothingness whirl^ round and round that fixed

centre in a mad career, she knew not how, and she asked not
wherefore. " Cry, cry, darling, do try to cry," both the other

women urged upon her with sobs and tears; but Elsie's eyeballs

were hard and tearless, and her heart stood still every moment
within her with unspeakable awe and horror and incredulity.

Presently she stretched out a vague hand towards Edie.
u Give me the telegram, dear," she said in a cold hard voice, as

cold and hard asHugh Massinger's own on that fearful evening.
Edie handed it to her without a single word.
She looked at it mechanically, her lips set tight; then she

asked in the same cold metallic tone as before :
" Do you know

anything of 27, Holmbury Place, Duke Street, St. James's ?
*'

" Warren says the club porter of the Cheyne Row lives there,"

Edie answered softly.

Elsie fell back upon her pillows once more. " Edie," she cried,

"oh, Edie, Edie, hold me tight, or I shall sink and die !—If only
he had been cruel and nothing more, I wouldn't have minded
it; indeed, I wouldn't. But that he should be so cowardly, so

mean, so unworthy of himself—it kills me, it kills mo—I couldn't
have believed it!"

" Kiss her, mother," Edie whispered Jow. " Kiss her, and lay

her head, so, upon your dear old shoulder ! She's going to cry
now I I know she's going to cry 1 Pat her cheek : yes, so. If

only she can cry, she can let her heart out, and it won't quite
kill her."

At the words, Elsie found the blessed relief of tears ; they rose

to her eyes in a torrent flood. She cried and cried as if her
heart would burst. But it eased her somehow. The two other
women cried in sympathy, holding her hands, and encouraging
her to let out her pent-up emotions to the very full by that
natural outlet. They cried together silently for many minutes.
Then Elsie pressed their two hands with a convulsive grasp ; and
they knew she would live, and that the shock had not entirely

killed out the woman within her.

An hour later, when Edie, with eyes very red and swollen, went
out once more into the little front parlour to fetch some needle-
work, Warren Eelf intercepted her with eager questioning.
" How is she now ? " he asked with an anxious face. " Is she
ery ill ? And how did she take it ?

"

She's crying her eyes out, thank heaven," Edie answered«!
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fervently. " And it's broken hor heart. It's almost killed her.
but not quite. She's crushed and lacerated like a wounded
creature."

" But what will she do ? " Warren asked, with a wistful look.

"X)o? Just what I said. Nothing at all. Annihilate and
efface herself. She'll accept the position, leaving things exactly
where that wretched being has managed to put them ; and so
far as he's concerned, she'll drop altogether out of existence."
"How?"
" She'll go with mamma and me to San Bemo."
" And the Meyseys ?

"

" She'll leave them to form their own conclusions. Henceforth,
she prefers to be simply nobody."

»

J

\

CHAPTER XVIIL

COMPLIOATIOMS.

Elsie spent a full fortnight, or even more, at Lowestoft ; and
before she vacated her hospitable quarters in the Ilelfs' rooms, it

was quite understood between them all that she was to follow

out the simple plan of action so hastily sketched by Edie to

Warren. Elsie's one desire now was to escape observation.

Eyes seemed to peer at her from every comer. She wanted to

fly for ever from Hugh—from that Hugh who had at last so
unconsciously revealed to her the inmost depths of his own
abject and self-centred nature ; and she wanted to be saved the
hideous necessity for explaining to others what only the three
Belfs at present knew—the way she had come to leave White-
strand. Hungering for sympathy, as women will hunger in a
great sorrow, she had opened to Edie, bit by bit, the floodgates

of her grief, and told piecemeal the whole of her painfal and
pitiable story. In her own mind, Elsie was free from the

reproach of an attempt at self-murder ; and Edie and Mis. Belf

accepted in good faith the poor heart-broken girl's account of

her adventure ; but she could never hope that the outer world
could be induced to believe in her asserted innocence. She
dreaded the nods and hints and suspicions and innuendoes of

our bitter society; she shrank from exposing herself to its

sneers or its sympathy, each almost equally distasteful to her
delicate nature. She was threatened with the pillory of a news-
paper paragraph. Hugh Massinger's lie afforded her now an
easy chance of escape. She accepted it willingly, without after-

thought. All she wanted in her trouble was to hide her poor



124 THIS MORTAL COIL,

head where none would find it; and Edie Belfs'plan enabled

her to do this in the surest and safest possible manner.
Besides, she didn't wish to make Winifred unhappy. Winifred

loved her cousin Hugh. She saw that now ; she recognized it

distinctly. She wondered she hadn't seen it plainly long before.

Winifred had often lieen so full of Hugh ; bad asked so many
questions, had seemed ro deeply interested in all that concerned

him. And Hugh had offered nis heart to Winifred—be the same
more or less, he had at least oiTered it. Why should she wish to

wreck Winifred's life, as that cruel, selfish, ambitious man had
wrecked her own? She couldn't tell the whole truth now
without exposing Hugh. And for Winifred's sake at least she

would not expose him, and blight Winifred's dream at the very
moment of its first full ecstasy.

For Winifred's sake ? Nay, rather for his own. For in spite

of everything, she still loved him. She could never forgive him,
but she still loved him. Or if she didn't love the Hugh that

really was, she loved at least the memory of the Hugh that was
not and that never had been. For his dear sake, she could never
expose that other base creature that bore his name and wore his

features. For her own love's sake, she could never betray him.
For her womanly consistency, for her sense of identity, she
couldn't turn round and tell the truth about him. To acauiesce

in a lie was wrong, perhaps ; but to tell the truth woula have
been more than human.

" I wish," she cried in her agony to Edie, " I could go away
at once and hide myself for ever in America or Australia, or
somewhere like that—where he would never know I was really

living."

Edie stroked her smooth black hair with a gentle hand ; she
had views of her own already, had Edio. " It's a far cry to

Ijoch Awe, darling," she murmured softly. " Better come with
mother and me to San Kemo."

" San Eemo ? " Elsie echoed. " Why, San Eemo ?
"

And then Edie explained to her in brief outline that she and
her mother went every winter to the Eiviera, taking with them
a few delicate English girls of consumptive tendency, partly to

educate, but more still to escape the bitter English Christmas.
They hired a villa—the same every year—on a slope of the hills,

and engaged a resident governess to accompany them. But, as
chance would have it, their last governess had just gone off, in

the nick of time, to get married to her faithful bank clerk at
Brixton ; so here was an opportunity for mutual accommodation.
As Edie put the thing, Elsie might almost have supposed, were
she so minded, she would be doing Mrs. Belf an exceptional
favour by accepting the post and accompanying them to Italy.

And, to say the truth« a Girton graduate who had taken high

I
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honours at Gambridgo was certainly a degree or two better than
anything the delicate girls of consumptive tendency could
reasonably have expected to obtain at San Remo. But none the
less the offer was a generous one, kindly meant; and Elsie

accepted it just as it was intended. It was a fair exchange of

mutual se^-vices. She must earn her own livelihood wherever
she went , trouble, however deep, has always that special

aggravation and that special consolation for penniless people

;

and in no other house could she possibly have earned it without
a reference or testimonial from her last employers. The Ilelfs

needed no such awkward introduction. This arrangement
suited both parties admirably ; and poor heart-broken Elsie, in

her present shattered condition of nerves, was glad enough to

accept her new friends' kind hospitality at Lowestoft for tbo
present, till she could fly with them at last, early in October,

from this desecrated England and from the cbanco of running
up against Hugh Massinger.
Her whole existence summed itself up now in the one wish

to escape Hugh. He thought her dead. »She hoped in her heart
he might never again discover she was living.

On the very first day when sLo dared to venture out in a Bath-
chair, muffled and veiled, and in a new black dress—lest any
one perchance should happen to recognize her—she asked to bo
wheeled to the Lowestoft pier ; and Edie, who accompanied her
out on that sad first ride, walked slowly by her side in sym-
pathetic silence. Warren Relf followed her too, but at a safe

distance ; he could not think of obtruding as yet a male presence
upon her shame and grief; but still ho could not wholly deny
himself either the modest pleasure of watching her from afar,

unseen and unsuspected. Warren had hardly so much as
caught a glimpse of Elsie since that night on the Mud-Turile

:

but Elsie's gentleness and the profundity of her sorrow had
touched him deeply. He began indeed to suspect he was really

in love with her ; and perhaps his suspicion was not entirely

baseless. He knew too well, however, the depth of her distress

to dream of pressing even his sympathy upon her at so inoppor-
tune a moment. If ever the right time for him came at all, it

could come, he knew, only in tho remote future.

At the end of the pier, Elsie halted the chair, and made the
chairman wheel it as she directed, exactly opposite one of the
open gaps in the barrier of woodwork that ran round it. Then
she raised herself, up with diflSculty from her seat. She was
holding something tight in her small right hand; she had
drawn it that moment from the folds of her bosom. It was a
packet of papers, tied carefully in a knot with some heavy
object. Warren Relf, observing cautiously from behind, felt

sure in his own mind it was a heavy object by the curve it
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described as it wheeled through the air when Elsie threw ii

For Elsie bad risen now, pale and red hy turns and was
flinging it out with feverish e^iorgy in a swee;>ing arch far, far

into the water. It struck the surface with a dull thud—the
heavy thud of a stone or a metallic body. In a second it had
sunk like lead to the bottom, and Elsie, bursting into a silent

flood of tears^ had ordered the chairman to take her home
again.

Warren Relf, skulking hastily down the steps behind that

lead to the tidal platform under the pier, had no doubt at all in

his own mind what the object was that Elsie had flung with
BucK fiery force into the deep water; for that night on the Mud-
Turtle, as he tried to restore the insensible girl to a passing

gleam of life and consciousness, two distinct articles had fallen,

one by one, in the hurry of tho moment, out of her loose and
dripping ^ bosom. He was not curious, but he couldn't help
observing them. The first was a bundle of water-logged letters

in a hand which it was impossible for him not to recognize.

Tho second was a pretty little lady's watch, in gold and enamel,
with a neat inscription engraved on a shield on the back, " E. 0.

fi'om H. M.," in Lombardic letters. It wasn't Warren Relf's

fault if he knew then who II. M. was; and it wasn't his fault if

lie knew now that Elsie Challoner had formally renounced Hugh
Massinger's love, by flinging his letters and presents bodily into

the deep sea, where no one could ever possibly recover them.
They had burnt into her flesh, lying there in her bosom. She

could carry them about next her bruised and wounded heart no
longer. And now, on this very first day that she had ventured
out, she buried her love and all thn.t belonged to it in that deep
where Hugh Massinger himself had sent her.

But even so, it cost her hard. They were Hugh's letters

—

those precious much-loved.letters. She went home that morn-
ing crying bitterly, and she cried till night, like one who
mourns her lost husband or her lost children. They were all

sl)e had left of Hugh and of her day-dream. Edie knew exactly
what she had done, but avoided the vain e£fort to comfort or
console her. "Comfort—comfort scorned of devils!" Edie
was woman enough to know she could do nothing. She only
held her new friend's hand tight clasped in hers, and cried
beside her in mute sisterly sympathy.

It was about a week later that Hugh Massinger, goaded by
remorse, and unable any longer to endure the suspense of
hearing nothing further, directly or indirectly, as to Elsie's fate,

sot out one morning in a dogcart from Whiteistrand, and drove
along the coast witi^ his own thoughts, in a blazing sunlight, as
far as Aldoburgh. There, tho road abruptly stops. No high-
way epans the ridge of beach beyond: the remainder of the
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distance to the Low Light at Orfordness must bo accompliBhed
on foot, along a flat bank that stretches for miles between sea

and river, untrodden and trackless, one bare blank waste of

sand and shingle. The ruthless sun was pouring down upon it

in full force as Hugh Massingcr began his solitary tramp along
that uneven road at the Martello Tower, just south of

Aldeburgh. The more usual course is to sail by sea; and
Hugh might indeed have hired a boat at Slaughdcn Quay if he
dared; but he feared to be recognized as having come from
Whitestrand to make inquiries about the unclaimed body ; for

to rouse suspicion would be doubly unwise: he felt like a
murderer, and he considered himself one by implication already.

If other people grew to suspect that Elsie was drowned, it

would go hard but they would think as ill of him as he
himself thought of himself in his bitterest moments.
For, horrible to relate, all this time, with that burden of

agony and anguish and suspense weighing down his soul like a
mass of lead, he had had to play as best he might, every night
and morning, at the ardour of young love with that girl

Winifred. He had had to imitate with hateful skill the
wantonness of youth and tiie ecstasy of the happily betrothed
lover. He had had to wear a mask of pleasure on his pinched
face while his heart within was full of bitterness, as he cried
to himself more than once in his reckless agony. After such
unnatural restraint, reaction was inevitable. It became a
delight to him to get away for once from that grim comedy, in

which he acted his part with so much apparent ease, and to

face the genuine tragedy of his miserable life, alone and
undisturbed with his own remorseful thoughts for a few short
hours or so. He looked upon that fierce tramp in the eye of the
sun, trudging ever on over those baking stones, and through
that_,barreu spit of sand and shingle, to some extent in the light

of a* self-imposed penance—a penance, and yet a splendid
indulgence as well; for here there was no one to watch or
observe him. Here he could let the tears trickle down his face

unreproved, and no longer pretend to believe himself happy.
Here there was no Winifred to tease him with her love. He
had sold his own soul for a few wretched acres of staj^nant salt

marsh : he could gloat now at his ease over his hateful bargain

;

he could call himself " Fool " at the top of his voice ; he could
groan and sigh and be as sad as night, no man hindering him.
It was an orgy of remorse, and ho gave way to it with wild
orgiastic fervour.

He plodded, plodded, plodded ever on, stumbling wearily
over that endless shingle, thirsty and footsore, mile, after mile,

yet glad to be relieved for awhile from the strain of his long
hypocrisy, and to let the tears flow easily and naturally ouo
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after the oilier down his parched cheek. Truly he walked in

the gall of bitterness and in the bond of iniquity. The iron

VTB& entering into his own soul; and yet he hugged it. The
gloom of that barren stretch of water-worn pebbles, the weird
and widespread desolation of the landscape, the fierce glare ot

the mid-day sun that poured down mercilessly on his aching
head, all chimed in congenially with his present brooding and
melancholy humour, and gave strength to the poignancy of his

remorse and regret. He could torture himself to the bone in

these small matters, for dead Elsie's sake ; he could do penance,
but not make restitution. He couldn't even so tell out the

truth before the whole world, or right the two women he had
cruelly wronged, by an open confession.

At last, after mile upon mile of weary staggering, he reached
the Low Light, and sat down, exhausted, ou the bare shingle

just outside the lighthouse-keeper's quarters. Strangers are

rare at Orfordness; and a morose-looking man, soured by
solitude, soon presented himself at the door to stare at the new-
comer.
"Tramped it?" he asked curtly, with an inquiring glance

along the shingle beach.
" Yes, tramped it," Hugh answered, with a weary sigh, aTid

relapsed into silence, too utterly tired to think of how he had
best set about the prosecution of his delicate inquiry, now that
he had got there.

The man stood with his hand on his hip, and watched the
stranger long and close, with frank mute curiosity, as one
watches a wild beast in its cage at a menagerie. At last he
broke the solemn silence once more with the one inquisitive

word, "Why?"
"Amusement," Hugh answered, catching the man's laconic

humour to the very echo.

For twenty minutes they talked on, in this brief disjointed

Spartan fashion, with question and answer as to the life at
Orfordness tossed to and fro like a quick ball between them, till

at last Hugh touched, as if by accident, but with supreme skill,

upon the abstract question of provisioning lighthouses.

"Trinity House steam-cutter," the man replied to his short
suggested query, with a sidelong jerk of his head to southward.
" Twice a month. Fritty fair grub. Biscuit and pork an' tinned
meat an' soc m."
"Queer employment, the cutter's men," Hugh interposed

quietly. " Must see a deal of life in their way sometimes."
The man nodded. " Yis, an' death too/' he assented with

uncompromising brevity.

"Wrecks?"
" And corpsus."
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"Corpses?**
"Ah, corpsns, I believe yon. Drownded ones. Plenty on

'em.»

"Here?"
" Sometimes. But moostly on the north side. Drift wooth

the tide. Cutter's man found one oonly a week agoo last

Sarraday. Cover hinder aginst that groyne to windwnd."
"Sailor?"
" Not this time—gal— young woman."
"Where did she come from?" Hugh asked eagerly, yet

suppressing his eagerness in his face and voice as well as he
was able.

" Doon't know, n'm sure," the man answered with something
very like a shrug. • They doon't carry their naames and poorts

wroot on their foreheads as though they wor vessels. Lowstof,
Whitestrand, Southwold, Aldeburgh—might ha* bin any on 'em.

Hugh continued his inquiries with breathless interest a few
minutes longer, then he asked again in a trembling voice:
" Any jewelry on her ?

"

The man eyed him suspiciously askance. Detective in

disguise, or what ? he wondered. " Ast the cutter's man," he
drawled out slowly, after a long pause. "If there was anything
val'able on the corpse, t'een't likely he'd; leave it about har for

the coroner to nail—not he !

"

The answer cast an unexpected flood of light on the seafaring
view of the treasure-trove of corpses, for which Hugh had
hardly before been prepared in his own mind. That would
account for her not having been recognized. " Did they hold an
inquest ? " he ventured to ask nervously.
The lighthouse-man nodded. " But whot's the use o' that ?

—

noo evidence," he continued. " Moost o' these drownded bodies
aren't 'dentified. Jury browt it in ' Found drownded.* Con-
venient vardick—save a lot o' trouble."

"Where do you bury them?" Hugh asked, hardly able to
control his emotion.
The man waved his hand with a careless dash towards a

sandy patch just beyond the High Light. " Cover hinder," he
answered. "There's shiploads on 'era there. Easy diggin'.

Easier than the shingle. We buried the crew of a Hamburg
brigantine there all in a lump last winter. They went ashore
on the Oaze Sands. All hands drownded, about a baker's dozen
on 'era. Coroner came oover from Orford an' set on 'em, here
on the spot, as yow may say. That's consecrated ground.
Bishop came from Norwich and said his prayers oover it. A
corpse coon't lay better, nor more comforable, if it come to that,

in Woodbridge Cemmetry."
He laughed low to himself at his own grim wit; and Hugh,
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unable to conceal his disgust, walked ofif alone, as if idly

strolling in a solitary mood, towards that desolate graveyard.
The lighthouse-man went back, rolling a quid in his bulged
cheek, to his monotonous avocations. Hugh stumbled over the
sand with blinded eyes and tottering feet till he reached the plot
with its little group of rude mounds. There was one mound far

newer and fresher than all the rest, and a wooden labe? stood at

its head with a number roughly scrawled on it in wet paint

—

" 240." His heart failed and sank within him. So this was her

grave 1—Elsie's grave ! Elsie, Elsie, poor, desolate, abandoned,
heart-broken Elsie.—He took ofif his hat in reverent remorse as

he stood by its side. Oh, heavens, how he longed to be dead
there with her ! Should he fling himself off the top of the light-

house now? Should he cut his throat beside her nameless
grave ? Should he drown himself witii Elsie on that hopeless
stretch of wild coast? Or should he liv9 on Btill, a miserable,

wretched, self-condemned coward, to pay the penalty of his

cruelty and his baseness through years of agony.
Elsie's grave ! If only he could be sure it was really Elsie's I

He wished he could. In time, then, he might venture to put up
a headstone with just her initials—those sacred initials. But
no ; he dared not. And perhaps, after all, it might not be Elsie.

Corpses came up here often and often. Had they not buried
whole shiploads together, as the lighthouse-ma i assured him,
after a terrible tempest?
He stood there long, bareheaded in the sun. His remorse

was gnawing the very life out of him. He was rooted to the
spot. Elsie held him spellbound. At length he roused him-
self, and with a terrible effort returned to the lighthouse.
" Where did you say this last body came up ? " he asked the
man in as careless a voice as he could easily master.
The man eyed him sharp and hard. *' Yow fare anxious

about that there young woman," he answered coldly. " She
flooted longside by the groyne oover hinder. Tide flung har
up. That's where they moostly do come ashore from Lowstof
or Whitestrand. Current sweep 'em right along the coost till

they reach the ness : then it fling 'em up by the groyne as

reg'lar as clockwork. There's a cross-current there; that's

what make the point and the sandbank."
Hugh faltered. He knew full well he was rousing suspicion

;

yet he couldn't refrain for all that ;:rom gratifying his eager
and burning desire to know all he could about poor martyred
Elsie. He dared not ask what had become of the clothes, much
as he longed to learn, but he wandered away slowly, step after

step, to the side of the groyne. Its further face was sheltered
by heaped-up shingle from the lighthouse-man's eye. Hu5;h
sat down in the shade, close under the timber balks, and looked

.
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around him along the beach where Elsie had been washed
ashore, a lifeless burden. Something yellow glittered on the
sands hard by. As the sun caught it, it attracted for a second
his casual attention by its golden shimmering. His heart came
up with a bound into his mouth. He knew it—^he knew it—he
knew it in a flash. It was Elsie's watch! Elsie's! Elsie's!

The watch he himself had given—^years and years ago^no;
six weeks since only—as a birthday present—to poor dear dead
Elsie.

Then Elsie was dead ! He was sure of it now. No need for

further dangerous questioning. It was by Elsie's grave indeed
he had just been standing. Elsie lay buried there beyond the
shadow of a doubt, unknown and dishonoured. It was Elsie's

grave and Elsie's watch. What room for hope or for fear any
longer?

It was Elsie's watch, but rolled by the current from Lowes-
toft pier, as the lighthouse-man had rightly told him was
usual, and cast ashore, as everything else was always cast, by
the side of the groyne where the stream in the sea iturned
sharply outward at the extreme easternmost point of Suffolk.

He picked it up with tremulous fingers and kissed it ten-

derly; then he slipped it unobserved into his breast-pocket,

close to his heart—Elsie's watch !—and began his return journey
with an aching bosom, over those hot bare stones, away back to

Aldeburgh. The beach seemed longer and drearier than before.

The orgy of remorse had passed away now, and the coolness of

utter despair had come over him instead of it. Ha T-way on,

he sat down at last, wearier than ever, on the long pebble ridge,

and gazed once more with swimming eyes at that visible token
of Elsie's doom. Hope was dead in his heart now. Horror and
agony brooded over his soul. The world without was dull and
dreary ; the world within was a tempest of passion. He would
freely have given all he possessed that moment to be dead and
buried in one grave with Elsie.

At that same instant at the Low Light the cutter's man,
come across in an open boat from Orford, was talking carelessly

to the underling at the lighthouse.
" Well, Tom, bor, how're things lookin' wi' yow ? " he asked

with a laugh.
" Middlin' like, an' that stodgy," the other answered grimly.

" How do yow git on ?
*'

** Well, we ha' tracked down that there body," the Trinity
House man said casually ;

" the gal's, I mean, what I picked
up on the ness ; an' arter all my trouble, Tom, yow'll Hardly
believe it, but blow me if I made a penny on it."

" Yow ain't ? " the lighthouse-man murmured interrogatively.
" Not a farden," the fellow Bill responded in a disconsolate
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voice. " The body wom't a nob's ; so far, in thai respeck, she
worn't nobody arter all, but oonly one o' them there light-o'-

loyes down hinder at Lowstof. She was a sailor's moll, I
reckon. Flung harself off Lowstof pier one dark night, maybe
a fortnight agoo, or maybe three weeks. She'd bin heyin'

some wuds wooth a young man she'd bin a-keepin' company
wooth. I never see a more promisin' or more disappointin'

corpse in my breathin' life. When I picked har up, I say to

Jim, I say, ' Yow may take yar davy on't, bor, that this pal t«

a nob. I goo by har looks, an' 1 'spect there's money on har.'

Why, har dress aloon would ha' made any one take har for a
real lady. And arter all, what do it amount to ? Nothen at

all I Jest the parish paay for har. That's Suffolk all cover,

and rile me when I think on't. If it han't a bin for a val'able

in the way o' rings what fell off har finger, in a manner of

speakin', and dropped as yow may say into an honest man's
pocket when he was a-takin' har to the dead-house—why, it

fare to me, that there honest man would a bin out o' pocket a
marter of a ehillen or soo, and all thraow the interest he took
in a wuthlebs an* good-for-nothen young woman. Corpsus
may look ojjt for theirselves in future, as far as I'm consarned,
and that's to a sartinty. I ha' had too much on 'em. They're
more bother than they're wuth. That's jest the long an' short
on't—blow me if it een't."

CHAPTEB XIX.

AU BENDEZVOUS DES BONS OAMABADES.

In the cosy smoking-room of the Cheyne Row Club, a group of
budding geniuses, convened from the four quarters of the earth,
stood once more in the bay-window, looking out on the dull
October street, and discussing with one another in diverse
tones the various means which each had adopted for killing

time through his own modicum of summer holidays. Bcminis-
cences and greetings were the order of the day. A buzz of
voices pervaded the air. Everybody was full to the throat of
fresh impressions, and everybody was laudably eager to share
them all, still hot from the press, with the balance of humanity
as then and there represented before him.—The mosquitoes at
the North Cape were really unendurable ; they bit a piece out
of your face bodily, and then perched on a neighbouring tree to
eat it ; while the midnight sun, as advertised, was a hoary old
impostor, exactly like any other sun anywhere, when you came
to examine him through a smoked glass at close quarters.

'--'- '- ^ fiai'rriL.-i'. - "tf-'f 'itrii'-iV'"?"-'
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Oromer was just the jolliest place to lounge on the sands, and
the best centre for short excursions, that a fellow could find on
a year's tramp all round the shores of England, Scotland,
Wales, or Ireland.
Grouse were scanty and devilish cunning in Aberdeenshire

this year ; the young birds packed like old ones; and the accom-
modation at Lumphanan had turned out on nearer view by no
means what it ought to be.

A most delightful time indeed at Beatenberg, just above the
Lake of Thun, you know, with exquisite views over the Bernese
Oberland; and such a pretty little Swiss maiden, with liquid
blue eyes and tow-coloured hair, to bring in one's breakfast and
pour out coffee in the thick white coffee-cups. And then the
flowers I—a perfect paradise for a botanist, I assure you.

Montreal in August was hot and stuffy, but the Thousand
Islands were simply delicious, and black-bass fishing among
the back lakes was the only sport now left alive worthy a
British fisherman's distinguishea consideration.
Oh yes ; the yacht behaved very well indeed, considering, on

her way to Iceland—as well as any yacht that sailed the seas

—

but just before reaching Reykjavik—that's how they pronounce
it, with they soft and a falling intonation on the last syllable

—

a most tremendous gale came thundering down with rain and
lightning from the Vatna Jokull, and, by George, Sir, it nearly
foundered her outright with its sudden squalls in the open
ocean. Ton never saw anything like the way she heeled over :

you could touch the trough of the waves every time from the
gunwale.
Had anything new been going on, you fellows, while we were

all away ? and had anybody heard anything about the Bard, as

Cheyne Row had unanimously nicknamed Hugh Massinger ?

Yes, one budding genius in the descrijjtive-article trade

—

writer of that interesting series of papers in the Charing Crosi

Review on Seaside Resorts—afterrards reprinted in crown
octavo fancy boards, at seven-and-sixpence, as " The Complete
Idler "—had had a letter from the Bard himself only three days
ago, announcing his intention to be back in harness in town
again that very morning.

" And what's the Immortal Singer been doing with himself
this hot summer ? " cried a dozen voices—for it was generally

felt in Cheyne Row circles that Hugh Massinger, though still

as undiscov ired as the sources of the Congo, was a coming man
of proximate eventuality. " Has he hooked his heiress yet ? He
swore, when he left town in July, he was going on an angling

expedition—as a fisher of women—in the eastern counties."
" "Well, yes," the recipient of young love's first confidences

responded guardedly ; " I should say he had.—To be sure, the

m
if
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Immortal One doesn't exactly mention the fact or amount of
the yonng lady's fortune; but he does casually remark in a
single passing sentence that he hnn got himself engaged to a
Thing of Beauty somewhere down in Suffolk."
" Suffolk !—most congruous indeed for an idyllic, bucolic,

impressionist poet.—He'll come back to town with a wreath
round his hat, and his pockets stuffed with stanzas and sonnets
to his mistress's eyebrow, where * Suffolk punches ' shall sweetly
rhyme to ' the red-cheek apple that she gaily munches,' with
slight excursions on lunches, bunches, crunches, and hunches,
all a la Massinger, in endless profusion.—Now then, Hatherley

;

there's a guinea's worth ready made for you to your hand
already. Send it by the first post yourself to the lady, and cut
out the Bard on his own ground with the beautiful and anony-
mous East Anglian heiress.—I suppose, by the way, Massinger
didn't happen to confide to you the local habitation and the
name of the proud recipient of so much interested and ana-
psBstic devotion ?

"

"He said, I think, if I remember right, her name w^j
Meysey."

" Meysey 1 Oh, then, that's one of the Whitestrand Meyseys,
you may be sure ; daughter of old Tom Wyyille Meysey, whose
estates have all been swallowed up by the sea. They lie in the
prebend of Oonsumptum per Mare.—If he's going to marry he?
on the strength of her red, red gold, or of her vested securities

in Argentine and Turkish, he'll have to collect his arrears of
income from a sea-green mermaid—at the bottom of the deep
blue sea; which will be worse than even dealing with that
horrid Land League, for the Queen's writ doesn't run beyond
the foreshore, and No Bent is universal law on the bed of the
ocean."

" I dor>*t think they've all been quite swallowed up," one of

the bystanders remarked in a pensive voice : he was Suffolk
born ;

*' at least, not yet, as far as I've heard of them. The
devouring sea is engaged in taking them a bite at a time, like

Bob Sawyer's apple ; but he's left the Hall and the lands about
it to the present day—so Eelf tells me."

" Has she money, I wonder?" the editor of that struggling

periodical, the Night-Jar^ remarked abstractedly.
" Oh, I expect so, or the Bard wouldn't ever have dreamt of

proposing to her. The Immortal Singer knows his own worth
exactly, to four places of decimals, and estimates himself at full

market value. He's the last man on earth to throw himself

away for a mere trifle. When he sells his soul in the matri-

monial Exchange, it'll be for the highest current market quota-

tion, to an eligible purchaser for cash only, who must combine
considerable charms of body and mind with the superadded

%
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advantage of a respectable balance at Drummond's or at
Goutts's. The Bard knows down to the ground the exact
moneyworth of a handftome poet ; he wouldn't dream of letting
himself go dirt cheap, like a common every-day historian or
novelist."

As the last speaker let the words drop carelessly from his
mouth, the buzz of voices in the smoke-room paused suddenly

:

there was a slight and awkward lull in the conversation for
half a minute; and then the crowd of budding geniuses was
stretching cut its dozen right hands with singular unanimity
in rapid succession to grasp the fingers of a tall dark new-comer
who had slipped in, after the fashion usually attributed to
angels or their opposite, in the very nick of time to catch
the last echoes of a candid opinion from his peers and contem-
poraries upon his own conduct.
" Do you think he heard us ? " one of the peccant gossipers

whispered to another with a scared face.
" Can't say," his friend whispered back uneasily. ** He's got

quick ears. Listeners generally hear no good of themselves.
But anyhow, we've got to brazen it out now. The best way's
just to take the bull by the horns boldly.—Well, Massinger, we
were all talking about you when you came in. You're the chief

subject of conversation in literary circles at the present day.
Do you know it's going the round of all the clubs in London
at this moment that you shortly contemplate committing
matrimony ?

"

Hugh Massinger drew himself up stiff and erect to his full

height, and withered his questioner with a scathing glance from
his dark eyes such as only he could dart at will to scarify and
annihilate a selected victim. "I'm going to be married in

the course of the year," he answered coldly, " if that's what you
mean by committing matrimony.—Mitchison," turning round
with marked abruptness to aii earlier speaker, " what have you
been doing with yourself all the summer? "

"Oh, I've been riding a bicycle through the best part of

Finland, getting up a set of articles on the picturesque aspect

of the Far North for the Porte-Crayon, you know, and at the

same time working in the Russiai? anarchists for the leader

column in the Morning Telephone.—Bates went with me on the
illegitimate machine—yes, that means a tricycle ; the bicycle

alone's accounted lawful : he's doing the sketches to illustrate

my letterpress, or I'm doing the letterpress to illustrate his

sketches—^whichever you please, my little dear; you pays your
money and you takes your choice, all for the small sum of six-

pence weekly. The roads in Finland are abominably rough,

and the Finnish language is the beastliest and most agglutina-

tive I ever had to deal with, even in the entrancing pages of
^ii

*<l
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Ollendorff But there's good copy in it—yery good copy.~The
Telephone and the Porte-Crayon shared our expenses.—And
inrhere have you been hiding your light yourself since we last

saw you ?
"

" My particular bushel was somewhere down about Suffolk, I
bolieve/ Hugh Massinger answered with magnificent indefinite-

ness, as though minute accuracy to the matter of a county or

two were rather beneath his sublime consideration. "I've
been stopping at a dead-aliye little place they call Whitestrand

:

a sort of moribund fishing village, minus the fish. It's a lost

corner among the mud-flats and the salt marshes
;
picturesque,

but ugly, and dull as ditch-water. And having nothing else

on earth to do there, I occupied myself with getting engaged,
as you fellows seem to have heard by telegraph already. This
is an age of publicity. Everything's known in London nowa-
days. A man can't change his coat, it appears, or have venison
for dinner, or wear red stockings, or stop to chat with a pretty

woman, but he finds a flaring paragraph about it next day in

the society papers."

"May one venture to ask the lady's name?" Mitchison
inquired courteously, a little apart from the main group.
Hugh Massinger's manner melted at once. He would not be

chaffed, but it rather relieved him, in his present strained con-
dition of mind, to enter into inoffensive confidences with a
polite listener.

" She's a Miss Meysey," he said in a lower tone, drawing over
towards the fireplace: **one of the Suffolk Meyseys—you've
heard of the family. Her father has a very nice place down by
the sea at Whitestrand. They're the banking people, you
know : remote cousins of the old hanging judge's. Yery nice

old things in their own way, though a trifle slow and out of

date—not to say mouldy.—But after all, rapidity is hardly the
precise quality one feels called upon to exact in a prospective

father-in-law: slowness goes with somd solid virtues. The
honoured tortoise has never been accused by its deadliest foes

of wasting its patrimony in extravagant expenditure."
''Has she any brothers?" Mitchison asked with apparent

ingenuousness, approaching the question of Miss Meysey's
fortune (like Hugh himself) by obscure byways, as being a
politer mode than the direct assault. "There was a fellow

called Meysey in the fifth form with me at Winchester, I

remember ; perhaps he might have been some sort of relation."

Hugh shook his head in emphatic dissent. "No," he
answered; "the girl has no brothers. She's an only child—
the last of her family. There was one son, a captain in the
Forty-fourth, or something of the sort ; but he was killed in

Zululand, and was never at Winchester^ or I'm BurQ X should



AU RENDEZVOUS DE8 SONS CAMAHADES. 137

have heard of it.—They're a kinless lot, extremely kinless : in

fact, Tve almost realized the highest ambition of the American
humorist, to the efifect that he might have the luck to marry a
poor lonely friendless orphan."
" She's an heiress, then ?

"

Hugh nodded assent. "Well, a sort of an heiress," ho
admitted modestly, as who should say, "not so good as she
might be." " The estate's been very much impaired by the
inroads of the sea for the last ten years; but there's still a
decent remnant of it left standing. Enough for a man of

modest expectations to make a living ofT in these hard times,

I fancy."
" Then we shall all come down in due time," another man put

in—a painter by trade—joining the group as he spoke, "and
find the Bard a landed proprietor on his own broad acres, living

in state and bounty in the baronial Hall, lord of Burleigh, fair

and free, or whatever other name the place may be called by !

"

" If I invite you to come," Hugh answered significantly with
curt emphasis.

" Ah yes, of course," the artist answered. " I dare say when
you start your carriage, you'll be too proud to remember a poor
devil of an oil and colour-man like me.—In those days, no doubt
you'll migrate like all the rest to the Athemeum,—Well, well,

the world moves—once every twenty-four hours on its own axis

—and in the long run we all move with it and go up together.—
When I'm an R.A., I'll run down and visit you at the ancestral

mansion, and perhaps paint your wife's portrait—for a thousand
guineas, hien entendu.—^And what sort of a body is the prospec-

tive father-in-law ?
'*

* Oh, just the usual type of Suffolk Squire, don't you know,'*

Massinger replied carelessly. " A breeder of fat oxen and of
pigs, a pamphleteer on Guano and on Grain, a quarter-sessions

chairman, abler none ; but with faint reminiscences still of an
Oxford training left in him to keep the milk of human kindness
from turning sour by long exposure to the pernicious influence

of the East Anglian sunshine. I should enjoy his society better,

however, if I were a trifle deaf. He has less to say, and he
says it more, than any other man of my acquaintance. Still,

he's a jolly old boy enough, as old boys go. We shall rub along
somehow till he pops off the hooks and leaves us the paternal

acres on our own account to make merry upon."
So far Hugh had tried with decent success to keep up his

usual appearance of careless ease and languid good-humour, in

spite of volcanic internal desires to avoid the painful subject of
his approaching marriage altogether. He was schooling himself,

indeed, to face society. He was sure to hear much of Lis

Suffolk trip, and it was well to get used to it as early as
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possible. But the next qnestion fairly blanched his cheek, by
iMMlizig up direct to the skeleton in the cupboard :

" How did

you fint come to get acquainted with them? '

The question must inevitably '>e asked again, and he must do
his best to face it with pretended equanimity. " A relation of

mine—a distant cousin—a Girton girl—was liring with the

family as Miss Meysey's governess or companion or something,"

he answered with what jauntiness he could summon up. " It

was through her that I first got to know my future wife. And
old Mr. Meysey, the coming papa-in-law

"

He stopped dead short. Words failed him. His jaw fell

abruptly. A strange thrill seemed to course through his frame.

His large black eyes protruded suddenly from their sunken
orbits; his olive-coloured check blanched pale and pasty.

Some unexpected emotion had evidently checked his ready flow

of speech. Mitchison and the painter turned round in surprise

to see what might be the cause of this unwonted flutter. It

was merely Warren Relf who had entered the club, and was
gazing with a stony British stare from head to foot at Hugh
Massinger.
The poet wavered, but he did not flinch. From the fixed

look in Relfs eye, he felt certain in an instant that the skipper
of the Mud-Turtle knew something—if not everything—of his

fatal secret. How much did he know ? and how much not ?

—

that was the question. Had he tracked Elsie to her nameless
grave at Orfordness? Had ho recognized the body in tb

mortuary at the lighthouse ? Had he learned from the cuttei

man the horrid truth as to the corpse's identity ? All these
things or any one of them might well have happened to the
owner of the Mud- Turtle, cruising in and out of East Anglian
creeks in his ubiquitous little vessel. Warren Belf was plainly

a dangerous subject. But in any case, Hugh thought with
shame, how rash, how imprudent, how unworthy of himself
thus to betray in his ovni face and features the terror and
astonishment with which he regarded biml He might have
known Relf was likely to drop in any day at the club I He
might have knowa he would sooner or later meet him there I

He might have prepared beforehand a neat little lie to deliver

pat with a casual air of truth on their first greeting! And
instead of all that, here he was, discomposed and startled,

gazing the painter straight in the face like a dazed fool, and
never knowing how or where on earth to start any ordinary
subject of polite conversation. For the first time in his adult
life he was so taken aback with childish awe and mute surprise

that he felt positively relieved when Relf boarded him vdth the
double-barrell^ question :

" And how did you leave Miss Meysey
and Miss GhallDBer, Massinger ?

"
•

I
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Hugh drew him aside towards the back of the room and
lowered his Toice still more markedly in reply. ** I left Miss
Meysey very well,'* he answered with as much ease of manner
as he could hastily assume. " Ton may perhaps haye heard
from rumour or from the public prints that sne and I have
struck up an engagement. In the lucid language of the news-
paper announcements, a marriage has been definitely arranged
between us."

Warren Relf bent his head in sober acquiescence. " I had
heard so," ho said with grim formality. " Tour siege was
successful. You carried the citadel by storm that day in the
sandhills.—I won't congratulate you. You know my opinion
already of marriages arranged upon that mercantile basis. I
told it you beforehand. We need not now recur to the subject.

—But Miss Challoner?—How about her? Did you leave her
well? Is she still at Whitestrand?" He looked his man
through and through as he spoke, with a cold stem light iu

those truthful eyes of his.

Hugh Massinger shuffled uneasily before his steadfast glance.

Was it only his own poor guilty conscience, or did Eelf know
all ? he wondered silently. The man was eyeing him like his

evil angel. He longed for time to pause and reflect ; to think
out the best possible non-committing lie in answer to this

direct and leading question. How to parry that deadly thrust
on the spur of the moment he know not. Relf was gazing at

him still intently. Hesitation would be fatal. He blundered
into the first form of answer that came uppermost. "My
cousin Elsie has gone away," he stammered out in haste. " She
—she left the Meyseys quite abruptly."

" As a consequence of your engagement ? " Relf asked sternly.

This was going one step too far. Hugh Massinger felt really

indignant now, and his indignation enabled him to cover his

retreat a little more gracefully. " You have no right to ask me
that," he answered in genuine anger. " My private relations

with my own family are surely no concern of yours or of any
one's."

Warren Eelf bowed his head grimly once more. " Where has
she gone?" he asked in a searching voice. "I'm interested in

Miss Challoner. I may venture to inquire that much at least.

I'm told you'vi) heard from her. Where is she now ? Will you
kindly tell me?"
" I don't know," Hugh answered angrily, driven to bay. Then

with a sudden inspiration, he added significantly: "Do you
either?"

" Yes/' Warren Eelf responded with solemn directness.

The answer took Massinger aback once more. A cold shudder
ran down his spine. Their eyes met. For a moment they stared
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one another oni Then Hugh's glance fell slowly and heavily.

He dared not ask one word more.—Relf must have tracked her,

for certain, to tha lighthouse. He must have seen the grave,

perhaps even the body.—This was too terrible.—Henceforth, it

was war to the knife between them. " Hast thou found me,
my enemy ? " he broke out sullenly.
" I have found you, Massinger, and I have found you out,"

the painter answered in a very low voice, with a sudden burst
of unpremeditated frankness. " I know you now for exactly the
very creature you are—a liar, a forger, a coward, and only two
fingers* width short of a murderer.—There! you may make
what use you like of that.—For myself, I will make no use at all

of it.—For reasons of my own, I will let you go. I could crush
you if I would, but I prefer to screen you. Still, I tell you once
for all the truth. Kemember it well.—I know it ; you know it

;

and we both know we each of us know it."

Hugh Massinger's fingers itched inexpressibly that moment to

close round the painter's honest bronzed throat in a wild death-
struggle. He was a passionate man, and the provocation was
terrible. The provocation was terrible because it was all true.

He was a liar, a forger, a coward—and a murderer !—But he
dared not—he dared not. To thrust those hateful words down
Belfs throat would be to court exposure, and \¥orse than ex-

posure ; and exposure was just what Hugh Massinger could
never bear to face like a man. Sooner than that, the river, or
aconite. He must swallow it all, proud soul as he was. He
must swallow it all, now and for ever.

As he stood there irresolute, with blanched lips and itching
fingers, his nails pressed hard into the palms of his hands in the
fierce endeavour to repress his passion, he felt a sudden light

touch on his right shoulder. It was Hatherley once more. "I say,

Massinger," the journalist put in lightly, all unconscious of the
tragedy he was interrupting, " come down and knock about the
balls on the table a bit, will you ?"

If Hugh Massinger was to go on living at all, he must go on
living in the wonted fashion of nineteenth-centary literate hu-
manity. Tragedy must hide itself behind the scenes ; in public
he must still be the prince of high comedians. He uncloi^ his
hands and let go his breath with a terrible effort. Belf stood
aside to let him pass. Their glances met as Hugh left the room'*

arm in arm with Hatherley. Belf's was a glance of contempt
and scorn ; Hugh Massinger's was one of undying hatred.
He had murdered Elsie, and Belf knew it. That was the way

Massinger interpreted to himself the " Tes '* that the painter had
just now BO truthfully and directly answered him.

i
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CHAPTER XX.

EVENTS MAROH.

"Papa is still in Scotland," Winifred wrote to Hugh, "slaying
many grouse ; and mamma and I have the place all to ourselves
now, so we're really having a lovely time, enjoying our holiday
immensely (though you're not here), taking down everything,
and washing and polishing, and rearranging things again, and
playing havoc with the household gods generally. We expect

Eapa back on Friday. His birds have preceded him. I do hope
e remembered to send you a brace or two. I gave him your

town address before he left, with very special directions to let

you have some ; but, you know, you men always forget every-
thing. As soon as he comes home, he'll make us take our
alterations all down again, which will be a horrid nuisance, for

the drawing-room does look so perfectly lovely. We've done it

up exactly as you recommended, with the sage green plush for

the old mantel-piece, and a red Japanese table in the dark
corner; and I really think, now I see the effect, your taste's

simply exquisite. But then, you know, what else can you
expect from a distinguished poet ! You always do everything
beautifully—and I think you're a (!*4rling."

At any other time this naive girlish appreciation of his decor-

ative talents would have pleased and flattered Hugh's suscep-
tible soul ; for, being a man, he was of course vain ; and he
loved a pretty girl's approbation dearly. But just at that

moment ne had no stomach for praise, even though it came
from Sir Hubert Stanley; and whatever faint rising flush of

pleasure he might possibly have felt at his little fianciis
ecstatic admiration was all crushed down again into the gall of

bitterness by the sickening refrain of her repeated postscripts

:

" No further news yet from poor Elsie.—Has she written to you ?

I shall be simp]y/mraft'c if 1 don't hear from her soon. She can
never mean to leave us all in doubt like this. Pm going to

advertise to-morrow in the London papers. If only she knew
the state of mind she was plunging me into, I'm sure she'd

write and relieve my suspense, which is just agonizing.—A kifs

from your little one : in the corner here. Be sure you kiss it

where I've put the cross. Good-night, darling Hugh.—Yours-
ever, Winifred."
Hugh flung the letter down on the floor of his chambers in an

agony of horror. Was his crime to pursue him thus through a
whole lifetime? Was he always to hoar surmises, coiyectureSf
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speculatioDS, doubts as to what on earth had become of Elsie ?

Was he never to be fr<je for a single second from the shadow of

that awful pursuing episode ? Was Winifred, when she became
his wedded wife, to torture and rack him for years together with
questions and hesitations about the poor dead child who lay, as

he firmly and unreservedly believed, in her nameless grave by the

lighthouse at Orfordness?—There was only one possible way
out of it—a way that Hugh shrank from almost as much as he
shrank from the terror and shame of exposure. It was ghastly

:

it was gruesome: it was past endurance; but it was the one
solitary way of safety. He must write a letter from time to

time, in Elsie's handwriting, addressed to Winifred, giving a
fictitious account of Elsie's doings in an imaginary home, away
over somewhere in America or the antipodes. He must invent
a new life and a new life-history, under the Southern Cross, for

poor dead Elsie : he must keep her alive like a character in a
novel, and spin her fresh surroundings from his own brain, in

some little-known and inaccessible quarter of the universe.

But then, what a slavery, what a drudgery, what a perpetual
torture 1 His soul >ihrank from the hideous continued deceit.

To have perpet' ated that one old fatal forgery, in the first fresh

flush of terror and remorse, was not perhaps quite so wicked,
quite so horrible, quite so soul-destroying as this new departure.
He had then at least the poor lame excuse of a pressing emer-
gency; and it was once only. But to live a life of consistent
lying—to go on fathering a perennial fraud—to forge pretended
letters from mail to mail—to invent a long tissue of successful
falsehoods—and that about a matter that lay nearest and
dearest to his own wounded and remorseful heart—all this was
utterly and wholly repugnant to Hugh Massinger's underlying
nature. Set aside the wickedness and baseness of it all, the
poet was a proud and sensitive man ; and lying on such an ex-
tended scale was abhorrent to his soul from its mere ignominy
and aesthetic repulsiveness. He liked the truth : he admired
the open, frank, straightforward way. Tortuous cunning and
mean subterfuges roused hisprofoundcst contempt and loathing
—when he saw them in others. Up till now, he had enjoyed his
own unquestioning self-respect. Vain and shallow and un-
scrupulous as he was, he had hitherto basked serenely in the
sunshine of his own personal approbation. He had done nothing
till lately that sinned against his private and peculiar code of
morals, such as it was. His proposal to Winifred had, for the
first time, opened the sluices of the great unknown within him,
and fathomless depths of deceit and crime were welling up now
and crowding in upon him to drown and obliterate whatever
f;park or scintillation of conscience had ever been his. It was a
hateful sight He shrank himself from the effort to realize it
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And Warren Helf knew all ! That in itself was bad enough.
But if he also invented a continuous lie to palm off upon Wini-
fred and her unsuspecting people^ then Warren Helf at leabc

would know it constantly for what it was, and despise him for it

even more profoundly than he despised him at present. All
that was horrible—horrible—horrible. Yet thore was one person
whose opinion mattered to him far more that even Warren Relf

s

—one person who would hate and despise with a deadly hatred
and an utter scorn the horrid perfidy of his proposed line of
conduct. That person was one with whom he sat and drank
familiarly every day, with whom he conversed unreservedly
night and morning, with whom he lived and moved and had his

being. He could never escape or deceive or outwit Hugh Mas-
singer. FatrisB quis exsul se quoque fugit? Hugh Massinger
would dog him, and follow his footsteps wherever he went, with
his unfeigned contempt for so dirty and despicable a course of
action. It was vile, it was loathsome, it was mean, it was
horrible in its ghastly charnel-house falseness and foulness ; and
Hugh Massinger knew it perfectly. If he yielded to this last

and lowest temptation of Satan, he might walk about henceforth
with his outer man a whited sepulchre, but within he would
be full of dead men's bones and vile imaginings of impossible
evil.

Thinking which things definitely to himself, in his own tor-

mented and horrified soul, he—sat down and wrote another
forged letter.

It was a hasty note, written as if in the hurry and bustle of
departure, on the very eve of a long journey, and it told Wini-
fred, in rapid general terms, that Elsie was just on her way to

the continent, en route for Australia—no matter where. She
would join her steamer (no line mentioned) under an assumed
name, perhaps at Marseilles, perhaps at Genoa, perhaps at

Naples, perhaps at Brindisi. Useless to dream of tracking or
identifying her. She was going away from England for ever

and ever—this last underlined in feminine fashion—and it

would be quite hopeless for Winifred to cherish the vain idea
of seeing her again in this world of misfortunes. Some day,
perhaps, her conduct would be explained and vindicated ; for

the present, it must suffice that letters sent to her at the address
as before—the porter's of the Cheyne Row Club, though Hugh
did not specifically mention that fact—would finally reach her
by private arrangement. Would Winifred accept the accom-
panying ring, and wear it always on her own finger, as a parting
gift from her affectionate and misunderstood friend, Elsie ?

The ring was one from the little jewel-case he had stolen that

fatal night from Elsie^s bedroom. Profoundly as he hated and
loathed himself for hii deception, he couldn't help stopping half
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way through to admire his own devilry of cleverness in sending

that riDg back now to Winifred. Nothing could be so calcu-

lated to disarm suspicion. Who could doubt that Elsie was
indeed alive, when Elsie not only wrote letters to her friends^

but sent with them the very jewelry from her own fingers as

a visible pledge and token of her identity?—Besides, he really

wanted Winifred to wear it ; he wished her to have something
that once was Elsie's. He would like the woman he was now
deceiving to be linked by some visible bond of memory to the

woman he had deceived and lured to her destruction.

He kissed the ring, a hot burning kiss, and wrapped it rever-

ently and tenderly in cotton-wool. That done, he gummed and
stamped the letter with a resolute air, crushed his hat firmly

down on his head, and strode out with feverishly long strides

from his rooms in Jermyn Street to the doubtful hospitality of

the Cheyne Row.
Would Warren Eelf be there again, he wondered? Was that

man to poison half London for him in future ?—Why on earth,

knowing the whole truth about Elsie—knowing that Elsie was
dead and buried at Orfordness—did the fellow mean to hold his

vile tongue and allow him, Hugh Massinger, to put about this

elaborate fiction unchecked, of her sudden and causeless dis-

appearance? Inexplicable quite! The thing was a mystery;
ana Hugh Massinger hated mysteries. He could never know
now at what unexpected moment Warren Eelf might swoop
down upon him from behind w'^th a dash and a crash and an
explosive exposure.—He was working in the dark, like navvies
in a tunnel.-—Surely the crash must come some day I The roof

must collapse and crush him utterly. It was ghastly to wait
in long blind expectation of it.

The forged letter still remained in his pocket unposted. Ho
passed a couple of pillar-boxes, but could not nerve himself up
to drop it in. Some grain of grace within him was fighting

hard even now for the mastery of his soul. He shrank from
committing himself irrevocably by a single act to that despicable
life of ingrained deception.

In the smoking-room at the club he found nobody, for it was
still early. He took up tha Times^ which he had not yet had
time to consult that morning. In the Agony Column, '\ familiar
conjunction of names attracted his eye as it moved down the
outer sheet. They were the two names never out of his thoughts
for a moment for the last fortnight. " Elsib," the advertisement
ran in clear black type, "Do write to me. I can stand this
fearful suspense no longer. Only a few lines to say you are
well. I am so frightened. Ever yours, Winifred."
He laid the paper down with a sudden resolve, and striding

across the room gloomily to the letter-box on the mantel-piece,
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took the fateful envelope from his pocket at last, and held it

dubious, between finger and thumb, dangling loose over the
slit in the lid. Heaven and hell still battled fiercely for the
upper hand within him. Should he drop it in boldly, or should
he not ? To be or not to be—a liar for life ?—that was the
question. The envelope trembled between his finger and
thumb. The slit in the box yawned hungry below. His grasp
was lax. The letter hung by a corner only. Nor was his im-
pulse, even, so wholly bad: pity for Winifred urged him on;
remorse and horror held him back feebly. Ho knew not in his

own soul how to act ; he knew he wa& weak and wicked only.

As he paused and hesitated, unable to decide for good or evil

—a noise at the door made him start and waver.—-Somebody
coming I Perhaps Warren Belf.—That address on the envelope—" Miss Meysey, The Hall, Whitestrand, Suffolk."—If Eelf saw
it, he would know it was—well—an imitation of Elsie's hand-
writing. She had sent a note to Belf on the morning of the
sandhills picnic. If any one else saw it, they would see at least

it was a letter to his^ancee—and they would cha£f him accord-

ingly with chaff that he hated, or perhaps they would only
smile a superior smile of fatuous recognition and smirking
amusement. He could stand neither—above all, not Relf.

—

His fingers relaxed upon the cover of the envelope.—Half un-
consciously, half unwillingly, he loosened his hold.—Plop1 it

fell through that yawning abyss, three inches down, but as deep
as perdition itself—The die was cast I A liar for a lifetime

!

He turned round, and Hatherley the journalist stood smiling
good-morning by the open doorway. Hugh Massinger tried his

hardest to look as if nothing out of the common had happened
in any way. He nodded to Hatherley, and buried his face -^nce

more in the pages of the Times. " The Drought in Wales "

—

"The Bulgarian Difficulty"—"Painful Disturbances on the
West Coast of Africa."—Pah 1 What nonsense 1 What common-
places of opinion 1 It made his gorge rise with disgust to look
at them. Wales and Bulgaria and the West Coast of Africa,

when Elsie was dead 1 dead and unnoticed I

A boy in buttons brought in a telegram—Central News Agency
—and fixed it by the comers with brass-headed pins in a vacant
space on the accustomed notice-board. Hatherley, laying down
his copy of Punch, strolled lazily over to the board to examine
it. "Meysey! Meysey I " he repeated musingly.—"Why, Mas-
singer, that must bo one of your Whitestrand Meyseys. Pre-
cious uncommon name. There can't be many of them."
Hugh rose and glanced at the new telegram unconcernedly.

It couldn't have much to do with himself I But its terms
brought the blood with a hasty rush into his pale cheek again *

** SeriouB Accident on the Scotch Moors,—Aberdeen, Thursday.
L

^ L
9|
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As Sir Malcolm Farquharson's party were shooting over the

Glenbeg estate yesterday, near Eincardine-O'Neil, a rifle held
by Mr. Wyville Meysey burst suddenly, wounding the unfortu-

nate gentleman in the face and neck, and lodging a splinter of

jagged metal in his left temple. He was conveyed at once from
the spot in an insensible state to Invertanar Castle, where he
now lies in a most precarious condition. His wife and daughter
were immediately telegraphed for."

"Invertanar, 10.40 a.m.—Mr. "Wyville Meysey, a guest of
Sir Malcolm Farquharson's at Invertanar Castle, wounded
yesterday by the bursting of his rifle on the Glenbeg moors,
expired this morning very suddenly at 9.20. The unfortunate
gentleman did not recover consciousness for a single moment
after the fatal accident."

A shudder of horror ran through Hugh's frame as he realized

the meaning of that curt announcement. Not for the mishap

;

not for Mrs. Meysey; not for Winifred: oh, dear no; but for

his own possible or probable discomfiture.—His first thought
was a characteristic one. Mr. Meysey had died unexpectedly.
There might or there might not be a will forthcoming.
Guardians might or might not bo appointed for his infant

daughter. The estate might or might not go to Winifred.
He might or he might not now be pennitted to marry her.—
If she happened to be left a ward in Chancery, for example, it

would be a hopeless business: his chance would be ruined.

The court would never consent to accept him as Winifred's
husband. And then—and then it would be all up with him.

It was bad enough to have sold his own soul for a mess of
pottage—for a few hundred acres of miserable salt marsh,
encroached upon by the sea with rapid strides, and half covered
with shifting, drifting sandhills. It was bad enough to have
sacrificed Elsie—dear, tender, delicate, loving-hearted Elsie, his

own beautiful, sacred, dead Elsie—to that wretched, sordid,

inefifective avarice, that fractional worship of a silver-gilt Mam-
mon. He had regretted all that in sackcloth and ashes for one
whole endless hopeless fortnight or more, already.—But to have
sold his own soul and to have sacrificed Elsie for the privilege

of being rejected by Winifred's guardian—for the chance of
being publicly and ignominiously jilted by the Court of Chan-
cery—for the opportunity of becoming a common laughing-
stock to the quidnuncs of Cheyne Itow and the five o'clock

tea-tables of half feminine London—that was indeed a de^th
of possible degradation from which his heart shrank with
infinite throes of self-commiserating reluctance. He could sell

his own soul for very little, and despise himself well for the
squalid ignoble bargain ; but to sell his own soul for absolutely
nothing, with a dose of well-deserved ridicule thrown in gratis.
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and no Elsie to console him for his bitter loss, was more than
even Hugh Massinger's sense of mean self-abnegation could
easily swallow.

He flnng himself back unmanned, in the big leather-covered

armchair, and let the abject misery of his own thoughts oyer-

come him visibly in his rueful countenance.
" I never imagined," said Hatherley afterwards to his friends

the Belfs, " that Massinger could possibly have felt anything so
much as he seemed to feel the sudden death of his prospective

father-in-law, when he read that telegram. I^ really made me
think better of the fellow."

CHAPTER XXI.

OLEABINO THE DECKS.

Warren Eelp had arranged for his mother and sister, with
Elsie Ghalloner, to seek the friendly shelter of San Bemo early

in October. The sooner away from England the better. ;Before
they went, however, to avert the chance of a disagreeable

encounter, he met them on their arrival in town at Liverpool
Street, and saw them safely across to the continental train at
London Bridge. It chanced to be the very self-same day that
Hugh Massinger had posted his second forged note to poor
fatherless Winifred.

Elsie dared hardly look the young painter in the face even
now, for shame and timidity ; and Warren Eelf, respecting her
natural sensitiveness, concentrated most of his attention on his
mother an>.l Edie, scarcely allowing Elsie to notice by shy side-

glances his unobtrusive preparations for her own personal com-
fort on the journey. But Elsie's quick eye observed them all,

gratefully, none the less for that. She liked Warren : it was
impossible for anybody not to like and respect the frank young
painter, with his honest bronzed face, and his open, manly, out-
spoken manners. Timid as she was and broken-hearted still,

she could not go away from England for ever and ever—for

Elsie never meant to return again—without thanking him just
once in a few short words for all his kindness. As they stood
on the bare and windy platform with which the South-Eastern
Bailway Company woos our suffrages at London Bridge, she
drew him aside for a moment from his mother and sister with
a little hasty shrinking glance which Warren could not choose
but follow. " Mr. Belf," she said, looking down at the floor and
fumbUng with her parasol, " I want to thank you ; I can't go
awa^y without thanking you once.**

mm
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He saw the cfToit it had cost her to say so much, and a wild
lump rose sudden in his throat for gratitude and pleasure.
*' Miss Glialloner," he answered, looking back at her with an
nnmistakablo light in his earnest eyes, " say nothing else. I
am more than sufficiently thanked already.—I have only one
thing to say to you now. I know you wish this episode kept
secret from every one : you may rely upon me and upon my
mate in the yawl. If ever in my life I can be of any servic*? to

you, remember you can command me.—If not, I shall never
again obtrude myself upon your memory.—Good-bye, good-
bye." And taking her hand one moment in his own, he held it

for a second, then let it drop again. " Now go," he said in a
tremulous voice—" go back to Edie."

Elsie—one blush—went back as he bade her. " Good-bye,"
she said, as she glided from his side—"good-bye, and thank
you." That was all that passed between those two that day.

Yet Elsie knew, with profound regret, as the train steamed ofif

through the draughty corridors on its way to Dover, that
Warren Belf had fallen in love with her; and Warren Keif,

standing alone upon the dingy, gusty platform, knew with an
ecstasy of delight and jo;> that Elsie Ghalloner was grateful to

him and liked him. It is something, gratitude. He valued
that more from Elsie Challoner than he would have valued love

from any other woman.
With profound regret, for her part, Elsie saw that Warren

Belf had fallen in love with her ; because he was such an honest,

manly, straightforward, good fellow, and because from the very
first moment she had liked him. Yet what to her were love

and lovers now ? Her heart lay buried beneath the roots of the
poplar at Whitestrand, as truly as Hugh Massinger thought it

lay buried in the cheap sea-washed grave in the sand at Orford-
ness. She was grieved to think this brave and earnest man
should have fixed his heart on a hopeless object. It was well

she was going to San Bemo for ever. In the whirl and bustle

and hurry of London life,2Warren Belf would doubtless soon
forget her. But some faces are not easily forgotten.

From London Bridge, Warren Belf took the Metropolitan to

St. James's Park, and walked across, still flushed and hot, to

Piccadilly. At the club, he glanced hastily at that morning's
paper. The first paragraph on which his eye lighted was
Winifred Meysey's earnest advertisement in the Agony Column.
It gave him no little food for reflection. If ever Elsie saw that
advertisement, it might alter and upset all her plans for the
future—^and all his own plans into the bargain. Already she
felt profoundly the pain and shame of her false position with
Winifred and the Meyseys : that much Warren Belf had learned
from Edie. If only she knew how eagerly Winifred pined for
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news of her, she might be tempted after all to break her reserve,

to abandon her concealment, and to write full tidings of her
present whereabouts to her poor little frightened and distressed
pupil. That would be bad; for then the whole truth must
sooner or later come out before the world ; and for Elsie's sake,

for Winifred's sake, perhaps even a wee bit for his own bake
also, Warren Relf shrank unspeakably from that unhappy
exposure. He couldn't bear to think that Elsie's poor broken
bleeding heart should be laid open to its profoundest recesses

before the eyes of society, for every daw of an envious old
dowager to snap and peck at. He hoped Elsie would not see

the advertisement. If she did, he feared her natural tenderness
and her sense of self-respect would compel her to write the
whole truth to Winifred.
She might see it at Marseilles, for they were going to run

right through to the Mediterranean by the special express, stop-

ping a night to rest themselves at the Hotel du Louvre in he
liue Cannebi^re. Edie would be sure to look at the Times, and
if she saw the advertisement, to show it to ^Isie.

But even if she didn't, ought he not himself to call her atten-

tion to it? Was it right of him, having seen it, not to tell her
of it ? Should he not rather leave to Elsie herself the decision

what course she thought best to take under these special

circumstances ?

He shrank from doing it. It grieved him to the quick to strain

her poor broken heart any further. She had suffered so much :

why rake it all up again ? And even as he thought all these

things, he knew each moment with profounder certainty than
ever that he loved Elsie. There is nothing on earth to excite

a man's love for a beautiful woman like being compelled to take

tender care for that woman's happiness—having a gentle solici-

tude for her most sacred feelings thrust upon one by circum-
stances as an absolute necessity.—Still, Warren Rtlf was above
all things honest and trustworthy. Not to send that advertise-

ment straight to Elsie, even at the risk of hurting her own
feelings, would constitute in some sort, he felt, a breach of

confidence, a constructive falsehood, or at the very best a mp-
pressio veri ; and Warren Eelf was too utterly and transparently
truthful to allow for a moment any paltering with essential

verities.—He sighed a sigh of profound regret as he took his

penknife with lingering hesitation from his waistcoat pocket.
But he boldly cut out the 'advertisement from the Agony
Oolumn, none the less, thereby defacing the first page of the
Times^ and rendering himself liable to the censure of the com-
mittee for wanton injury to the club property ; after the per-
petration of which heinous offence he walked gravely and
soberly into the adjoining writing-room and sat down to

| |I
|
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indito a hasty note intended for bis sister at the Hotel du
Louyre

:

"Mt deab Edib,
" Just after yon left, I caught sight of enclosed adver-

tisement in the second column of this morning's Timet, Show
it to Her. I can't bear to send it—^I can't bear to cause her
any further trouble or embarrassment of any sort after all she
has suffered ; and yet—it would be wrong, I feel, to conceal it

from her. If she takes my advice, she will not answer it

Better let [things remain as they are. To write one line would
be to upset all. For heaven's sake, don't show Her this letter.

" With love to you both and kind regards to Her,
" Your affectionate brother,

"W.E."

He addressed the letter, "Miss Belf, Hotel du Louvre, Mar-
seilles," and went over with it to the box on the mantel-shelf,

where Hugh Massinger's letter was already lying.

When Edie Belf received that letter next evening at the hotel

in the Bue Gannebi^re, she looked at it once and glanced over
at Elsie. She looked at it twice and glanced over at Elsie.

She looked at it a third time—and then, with a woman's sudden
resolve, she did exactly what W&rren himself had told her not
to do—she handed it across the table to Elsie.

Hugh's plot trembled indeed in the balance that moment;
for if only Elsie wrote to Winifred, ignoring of course his last

forged letter, then lying on the hall table at Whitestrand, all

would have been up with him. His lie would have come home
to him straight as a lie. The two letters would in all proba-
bility not have coincided. Winifred would have known him
from that day forth for just what he was—a liar^-and a forger.

And yet if, by that simple and natural coincidence, Elsie had
sent a letter from Marseilles merely assuring Winifred of her
safety and answering the advertisement, it would have fallen in

completely with Hugh's plot, and rendered Winifred's assurance
doubly certain. Elsie had sailed to Australia by way of Mar-
seilles, then. In a novel, that coincidence would surely have
occurred. In real life, it might easily have done so, but as a
matter of fact it didn't; for Elsie read the letter slowly first,

and then the advertisement.
"Poor fellow!" she said as she passed the letter back again

to Edie. ** It was ver^ kind of him ; and he did quite right—
I think I shall ti^e his advice, after all.—It's terribly difficult

to know what one ought to do. But I don't think I shall write
to Winifred."
Not for herself. She could bear the exposure, if it was to
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save Winifred. But for Winifred's sake, for poor dear Wini-
fred's. She couldn't deprive her of her new lover.

Ought she to let Winifred marry him ? What trouble might
not yet be in store for Winifred ?--No, no. Hugh would surely
be kinder to her. He had sacrificed one loving heart for her
sake ; he was not likely now to break another.

How little we all can judge for the best. It would have been
better for Elsie and better for Winifred, if Elsie had done as
Warren Keif did, and not as he said—if she had written the
truth, and the whole truth at once to Winifred, allowing her to
be her own judge in the matter. But Elsie had not the heart
to crush Winifred's dream; and very naturally. No one can
blame a woman for refusing to act with more than human
devotion and foresight.

Hugh Massinger had left the headquarters of Bohemia for

twenty minutes at the exact moment when Warren Belf entered
the Cheyne Bow Club. He had gone to telegraph his respectful

condolences to Winifred and Mrs. Meysey at Invertanar Castle,

on their sad loss, with conventional pohteness. When he came
back, he found, to his surprise, the copy of the Times still lying
open on the smoking-room table ; but Winifred's advertisement
was cut clean out of the Agony Column with a sharp penknife.
In a moment he said to himself, aghast :

'* Some enemy hath
done this thing." It must have been Belf! Nobody else in the
club knew anything. Such espionage was intolerable, unen-
durable, not to be permitted. For three days he Lad been
trembling and chafing at the horrid fact that Belf knew all and
might denounce and ruin him. That alone was bad enough.
But that Belf should be plotting and intriguing against him I

That Belf should use his sinister knowledge for some evil end!
That Belf should go spying and eavesdropping and squirming
about like a common detective! The idea was fairly past
endurance. Among gentlemen such things were not to be per-

mitted. Hugh Massinger was prepared not to permit them.
He passed a day and night of inexpressible annoyance. This

situation was getting too much for him. He was fighting in

the dark : he didn't understand Warren Belfs silence. If the
fellow meant to crush him, for what was he waiting ? Hugh
could not hold all the threads in his mind together. He felt as

tbough Warren Belf Mas going to make, not only the Cheyne
Bow Club, but all Loudon altogether too hot for him. To have
drowned Elsie, to be jilted by Winifred, and to be baffled after

all by that creature Belf—this, this was the hideous and igno-
minious future he saw looming now visibly before him

!

It was with a heavy heart that next evening at seven he
dropped into the club dining-room. Would Belf be there ? he
wondered silently. And if so, what course would Belf adopt
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towards him? Tes, Belf wm there, at a comer table, as goud
luok would have it, with his back turned to him safely as he
entered ; and that fellow Potts, the other mudbank artist—they
hung their wretched daubs of flat Suffolk seaboard side by side

fraternally on the walls of the Institute—was dining with him
and concocting mischief, no doubt, for the house of Massinger.
Hugh half determined to turn and flee: then all that was
mamy and genuine within him revolted at once against that
last disgrace. He would not run from this creature Belf. He
would not be turned out of his own club—he was a member of
the committee and a founder of the society. He would face it

out and dine in spite of him.
But not before the fellow's very eyes ; that was more than in

bis present perturbed condition Hugh Massinger could manage
to stand. He skulked quietly round, unseen by Belf, into the
side alcove—a recess cut off by an arched doorway—where he
gave his order in a very low voice to Martin, the obsequious
waiter. Martin was surprised at eo much reserve. Mr. Mas-
singer, he was generally tiie very freest and loudest-spoken
gentleman in the whole houseful of 'em. He always talked, he
id, as if the club and the kitchen and the servants all belonged

to him.
From the alcove, by a special interposition of fate, Hugh could

hear distinctly what Eelf was saying. Strange—incredible—

a

singular stroke of luck : he had indeed caught the man in the
very act and moment of conspiring.—^They were talking of Elsie 1

Their conversation came to him distinct, though low. Unnatural
excitement had quickened his senses to a strange degree. He
heard it all—every sound—every syllable.
" Then you promise, Frank, on your word of honour as a

gentleman, you'll never breathe a word of this or of any part of

Miss Challoner's affair to anybody anywhere ?"

"Mj dear boy, I promise, that's er. ugh.—I see the necessity

as well as you do.—So you've actually got the letter, have
you?"

" rye got the letter. If you like, I'll read it to you. It's here
in my pocket. I have to restore it by the time Mr. Meysey
returns to-morrow."
Mr. Meysey 1 Bestore it! Then, for all his plotting, Belf

didn't know that Mr. Meysey was dead, and that his funeral was
fixed to take place at Whitestrand on Monday or Tuesday

!

There was a short pause. What letter ? he wondered. Then
Belf began reading in a low tone : " My darling Winifred, I can
hardly make up my mind to write you this letter ; and yet I
must : I can no longer avoid it."

Great heavens, it was his own forged letter to Winifred I How
on earth had it ever come into Self's possession 1
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Plot, plot—plot and eonnterplot 1 Dirty, underhand , hol«-and«

comer spy-business I Belf had whe«lded it out of the Meyseya
somehow, to help him to track down and confront his enemy 1

Or else he had suborned one of the Whitestrand servants to steal

or copy their master's correspondence

!

He heard it through to the last word, " Ever your affectionate

but heart-broken Elsie."
What were they going to say next ?—Nothing. Potts just

drew a long breath of surprise, and then whistled shortly and
curiously. " The man's a blackguard, to have broken the poor
girl's heart," he observed at last, " let alone this. He's a black-
guard, Relf.—I'm verv sorry for her.—And what's become of

Miss Ohalloner now, if it isn't indiscreet to ask the question ?
"

" Well, Potts, I've only taken any other man into my confi-

dence at all in this matter, because you knew more than half

already, and it was impossible, without telling you the other
half, fully to make you feel the necessity for keeping the strictest

silence about it. I'd rather not tell either you or anybody
exactly where Miss Ohalloner's gone now. But at the present
moment, if you wan't to know the precise truth, I've no doubt
she's at Marseilles, on her way abroad to a further destination

which I prefer on her account not to mention. More than that
it's better not to say. But she wishes it kept a profound secret,

and she intends never to return to England."
As Hugh Massinger heard those words, those reassuring

words, a sudden sense of freedom and lightness burst instantly

over him in a wild rush of reaction. Aha ! aha ! poor feeble

enemy ! Was this all ? Then Belf knew really nothing ! That
mysterious " Tes " of his was a fraud, a pretence, a mistake, a
delusion ! He was all wrong, all wrong and in error. Instead
of knowing that Elsie was dead—dead and buried in her name-
less grave at Orfordness—he fancied she was still alive and in

hiding ! The man was a windbag. To think he should havo
been terriLed—he, Hugh Massinger—by such a mere empty
boastful eavesdropper!—Why, Belf, after all, was himself

deceived by the forged letters he had so cleverly palmed off

upon them. The special information he pretended to possess

was only the special information derived from Hugh Mas-
singer's own careful and admirable forgeries. He hugged him-
self in a perfect transport of delight. The load was lifted as if

by magic from his breast. There was nothing on earth for

him, after all, to be afraid of I

He saw it all at a glance now.—Belf was in league with the
servants at the Meyseys'. Some prying lady's-maid or dishonest
flunkey must have sent him the first letter to Winifred, or at

least a copy of it : nay, more ; he or she must have intercepted
the second one, which arrived while Winifred was on her way
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to Scotland—else how could Belf have heard this last newly
fledged fiction about the journey abroad—the stoppage at Mar-
fieilles—the determination never to return to England?—And
how greedily and eagerly the man swallowed it all—his nasty
secoiid-hand servants'-hall information 1 Hugh positively

despised him. in his own mind for his ready credulity and his

mean duplicity. How glibly he re!;ailed the plausible story,

with nods and hints and additions of his own :
" At the present

moment, Fve no doubt she's at Marseilles, on her way abroad
to a further destination, which I prefer on her account not to

mention." What airs <%nd graces and what comic importance
the fellow put on, on the strength of his familiarity with this

supposed mystery! Any other man with a straightforward

mind would have said outright plainly, "to Australia;" but
this pretentious jackanapes with his stolen information must
make up a little mystification all of his own, to give himself
imp3rtan«e in the eyes of his greedy gobemouche of a companion.
It Mas too grotesque ! too utterly ridiculous I And this was the
man of whom he had been so afraid ! Hisown dupe ! the ready
fool who swallowed at second-hand such idle tattle of the

servants* hall, and employed an understrapper or a pretty

soulrette to open other people's letters for his own information

!

From that moment forth, Hugh might cordially hate him, Hugh
might freely despise him; but he would never, never, never be
afraid of him.
One only idea left some slight suspicion of uneasiness on his

enlightened mind. He hoped the lady's-maid—that hypothetical

larly's-maid—had sent on the forged letter—after reaumg it—^to

Winifred. Nol, that poor Winifred would have time to think
much about Elsie at present, in the midst of this sudden and
unexpected bereavement : she would be too full of her own dead
father, no doubt, to pay any great attention to her governess's

misfortunes. But still, onp doesn't like one's private letterc to

be so vulgarly tampered with. And the worst of it was, he
could hardly ask her whether she had received the note or not.

He could hurdly get at the bottom of this low conspiracy. It

was his policy now to let sleeping dogs lie. The less said about
£lsie the better.

Yet in his heart he despised Warren Belf for his meanness.
He might forge himself: nothing lower ungentlemanly or de-
grading in forgery. Dishonest, if you life ; dishonest, not vulgar.
But to open other people's letters—pah !—the disgusting small-

ness and lowness and vulgarity of it 1 A sort ofunder-footmanish
type of criminality. Fecca fcrtiter^ if you will, of course, but
don't be a cad and a disgrace to your breeding.
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The way of the transgressor ^ent easy for a while with Hugh
Massinger. His sands ran smoother than he could himself have
expected. His two chief bugbears faded away by degrees before

the strong light of facts into pure nonentity. Keif did not know
that Elsie Ghalloner lay dead and buried in a lonely grave at
Orfordness; ^nd Winifred Meysey was not left a ward in
Chancery, or otherwise inconvenienced and strictly tied up in
her plans for marrying him. On the contrary, the affairs of the
deceased were arranged exactly as Hugh himself would have
wished them to be ordered. The will in particular was a perfect

gem : Hugh could have thrown his arms round the blameless
attorney who drew it up : Mrs. Meysey appointed sole executrix
and guardian of the infant; the estate and Hall bequeathed
absolutely and without remaindei o Winifred in person ; a life«

interest in certain specified sums only, as arranged by settlement,

to the relict herself; and tho coastal! clear for Hugh Massinger.
Everything indeed had tnrnev! out for the best. The late Squire
had chosen the happiest possiblv> moment for dying. The infant

and the guardian were on Hugh s own side. There need be no
long engagement, no tremulous expectation of dead men's shoes
now : nor would Hugh have to put up for an indefinite term of
years with the nuisance of a father-in-law's perpetual benevolent
interference and well-meant dictation. Even the settlements,

those tough documents, would be all drawn up to suit his own
digestion. As Hugh sat, decorously lugubrious, in the dining-
room at Whitestrand with Mr. Heberden, the funiily solicitor,

two days after the funeral, he could hardly help experiencing a
certain subdued sense of something exceedingly akin to stifled

gratitude in liis own soul towards that defective breech-loader
which had relieved him at once of so many embarrassments, and
made him practically Lord of the Manor of Ciousumptum per
Mare, in the hundred of Dunwich and county of Suffolk, con-
taining by admeasuremciit so many acres, roods, and perches,
be the same more or less— and mostly less, indeed, as the years
proceeded.
But for that slight drawback, Hugh cared as yet absolutely

nothing. One only trouble, one vihible kill-joy, darkened his

view from the Hall windows, fcvery principal room in the house
faced due south. Wherever he looked, from the drawing-room
or the dining-room, the library or the vestibule, the boudoir or



156 THIS MORTAL COIL,

the billiard-room, the Whitestrand poplar rose straight and
sheer, as conspieuous as ever, by the brink of the Ohar, where
sea and stream met together on debatable ground in angry en-

counter. Its rugged boles formed the one striking and beautiful

object in the whole prospect across those desolate flats of sand
and salt marsh, but to Hugh Massinger that ancient tree had
now become instinct with awe and horror—a visible memorial
of his own crime—for it was a crime—and of poor dead Elsie in

her nameless grave by the Low Lighthouse. He grew to regard
it as Elsie's monument. Day after day, while he stopped at

Whitestrand, he rose up in the morning with aching brows from
his sleepless bed—for how could he sleep, with the breakers that

drowned and tossed ashore his dear dead Elsie thundering wild

songs of triumph from the bar in his ears ?—and gazed out of

his window over the dreary outlook, to see that accusing tree

with its gnarled roots confronting him ever, full in face, and
poisoning his success with its mute witness to his murdered
victim. Every time he looked out upon it, he heard once more
that wild, wild cry, as of a stricken life, when Elsie plunged into

the careeiDg current. Every time the wind shrieked through
its creaking branches in the lonely night, the shrieks went to

his heart like so many living human voices crying for sympathy.
He hated and dispised himself in the very midst of his success.

He had sold his own soul for a wasted strip of swamp and marsh
and brake and sandhill, and he found in the end that it profited

him nothing.

Still, time brings alleviation to most earthly troubles. Even
remorse grows duller with age—till the day comes for it to burst
out afresh in fuller force than ever and goad its victim on to a final

confession. Days and weeks and months rolled by, and Hugh
Massinger by slow degrees began to feel that Othello was himself
again. He wrote, as of old, his brilliant leaders every day
regularly for the Morning Telephone: he slashed three-volume
novels with a? mueh vigour as ever, and rather more cynicism
and cruelty than l)efore, in the Monday Register : he touched the

tender stops of various quills, warbling his Doric lay to Ballade

and Sonnet, in the wonted woods of the Fimlico Magazine with
endless versatility. Nor was that all. He played high in the

evening at Fallavicini's, more recklessly even than had been his

ancient use; for was not his future now assured . to him? and
did not the horrid picture of his dead drowned Elsie, tossed

friendless on the bare beach at Orfordness, haunt him and sting

him with its perpetual presence to seek in the feverish excite-

ment of roulette some momentary forgetfulness of his life's

tragedy? True, his rhymes were sadder and gloomier now than
of old, and his play wilder: no more of the rollicking, humorous,
happy-go-lucky ballad-mongerin^"; that alternated in the " Echoes
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from Callimachus " with his more serious verses : his sincerest

laughter, he knew himself, with some pain was fraught, since

Elsie left him. But in their lien had come a reckless abandon-
ment that served very well at first sight instead of real mirth
or heartfelt geniality. In the old days, Hugh had always
cultivated a certain casual vein of cheerful pessimism : he had
posed as the man who drags the lengthening chain of life behind
him good-humouredly : now, a grim sardonic smile usurped the
place of his pessimistic bonhomie, and filled his pages with a
Carlylese gloom that was utterly alien to his true inborn nature.

Even his lighter work showed traces of the change. His way-
ward article, "Is Death Worth Dying?" in the Nineteenth

Centuryy was full of bitterness; and his clever skit on the

Blood-and-Thunder school of fiction, entitled " The Zululiad,*'

and published as a Christmas " shilling shocker," had a sting

and a venom in it that were wholly wanting to his earlier

performances in the same direction. ,The critics said Massinger
was suffering om a shallow spasm of Bryonia affectation. He
knew himself he was really suflFering from a profound fit of utter

self-conteHipt and wild despairing carelessness of consequence.
The world moves, however, as Galileo remarked, in spite of

our sorrows. Three months after Wyville Meysey's death,

Whitestrand received its new master. It was strange to find

any but Meyseys at the Hall, for Meyseys had dwelt there from
time immemorial ; tho first of the bankers, even, though of a
younger branch, having purchased the estate with his newly-
gotten gold from an elder and ruined representative of the

main stock. The wedding was a very quiet affair, of course

:

half-mourning at best, with no show or tomfoolery ; and what
was of much more importance to Hugh, the arrangements for

the settlements were most satisfactory. The family solicitor

wasn't such a fool as to make things unpleasant for his new
client. Winifred was a nice little body in her way, too ; affec-

tionately prond of her captive poet : and from a lordly height

of marital superiority, Hugh rather liked the pink and white
small woman than o "rwiso. But he didn't mean to live

much at W'hitestrand either
—"At least while your mother

lasts, my child," he said cautiously to Winifred, Jetting her

down gently by gradual stages, and saving his own reputation

for kindly consi&ration at the same moment. " The good old

soul would naturadly like still to feel herself mistress in her own
house. It would be cruel to mothers-in-law to disturb her now.

Whenever we come down, we'll come down strictly on a visit to

her. But for ourselves, we'll nest for the present in London."
Nesting in London suited Winifred, for her part, excellently

well. In poor papa's day, indeed, the Meyseys had felt them-

selves of late far too deeply impoverished—since the sandhills

I
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swallowed up the Yondstream farms—even to go up to town in

a hired house for a few weeks or so in the height of the season,

as they had once been wont to do, during the golden age of the
agricultural interest. The struggle to keep up appearances in

the old home on a reduced income had occupied to the full their

utmost energies during these latter days of universal depression.

So London was to Winifred a practically almost unknown
world, rich in potentialities of varied enjoyment. She had been
there but seldom, on a visit to friends ; and she knew nothing
as yet of that brilliant circle that gathers round Mrs. Bouverie
Barton's Wednesday evenings, where Hugh Massinger was able

to introduce her with distinction and credit. True, the young
couple began life on a small sci ie, in a quiet little house—^most

SBsthetically decorated on economical principles—down a side-

street in the remote recesses of Philistine Bayswater. But
Hugh's coterie, though unsucoossful, was nevertheless ex officio

distinguished: he was hand-in-glove with the whole Cheyno
Row set—the Royal Academicians still in embryo; the Bishops
Designate of fate who at present held suburban curacies ; the
Cabinet Ministers whose budget yet lingered in domestic
arrears ; the germinating judges whose chances of the ermine
were confined in near perspective to soup at sessions^ or the
smallest of small devilling for rising juniors. They were not
rich in this world's goods, those discounted celebrities; but
they were a lively crew, full of fun and fancy, and they de-

lighted Winifred by their juvenile exuberance of wit and elo-

quence. Slie voted the men with their wives, when they had
and—which wasn't often, for Bohemia can seldom afford the

luxury of matrimony—the most charming society she had
ever met; and Bohemia in return voted "little Mrs. Mas-
singer," in the words of its accepted mouthpiece and spokes-

man, Hatherley, "as witty a 'liece of Eve's flesh as any in

Illyria." The little " arrangement in pink and white " became,
indeed, quite a noted personage in the narrow world of Cheyne
Row society.

To say the truth, Hugh detested Whitestrand. He never
wanted to go near the place again, now that he had made
himself in very deed its lord and master. He hated the

house, the grounds, the river; but above all he hated that

funereal poplar, that seemed to rise up and menace him each
time he looked at it with the pains and penalties of his own evil

conscience. At Easter, Winifred dragged him home once more,
to visit the relict in her lonely mansion. The Bard went, as in

duty bound ; but the duty was more than commonly distaste-

ful. They reached Whitestrand late at night, and were shown
upstairs at once into a large front bedroom. Hugh's heart

leaped up in his mouth when he saw it. It was Elsie's room

:
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the room into which he had climbed on that fateful evening

;

the room bound closest up in his memory with the hideous
abiding nightmare of his poisoned life ; the room he had nerer
since dar^ to enter; the room he had hoped never more to

look upon.
"Are we to sleep here, Winnie?" he cried aghast, in a

tone of the utmost horror and dismay. And Winifred, look-

ing up at him in silent surprise, answered merely in an un-
concerned voice :

*' Why, yes, my dear boy ; what's wrong with
the room ? It's good enough. We're to sleep here, of course

—

certainly."

He dared say no more. To remonstrate would be madness.
Any reason he gave must seem inadequate. But he would
sooner have slept on the bare ground by the river-side than
have slept that night in that desecrated and haunted room of

Elsie's.

He did not sleep. He lay awake all the long hours througlv
and murmured to himself, ten thousand times over, "Elsie,

Elsie, Elsie, Elsie
!

" His lips moved as he murmured sometimes.
Winifred opened her eyes once—he felt her open them, though it

was as dark as pitch—and seemed to listen. One's senses grow
preternaturally sharp in the night watches. Could she have
heard that mute movement of his silent lips ? He hoped not.

Oh no ; it was impossible. But he lay awake till morning in a
deadly terror, the cold sweat standing in big drops on his brow,
haunted through the long vigils of the dreary night by that
picture of Elsie, in her pale white dress, with arras uplifted

above her helpless head, flinging herself wildly from the dim
black poplar, through the gloom of evening, upon the tender
mercies of the swift dark water.

Elsie, Elsie, Elsie, Elsie ! Ji was for this he had sold and
betrayed his Elsie

!

In the morning when he rose, he went over to the window

—

Elsie's window, round whose sides the rich wistaria clambered
so luxuriantly—and looked out with weary sleepless eyes across
the weary dreary stretch of barren Su£folk scenery. It was still

winter, and the wisturia on the wall stood bald and naked and
bare of foliage. How dififerent from the time when Elsie lived

there! He could see where the bough had broken with his

weight that awful night of Elsie's disappearance. He gazed
vacantly across the lawn and meadow towards the tumbling
sandhills. " Winifred," he said—he was in no mood just then
to call her Winnie—" what a big bare bundle of straight tall

switches that poplar is! So gaunt and stiff! I hate the very
sight of it. It's a great disfigurement. I wonder your people
ever stood it so long, blocking out the view from their draw-
ing-room windows."
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Winifred rose from the dressing-table and looked ont by
his side in blank surprise. " Why, Hugh," she cried, noting

both his unwonted tone and the absence of the now customary
pet form of her name, " how can you say so ? 1 call it just

lovely. Blocking out the view, indeed I Whjr, it ta the view.

There's nothing else. It's the only good point in the whole
picture. I love to see it even in winter—the dear old poplar

—

so tall and straight—^with its twigs etched out in black and
gray against the sky like that. I love it better than anything
else at Whitestrand."
Hugh drummed his fingers on the frosted pane impatiently.

"For m/part, I hate it," he answered in a short but sullen

tone. " Whenever I come to live at Whitestrand, I shall never

rest till I've cut it down and stubbed it up from the roots

entirely."

"Hugh!"
There was something in the accent that made him start. He

knew why. It reminded him of Elsie's voice as she cried aloud
" Hugh 1 " in her horror and agony upon that fatal evening
by the grim old poplar.

" Well, Winnie," he answered much more tenderly. The tone

had melted him.
Winifred flung her arms around him with every sign of grief

and dismay and burst into a sudden flood of tears. " Oh, Hugh,"
she cried, " you don't know what you say : you can't think how
you grieve me.—Don't you know why ? You must surely guess
it.—It isn't that the Whitestrand poplar's a famous tree—a sea-

mark for sailors—^a landmark for all the country round-
historical almost, not to say celebrated ! It isn't that it was
mentioned by Fuller and Drayton, and I'm sure I don't know
how many other famous people—poor papa knew, and was
foud of quoting them. It's not for all that, though for that

alone I should be sorry to lose it, sorrier than for anything
else in all Whitestrand. But, oh, Hugh, that you should say

sol That you should say, 'For my part, I hate it.'—Why,
Hugh, it was on the roots of that very tree, you know, that

you saw me for the very first time in my life, as I sat there

dangling my hat—with Elsie. It was from the roots of that

tree that I first saw you and fell in love with you, when you
jumped oflF Mr. Relfs yawl to rescue my poor little half-crown

hat for me.—It was there you first won my heart—you won my
heart—my poor little heart.—And to think you really want to

cut down that tree would nearly, very nearly break it.—Hugh,
dear Hugh, never, never, never say so 1

"

No man can see a woman cry unmoved. To do so is more or

less than human. Hugh laid her head tenderly on his big

shoulder, soothed and kissed her with loving gentleness, swore

JW»v^«%-*'>.Ol^ -rm>(i ^fWWWfJWH
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he was speaking without due thought or reflection, declared
that he loved that tree every bit as much in his heart as she
herself did, and pacified her gradually by every means in his
large repertory of masculine blandishments. But deep down
in his bosom, he crushed his despair. If ever he came to live
at Whitestrand, then, that hateful tree must for ever rise up in
mute accusation to bear witness against him

!

It could not! It should notl He could never stand it
Either they must never live at Whitestrand at all, or else—or
else, in some way unknown to Winifred, he must manage to do
away with the Whitestrand poplar.

CHAPTER XXIIl.

UNDER THE PALH-TUEES.

A LONE governess, even though she be a Girton girl, vanishes
readily into space from the stage of society. It's wonderful how
very little she's missed. She comes and goes and disappears into

vacancy, almost as the cook and the housemaid do in our modern
domestic phantasmagoria ; and after a few months, everybody
ceases even to inquire what has become of her. Our round
horizon knows her no more. If ever at rare intervals she
happens to flit for a moment across our zenith again, it is but as
a revenant from some distant sphere. She has played her part
in life, so far as we are concerned, when she has " finished the
education " of our growing girls, as we cheerfully phrase it

—

what a happy idea that anybody's education could ever be
finished!—and we let her drop out altogether from our scheme
of things accordingly, or feel 'her, when she invades our orbit

once more, as inconvenient as all other revenanta proverbially
find themselves. Hence, it was no great wonder indeed that
Elsie Ghalloner should subside quietly into the peaceful routine
of her new residence at the Villa Bossa at San Hemo, with " no
questions asked," i^^s the advertisements frankly and ingenuously
word it. She had a few girl-friends in England—old Girton
companions—who tracked her still on her path through the
cosmos, and to these she wrote unreservedly as to her present
whereabouts. She didn't enter into details, of course, about the
particular way she came to leave her last temporary home at the
Meyseys' at Whitestrand : no one is bound to speak out every-
thing; but she said in plain and simple language she had
accepted a new and she hoped more permanent engagement on
the Riviera. That was all. She concealed nothing and added
nothing. Her mild deception was purely negative. She had
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no wish to hido tho fact of her being alive from anybody on
earth bnt Hugh and Winifred ; and even from them, she desired

to hide it by passive rather than by active concealment.

But it is an error of youth to underestimate in the long run
the interosculation of society in our modem Babylon. Ton may
lurk and languish and lie obscure for a while ; but you do not
permanently evade anybody : you may suffer eclipse, but you
cannot be extinguished. While we are young and foolish, we
often think to ourselves, on some change in our environment,
that Jones or Brown has now dropped entirely out of our private

little universe—that we may safely count upon never agam hap-
pening upon him or hearing of him anyhow or anywhere. We
tell Smith something we know or suspect about Miss Robinson,
under the profound but, alas, too innocent conviction that they
two revolve in totally different planes of life, and can never con-

ceivably collide against one another. We leave Mauritius or

Eagle City, Nebraska, and imagine we are quit for good and all

of the insignificant Mauritians or the free-bom, free-mannered,
and free-spoken citizens of that far western niAiing camp.
Error, error, sheer juvenile error! As comets come back in

iivLd from the abysses of space, so everybody always turns up
everywhere. Jones and Brown run up against us incontinently
on the King's Boad at Brighton ; or occupy the next table to our
own at Delmonico's; or clap us on the shoulder as we sit with a
blanket wrapped round our shivering forms, intent upon the too
wintry sunrise on the summit of the Bigi. Miss Bobinson*s

X'lane bisects Smith's horizon at right anglej in a dahabeeyah on
the Upper Nile, or discovers our treachery at an hotel at Orotava
in the Canary Islands. Our Mauritian sugar-planter calls us
ever the coals for our pernicious views on differential duties and
the French bounty system among the stormy channels of the
Outer Hebrides; and Colonel Bill Manningham, of the Eagle
City National Banner, intmdes upon tho quiet of our suburban
villa at remote Surbiton to inquire, with Western American
picturesqueness and exuberance of vocabulary, what the Hades
we meant by our casual description of Nebraskan society as a
den of thieves, in the last number of the St. Petersburg Monitor f

Oh no; in the pre-Columban days of Boadicea, and Bomulus and
Remus, and the Twenty-first Dynasty, it might perhaps have
been possible to mention a fact at Nineveh or Pekin with toler-

able security against its being repeated forthwith in the palaces
of Mexico or the huts of Honolulu ; but in Oi^r existing world of
railways and telegraphs and peany postage, and the great ubi-
quitous special correspondent, when Morse and Wheatstone have
wreaked their worst, and whosoever enters Jerusalem by the
Jaffa Gate sees a red-lettered notice-board staring him .'n the
face, "This way to Cook's Excursion OflBce"—the attempt to

I
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conceal or huRh np anything has become simply and purely a
ridiculous fallacy. When wo go to Timbuctoo, we expect to

meet with some of our wife's relations in confidential quarters

;

and we are not surprised when the aged chief who entertains us
in Parisian full dress at an eight o'clock dinner in the Fiji

Islands relates to us some pleasing Oxford anecdotes of the
missionary bishop whom in unregenerato days he assisted to

cat, and under whom we ourselves read Aristotle and Tacitus
as undergraduates at dear sleepy old Oriel. More than ever
nowadays is the proverb true, "Quod taciturn velis nemini
dixeris."

It was ordained, therefore, in the nature of things, that sooner
or later Hugh Massinger must find out Elsie Challoner was
really living. No star shoots ever beyond the limits of our
galaxy. But the discovery might be postponed for an indefinite

period ; and besides, so far as Elsie herself was concerned, her
only wish was to keep the fact secret from Hugh in person, not
from the rest of tho world at large ; for she knew everybody
else in her little sphere believed her merely to have left the
Meyseys' in a most particular and unexplained hurry. Now,
Hugh for his part, even if any vague rumour of her having been
sighted here or there in some distant nook of the Biviera by So-

and-so or What's-his-name might happen at any time to reach
his ear, would certainly set it down in his own heart as one
more proof of the signal success of his own clever and cunningly
designed deception. As a matter of fact, more than one person
did accidentally, in the course of conversation, during the next
few years mention to Hugh that somebody had said Miss Chal-
loner had been seen at Marseilles or Cannes, or Genoa or sc!ne>

where ; and Hugh in every case did really look upon it only as
another instance of Warren Belf s blind acceptance of his bland
little fictions. The more people thought Elsie was alive, tJ^e

more did Hugh Massinger in his own heart pride himself in-

wardly on the cleverness and far-sightedness of the plot he had
laid and carried out that awful evening at the Fisherman's Best
at Whitestrand in Suflfolk.

Thus it happened that Elsie was not far wrong, for the present
at least, in her calculation of chances as to Hugh and Winifred.
The very day Elsie reached San Bemo, news of Mr. Meysey's

death came to her in the papers. It was a sudden shock, and
the temptation to write to Winifred then was very strong ; but
Elsie resisted it. She had to resist it—to crush down her sym-
pathy for sympathy's sake. She couldn't bear to break poor
Winifred's heart at such a moment by letting her know to the
full all Hugh's baseness. It was hard indeed that Winifred
should think her unfeeling, should call her ungrateful, should
suppose her forgetful ; but she bore even that—for Winifred's
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gake—without murmuring. Some day, i)erhap8, Winifred would
know; but she hoped not. For Winifred's sake, she hoped
Winifred would never find cut what manner of man she pro-

posed to marry.
And for Hugh's, too. For with feminine consistency and

steadfastness of feeling, Elsie even now could not learn to hate

him. Nay, rather, though she recognized how vile and despic-

able a thing he was, how poor in spirit, how unworthy of her

love, she loved him still—she could not help loving him. For
Hugh's sake, she wished it all kept secret for ever from Wini-
fred, even though she herself must, be the victim and the scape-

goat. Winifred would think harshly of her in any case : why
let her think harshly of Hugh also ?

And 80, in the little Villa Rossa at San Remo, among that

calm reposeful scenery of olive groves and lemon orchards,

Elsie's poor wounded heart began graduaFy to film over a little

with external healing. She had the blessed deadening influence

of daily routine to keep her from brooding ; those six pleasant,

delicate, sensitive, sympathetic consumptive girls to teach and
look after and walk out with perpetually. They were bright
young girls, a^s often happens with their type ; extremely like

Winifred herself in manner—too like, Elsio sometimes thought
in her own heart with a sigh of presentiment. And Elsie's heart
was still young, too. They clambered together, like girls as
they were, among the steep hills that retch behind the town

;

they explored that pretty coquettish country ; they wandered
along the beautiful olive-clad shore ; they made delightful ex-
cursions to the quaint old villages on the mountain sides

—

Taggia and Geriana, and San Bomolo and Ferinaldo—moulder-
ing gray houses perched upon pinnacles of mouldering gray rock,
and pierced by arcades of Moorish gloom and medieval solemnity.
All alike helped Elsie to beat down the memory of her grief, or
to hold it at bay in her poor tortured bosom. That she would
ever be happy again was more than in her most sanguine
moments she dared to expect ; but she was not without hope
that she might in time grow at least insensible.

One morning in December, at the Villa Bossa, about the hour
for early breakfast, Elsie heard a light knock at her door. It
was not the cook with the ca/S-au-lait and roll and tiny pat of
butter on the neat small tray for the first breakfast : Elsie knew
that much by the lightness of the knock. " Come in," she said

;

and the door opened and Edie entered. She held a letter in her
right hand, and a very grave look sat upon her usually merry
face. " Somebody dead ? " Elsie thought with a start. But no

;

the letter was n >t black-bordered. Edie opened it and drew
from it slowly a ^maU piece of paper, an advertisement from the
Times. Then Lilsie's breath came and went hard. She knew
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now what the letter portended. Not a death : not a death—bat
a marriago

!

" Give it me, dear," she cried aloud to Edie. '* Let me see it

at onco. I can bear it—I can boar it."

Edie handed the cutting to her, witli a kifft on her forehead,
and sat with her arm round Elsie's waist as the poor dazed girl,

half erect in the bcti, sat up and read that final seal of Hugh's
cmel betrayal :

" On Doc. iTth, at Whitestrand Parish Church,
Suffolk, by the Rev. Percy W. Bickersteth, M.A., cousin of the
bride, assisted by the Eev. J. Walpole, vicar, Hugh Edward db
Carteret Massin er, of the Inner Temple, Barristor-at-Iaw,

to Winifred Mauy, only daughter of the late Thomas Wyville
Meysey, of Whitestrand Hall, J.P."

Elsie gazed at the cutting long and sadly ; then she murmured
at last in a pained voice :

" And he thought I was dead I He
thought ho had killed me !

'*

Edie's fiery indignation could restrain itself no longer. " He's
a wicked man," she cried: "a wicked, bad, horrible creature:
and I don't care what you say, Elsie ; I hope he'll bo punished
as he well deserves for his cruelty and wickedness to you,
darling."

" I hope not—I pray not," Elsie answered solemnly. And as
she said it, she meant it. She prayed for it profoundly.

After a whi' ^, she set down the paper on the table by her bed-
side, and laying her head on Edie's shoulder, burst into tears—
a torrent of relief for her burdened feelings. Edie soothed her
and wept with her, tenderly. For half an hour Elsie cried in

silence; then she rose at last, dried her eyes, burnt the little slip

of paper from the Times resolutely, and said to Edie :
" Now it a

all over."

"All over?" Edie echoed in an inquiring yoice.
" Yes, darling, all over," Elsie answered very firmly. " I shall

never, never cry any more at all about him. He's Winifred's
now, and I hope he'll be good to her.—But, oh, Edie, I did once
love him so 1

'*

And the winter wore away slowly at San Bemo. Elsie had
crushed down her love firmly in her heart now—Kjrushed it

down and stifled it to some real purpose. She knew Hugh for

iust what he was ; she recognized his coldness, his cruelty, his

little care for her ; and she saw no sign—as how should she see

it ?—of the deadly remorse that gnawed from time to time at his

tortured bosom. The winter wore away, and Elsie was glad of
it. Time was making her regret less poignant.

Early in February, Edie came up to her room one afternoon,
when the six consumptive pupils were at work in the school-

room below with the old Italian music-master, under Mrs. Relf's
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direction, and seating herself, girl-fashion, on the bed, began to
talk about her brother Warren.
Edie seldom talked of Warren to Elsie: she had even

ostentatiously avoided the subject hitherto, for reasons of her
own which will be instantly obvious to the meanest intelligence.

But now, by a sort of accident of design, she mentioned casually
something about how he had alwa>a taken them, most years,

for so many nice trips in his yawl t) the lovely places on the
coast about Bordighera and Mentone, and even Monte Carlo.

"Then he sometimes comes to the Riviera with you, docs
he?" Elsie asked listlessly. She loved Eiie and dear old Mrs.
Belf, and she was grateful to Warren for his chivalrous kind-
ness ; but she coula hardly pretend to feel p:*ofoundly interested

in him. There had never been more than one man in the world
for her, and that man was now Winifred's husband.

" He alwavs comes," Edie answered, w:th a significant stress

on the world always. " Indeed, this is the very first year he's

ever missed coming since we first wintered here. He likes to be
near us while we're on the coast. It gives him a chance of

varying his subjects. He says himself, he's always inclined to

judge of genius b^ its power of breaking out in a fresh place

—

not always repeating its own successes. In summer he sketches
round the mouth of the Thames and the North Sea, but in

winter he always alters the venue to the Mediterranean.
Variety's good for a painter, he thinks : though, to be sure, that

doesn't really matter very much to Atm, because nobody ever by
any chance buys his pictures."
" Can't he sell them, then ? " Elsie asked more curiouslv.

"My dear, Warren's a born artist, not a picture-dealer;

therefore, of course, he never sells anything. If ho were a
mere dauber, now, there might be some chance for him. Being

a real painter, he paints, naturally enough, but he makes no
money."
"But the real painter always succeeds in the end, doesn't

he?"
" In the end, yes ; I don't doubt that : within a century or

two. But what's the good of succeeding, pray, a hundred years

after you're dead and buried ? The bankers won't discount a
posthumous celebrity for you. I should like to succeed while I

was alive to enjoy it. I'd rather have a modest competence in

the nineteenth century than the principal niche in the Temple

of Fame in the middle of the twentieth. Besides, Warren
doesn't want to succeed at all, dear boy—at least, not much. I

wish to goodness he did. He only wants to paint really great

pictures."
•* That's the same thing, isn't it?—or very nearly."

"Not a bit of ii Quite the contrary in some cases.

1
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Warren's ono of thom. He'll never sncoeed while he lives,

poor child, unless his amiable sister suocecds in making him.
And that's just what I mean to do in time, too, dear.—I mean
to make Warren earn enough to keep himself—and a wife and
family."

Elsie looked down at the carpet uneasily. It wanted darn-
ing. " Why didn't he come this winter as usual ? " she asked in

haste, to turn the current of the conversation.

"Why? Well, why? What a question to ask!—Just
because you were here, Elsie."

Elsie examined the holes in the Persian pattern on the floor

by her side with minuter care and precision than over. " That
was very kind of him," she said after a pause, defining one of

them with the point of her shoe accurately.
" Too kind," Edie echoed—** too kind, and too sensitive."

"I think not," Elsie murmured low. She was blushing
visibly, and the carpet was engrossing all her attention.

" And / think y«8," Edie answered in a decisive tone. " And
when I think yes, other people ought as a matter of course to

agree with mo. Tlieru*s such a thing as being too generous, too

delicate, too considerate, too thoughtful for others. You've no
right to swamp your own individuality. And I say, Warren
ought to have brought the yawl round to San Kemo long ago,

to give us all a little diversion, and not gone skulking like a
pickpocket about Nice and Golfe Jouan, and Toulon and
St. Tropez, for a couple of months together at a stretch, with-

out so much as ever even running over here to sco his o\fn

mother and sister in their winter-quarters. It's not respectful

to his own relations."

Elsie started. " Do you mean to say," she cried, " he's been
as near as Nice without coming to seo you ?

"

Edie nodded. " Ever since Christmas."
"No! Not really?"
" Yes, my child. Really, or I wouldn't say so. It's a practice

of mine to tell the truth and shame a certain individual.

Warren couldn't stop away from us any longer ; so he took the

yawl round by Gibraltar after—after the 17th of December, you
know."—Elsie smiled sadly.—" And he's been knocking about
along the coast round here ever since, afraid to come on—for

fear of hurting your feelings, Elsie."

Elsie rose and clasped her hands tight " It was very kind of

him," she said. " He's a dear good fellow.—I think I could
bear to meet him now. And in any case, I think he ought at
least to come over and see you and your mother. It would be
very selfish of me, venr wrong of me to keep you all out of so

mnoh pleasure.—Ask him to come, Edie.—Tell him—it would
not hurt me very much to see him."
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Editi's eyes flashed mischieyoas firo. " That's a pretty sort of
message to send any one/' she cried, with some sh'ght amusement.
" We usually put it in a politer form. May I yary it a little

and tell him, Elsie, it will giye you great pleasure to see him ?
"

"If you like/' Elsie answered, quite simply and candidly.
He was a nice fellow, and be was Edie's brother. She must
grow accustomed to meeting nim somehow. No man was any-
thing at all to her now.—And perhaps by this time he had quite
forgotten his foolish fancy.

The celebrated centreboard yawl Mud-Turtle^ of the port of
London, Ke7, master, seyenteen tons registered burden, was
at that moment lying up snugly by a wooden pier in the quaint
little French harbour of St. Tropez, just beyond the blue peaks
of the frontier mountains. When Potts next morning early
brought a letter on board, addressed to the skipper, with an
Italian stamf duly stuck in the corner, Warren Ilelf opened it

hastily with doubtful expectations. Its contents made his

honest brown cheek bum bright red. " My dear old Warren,"
the communication ran shortly, " you may bring the yawl round
here to San Eemo as soon as you like. She says you may come

;

and what's more. She authorizes me to inform you in the
politest terms that it will giye her very great pleasure indeed to

see you. So you can easily imagine the pride and delight with
which I am oyer. Your aiifectionato and successful sister, Edie."
* Edie's a brick ! " Warren said to himself with a bound of his

heart ;
" and it's roally awfully kind of—Elsie."

Before ten o'clock that same morning, the celebrated centre-

board yawl Mud-Turtle, manned by her owner and his constant

companion, was under way with a favouring wind, and scud-

ding like a seabird, with all canvas on, round the spit of

Bordighera, on her voyage to the tiny harbour of San Bemo.

)

CHAPTEB XXIV.

THE BALANOE QUiySBS.

Maboh, April, May passed away : anemones and asphodels came
and went; narcissus and globeflower bloomed and withered;
and Warren Belf, cruising about in the Mud-Turtle round the
peacock-blue bays and indentations of the Genoese Biviora, had
spent many clou<iless days in quiet happiness at the pretty little

yilla among the clambering ofxve terraces on the slopes at San
Bemo. Elsie had learnt at least to tolerate his presence now

:

she no longer blushed a yiyid crimson when she saw him

\\
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coming np the zigzag roadway; she wasn't much more awk-
ward bBiore him, in fact, than with other creatures of his sex in
general; nay, more, as a mere friend she rather liked and
enjoyed his society than otherwise. Not to have liked Warren
Belf, indeed, would have been quite unpardonable. The Relfs

had all shown her so much kindness, and Warren himself had
been so chiy rously courteous, that even a heart of stone might
surely have l <.lted somewhat towards the manly young painter.

And Elsie's heart, in spite of Hugh's unkindness, was by no
means stony. She found Warren, in his rough sailor clothes,

always gentle, always unobtrusive, always thoughtful, always
considerate ; and as Edie's brother, she got on with him quite
as comfortably in the long run as could be expected of anybody
under such trying circumstances.
At first, to be sure, she couldn't be induced to board the

deck of the busy little Mud-Turde. But as May came round
with its warm Italian sunshine^ Edie so absolutely insisted on
her taking a trip with them ulong that enchanted coast towards
Monaco and Yillefranche; beneath the ramping crags of the
Tete du Ghien, that Elsie at last gave way in silence, and
accompanied them round the bays and headlands and road-
steads of the Bivi'jra on more than one delightful outing.

Edie was beginning, by her simple domestic faith in her
brother's profound artistic powers, to inspire Elsie, too, with a
new sort of interest in Warren's future. It began to dawn
upon her slowly, in a dim chaotic fashion, that Warren had
really a most unusual love for the byways of nature, and a
singular faculty for reading and interpreting with loving skill

hei hidden hieroglyphics. " My dear," Edie said to her once,
as they sat on deck and watched Warren labouring with cease-
less caro at the minute growth of a spreading stain on a bare
wall of seaward rock, " he shall succeed—he must succeed 1 I
mean to make him. He shall be hung. A man who can turn
out work like that must secure in the end his recognition."

"I don't want recognition," Warren answered slowly, putting
a few more lingering microscopic touches to the wee curved
frondlets of the creeping lichen. " I do it because I like to do
it. The work itself is its own reward. If only I could earn
enough to save you and the dear old Mater from having to toil

and moil like a pair of galley-slaves, Edie, I should be amply
satisfied, and more than satisfied.—I confess, I should like to
do that, of course. In art, as elsewhere, the labourer is worthy
of his hire, no doubt : he would prefer to earn his own bread
and butter. It's hard to work and work, and work and work,
and get scarcely any sale after all for one's pictures."

"It'll come in time," Edie answered, nodding sagaciously.
"People will find out they're compelled at last to recognize
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yonr genius. And that's the best success of all, in tho long run
•—the success that comes without one's ever seeking it. The
men who aim at succeeding, succeed for a day. The men who
work at their art for their art's sake, and leave success to mind
its own business, are the men who finally live for ever."

" It doesn't do them much good, though, I'm afraid," Warren
answered, with a sigh, hardly looking up from his fragments of

orange-brown vegetation. " They seldom live to see their final

triumph.

'For nraise is his who builds for his own a{;e
;

But ue that builds for time, must look to time for wage ! '

"

As he said it, he glanced aside nervously at Elsie. What a slip

of the tongue ! Witliout remembering for a moment whom he
was quoting, he had quoted with thoughtless ease a familiar

couplet from the " Echoes from Callimachus."
Elsie's face showed no passing sign of recognition, however.

Perhaps she had never read the linos he was thinking of;

perhaps, if not, she had quite forgotten them. At any rate, she
only murmured reflectively to Edie :

" I think, with you, Mr.
Belf must succeed in the end. But how soon, it would be
difficult to say. Ht'U have to educate his public, to begin with,

up to his own level. When I first saw his work, I could see

very little myself to praise in it. Now, every day, I see more
and more. It's like all good work ; it gains upon you as you
study it closely."

Warren turned round to her with a face like a girl's.

"Thank you," he said gently, and said no more. But she
could see that her praise had moved him to the core. For two
or three minutes, he left off painting ; he only fumbled with a
dry brush at the outline of the lichens, and pretended to be
making invisible improvements in the petty details of his

delicate foregrounc?. She observed that his hand was trembling
too much to coitiiue work. After a short pause he laid down
his palette and colours. *' I shall leave off now," he said, " till

the sun gets lower ; it's too hot just at present to paint properly."

Elsie pitied the poor young man from the bottom of her soul.

She was really afraid he was falling in love with her. And if

only he knew how hopeless that would bel She had a heart
once ; and Hugh had broken it.

That evenins, in the sacred recess of Elsie's room, Edie and
Elsie talked things over together in girlish confidence. The
summer was coming sa apace now. What was Elsie to do
when the Relfs ret^rr i, as they must return, to England?
She could never go back. That was a fixed point, round

which as pivot the 'dst of the question revolved vaguely. She

/-— tV
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could never expose herself to the bare chance of meeting Hugh
and—and Mrs. Massinger. She didn't say so, of course; no
need to say it ; she was far too profoundly wounded for that.

But Edie and she both took it for granted in perfect silence.

They understood one another, and wanted no language to

communicate their feelings.

Suddenly, Edie had a bright idea : why not go to St. Martin
Lantosque?
Where's St. Martin Lantosque ? " Elsie asked languidly. Her

own future was not a subject that aroused in her mind any
profound or enthusiastic interest.

" St. Martin Lantosque, my dear," Edie answered with her
brisker, more matter-of-fact manner, " is a sort of patent safety-

valve or overflow cistern for the surplus material of the Nice
season. As soon as the summer grows uncndurabjy hot on the
Promenade des Anglais, the population of the pensions and
hotels on the sea-front manifest a mutually repulsive influence

—like the i)articles of a gas, ac ^rding to that prodigiously

learned book you teach the gins elementary physics out of.

The heat, in fact, acts expansively; it drives them forcibly

apart in all directions—some to England, some to St. Peters-

burg, some to America, and some to the Italian lakes or the
Bernese Oborland. Well, that's what becomes of most of them

:

they melt away into diflferent atmospheres ; but a few visitors—

the people with families who make Nice their real home, not
the mere sun-worshippers who want to loll on the chairs on the

Quai Massona or in the Jardin Public—retire for the summer
only just as far as St. Martin Lantosque. It's a jolly little

place, right up among the mountains, thirty miles or so behind
Nice, as beautiful as a butterfly, and as cool as a cucumber, and
supplied with all the necessaries of life, from afternoon tea to a
consular chaplain. It's surrounded by the eternal snows, if you
like them eternal ; and well situated for penny ices, if you prefer

your glaciers in that mitigated condition. And if you went
there, you might manage to coml)ine business with pleasure,

you see, by giviug lessons to the miserable remnants of the
Nice season. Lots of the families laust have little girls : lots

of the little girls must bo pining for instruction : lots of the
mammas must be eager to tiud suitable companionship ; and a
Girton graduate's the very person to supply them all with just

what they want in the finest perfection. We'll look the matter
up, Elsie. I spy an opening."

" Will your brother come here next winter, Edie?

"

" I know no cause or impediment why he shouldn't, my dear.

He usually does one winter with another. It's a way he has, to

follow his family. He takes his pleasure out in the exercise of
the domestic aflfections.—But why do you ask me ?

"
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" Because"—and Elsie hesitated for a moment—" I think—if

he does—I oughtn't to say here."
" Nonsense, my dear," Edi« answered promptly. It was the

best way to treat Elsie. " Tou needn't be afraid. I know what
you mean. But don't distress yourself: men's hearts will stand
a fearful deal of breaking. It doesn't hurt them. They're
coarse earthenware to our egg-shell porcelain. He must just

Eine away with unrequited affection in his own way as long as

e likes. Never mind him. It'll do him good. It's yourself

and ourselves you've got to think of. He's quite happy as long
as he's allowed to paint his own unsaleable pictures in peace
and quietness."

*' I wish he could sell them " Elsie went on reflectively. ** I

really do. It's a shame a man who can paint f>o beautifully

and so poetically as he does should have to wait so long and
patiently for his recognition. He strikes too high a note ; that's

what's the matter. And yet I wouldn't like to see him try any
lower one. I didn't understand him at first, myself; and I'm
sure I find as much in nature as most people.—But you want
to have looked at things for some time together, through his

pair of spectacles, before you can catch them exactly as he does.

The eye that sees is half the vision."
" My dear," Edie answered in her cheery way, " we'll make

him succeed. We'll push him and pull hiui. He'll never do it

if he's left to his own devices, I'm sure. He's too utterly

wrapped up in his work itself to think much of the reception
the mere vulgar picture-buying world accords it. The chink of
the guinea never distracts his ear from higher music. But I'm
a practical person, thank heaven—^a woman of affairs—and I
mean to advertise him. They ought to hang him, and he shall

be hung. I'm going to see to it. I shall get Mr. Hatherley to

crack him up—Mr. Hatherley has such a lot of influence, you
know, with the newspapers. Let's roll the log with cheerful
persistence. We shall float him yet ; you see if we don't. He
shall be Warren Keif, E.A., with a tail to his name, before you
and I have done launching him."

" I hope so," Elsie murmured with a quiet sigh.

If Warren Belf could have heard that conversation, he might
have plucked up heart of grace indeed for the future. When a
woman begins to feel a living interest in a man's career, there's

hope for him yet in that woman's affections. Though, to be
sure, Elsie herself would have been shocked to believe it She
cherished her sorrow still in her heart of hearts as her dearest
chattel, her most sacred possession. She brought incense and
tears to it daily with pious awe. Woman-like, she loved to take
it out of its shrine and cry over it each night in her own room
alone, as a religious exercise. She was faithful to the Hugh
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that bad never been, though the Hugh that really was bad
proved so utterly base and unworthy of her. For that first

Hugh's sake, she would never love any other man. She could
only feel for Warren Relf the merest sisterly interest and
grate^l friendship.

However, we must be practical, come whtil may; we must cat
and C_mk though our hearts ache. So it was arranged at last

that Elsie should retire for the summer to the cool shades of
St. Martin Lantosque; while the Relfs returned to their tiny
house at 128, Bletchingley Road, London, W. A few pupils
were even secured by hook and by crook for the off-season, and
a home provided for Elsie with an American family, in search
of culture in the cheapest market, who had hired a villa in the
patent safety-valve, to avoid the ever unpleasant necessity for

returning to the land of their birth, across the stormy millpond,
for the hot summer. The day before the Eelfs took tlu-ir

departure from San Remo, Elsie had a few words alone with
Warren in the pretty garden of the Villa liossa. There was one
thing she wanted to ask him particularly—a special favour, yet

a very delicate one. " Shall you bo down about the coast of

Suffolk much this year?" she asked timidly. And Warren
gathered at once what she meant. "Yes," ho answered in

almost as hesitating a voice as her own, looking down at tho
prickly-pears and green lizards by his feet, and kcf'])ing his eyes

studiously from meo+'ng hers ;
" I shall be cruising round, no

doubt, at Yarmouth and Whitestrand, and Lowestoft and
Aldeburgh."
She noticed how ingeniously he had mixed them all up to-

gether in a single list, as if none were more interesting to her
mind than the other; and she added in an almost inaudible

voice :
" If you go to Whitestrand, I wish very much you would

let me know about poor dear Winifred."
" I will let you know," he answered, with a bound of his heart,

proud even to be entrusted with that doubtful commission.
" I'll make it my business to go there almost at once.—And I

may write and tell you how I find her, mayn't I ?
"

Elsie drew back, a little frightened at his request. "Edio
could tell me, couldn't she ? That would save you the trouble,"

she murmured after a pause, not without some fuiut under-
current of conscious hypocrisy.

His face fell. He was disappointed that he might not write

to her himpelf on so neutral a matter. "As you will," he
answered, with a downcast look. " Edie shall do it, then."

Elsie's heart was divided within her. She saw her reply had
hurt and distressed him. He was such a good follow, and he
would be so pleased to write. But if only he knew how hope-
less it was! What folly to encourage him, when nothing on

i£ I
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earth conid ever come of it! She wished she knew what she
ought to do under these trying circnmstances. Gratitude would
urge her to say " Yes, of course ;

" but regard for his own ^ appiness
would make her say " No " with crushing promptitude It was
better he should understand at once, without appeal, HiA it was
quite impossible—a dream of the wildest. She glanced at him
sliyly and caught his eye ; she fancied it was just a trifle dimmed.
She was so sorry for him. "Very well, Mr. Eelf," she mur-
mured, relenting and taking his hand for a moment to say
good-bye. "You can write yourself, if it's not too much
trouble."

Warren's heart gare a great jump. " Thank you," he said,

wringing her hand, oh, so hard !
" You are very kind —Good-

bye, Miss Challoner." And he raised his hat and departed all

tremulous. He went down that afternoon to the Mud-Turtle in

the harbour the happiest man alive in the whole of San Bemo.

CHAPTER XXV.

R

CLOUDS ON THE HOItlZON.

The Massingers pitched their tent at Whitestrand again for

August. Hugh did his best indeed to put off the evil day; but
if you sell your soul for gold, you raup' take the gold with all

its encumbrances ; and Winifred's will was a small encumbrance
that Hugh had never for one moment reckoned upon in his

ante-nuptial calculations of advantages and drawbacks. He
took it for granted he was marrying a mere girl, whom he could
mould and fashion to his own whim and fancy. That simple,

childish, blushing little thing had a will of her own, however

—

ay, more, plenty of it. When Hugh proposed with an insinu-

ating smile that they should run down for the summer to
Barmouth or Abcrystwith—he loved North Wales—Winifred
replied with quiet dignity: "Wales is stuffy. There's nothing
so bracing as the east coast. After a London season, one needs
bracing. I feci pulled down. We'll go and stop with mamma
at Whitestrand." And she shut her liti-le mouth upon it with
a gnap like a rat-trap. Against mat solid rock of sheer resolu-

tion, Hugh shattered himself to no purpose in showery spray of

rhetoric and reasoning. Gibraltar is not more disdainful of the
foam that dashes upon its eternal cliffs year after year than
Winifred was to her husband's running fire of argument and
expostulation. She never deigned to argue in return; she
merely repeated with naked iteration ten thousand times over
the categorical formula, " We'll go to Whitestrand."
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And to Whitestrand they went in dne time. The plastio

male character can no more resist the ceaRuleRS pressure of
feminine persistence than clay can resist the hands of the potter,

or wood the weeping effect of heat and dryness. Hugh took his

way obediently to dull flat Suffolk when August came, and
relinquished with a sigh his dreams of delicious picnics by the
Bolgelly waterfalls, and his mental picture of those phenomen-
ally big trout—three pounds apiece, fisherman's weight—that
lurk uncaught in the deep green pools among the rocks and
stickles of the plashing Wnion. The Bard had sold himself for

Erompt cash to the first bidder : he found when it was too late

e had sold himself unknown into a mitigated form of marital

slavery. The purchaser made her own terms : Hugh was com-
pelled meekly to accept them.
Two strong wills were clashing together. In serious matters,

neither would yield. Each must dint and batter the other.

They did not occupy Elsie's room this time. Hugh had stipu-

lated with all his might for that concession beforehand. He
would never pass a night in that room again, he said : the paint
or the woodwork or the chairs or something made him hope-
lessly sleepless. In these old houses, sanitary arrangements
were always bad. Winifred darted a piercing look at him as

he shuffled uneasily over that lame excuse. Already a vague
idea was framing itself piecemeal in her woman's mind—a very
natural idea, when she saw him so moody and preoccupied and
pplenetic—that Hnph had been really in love with Elsie, and
was in love with Elsie still, even now that Elsio was away in

Australia—else why this unconquerable and absurd objection

to Elsie's room ? Did he think he had deceived and ill-treated

Elsie?
A woman's mind goes straight to the bull's-eye. No use pre-

tending to mislead her with side-issues ; she flings them aside

with a contemptuous smile, and proceeds at once to worm her
way to the kenul of tho matter.

August wore away, and Septeml)er came in ; and Hugh con-
tinued to mope and to bore himself to his heart's content at that
detestable Whitestrand. To distract his soul, he worked hard
at his *• Ode to Manetho ;

" but even RInnotlio, audacious theme,
gave him scanty consolation. Nay, his quaint " Legend of Fee-
Faw-Fum," that witty apologue, with its grimly humorous
catalogue of all possible nightly fears, supplied him with foo<l

but for one solitary morning's maditation. You can't cast out
your blue-devils by poking fun at them ; those cerulean demons
will not be laughed down or rudely exorcised by such simple
means. They recur in spite of you with profound regularity.

The fons et origo malt was still present. That hateful poplar
still fronted his eyes wherever he moved : that window with tho

W
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wistaria still haunted his sight whenever he tried to lonnge at
his ease on the lawn or in the garden. The river, the sand-
hills, the meadows, the walks, all, all were poisoned tc him: all

spoke of Elsie. Was ever Nemesis more hideous or more com-
plete? Was ever punishment more omnipresent? He had
gained all he wished, and lost his own soul ; at every turn of his
own estate some horrible memento of his shame and his guilt

rose up to confuse him. He wished he was dead every day he
lived : dead, and asleep in his grave, beside Elsie.

As that dreaded anniversary, the seventeenth of September,
slowly approached—the anniversary, as Hugh felt it, of Elsie's

murder—his agitation and his gloom increased visibly. Wini-
fred wondered silently to herself what on earth could ail hira.

During the last few weeks, he seemed to have become another
man. An atmosphere of horror and doubt surrounded him.
On the fifteenth, two days before the date of Elsie's disappear-
ance, she went up hastily to their common room. The door
was half-locked, but not securely fastened: it yielded to a
sudden jerk of her wrist, and she entered abruptly—to find

Hugh, with a guilty rod face, pushing away a small bundle of
letters and a trinket of some kind into a tiny cabinet which he
always mysteriously carried about with him. She had hardly
time to catch them distinctly, but the trinket looked like a
watch or a locket. The letters, too, she managed to note, were
tied together with an elastic band, and numbered in clear red
ink on the envelopes. More than that she had no chance to see.

But her feminine curiosity was strongly excited ; the moro so as
Hugh banged down the lid on its spring-lock with guilty haste,

and proceeded with hot and fiery fingers to turn the key upon
the whole set in his own portmanteau.

" Hugh," she cried, standing still to gaze upon him, " what do
you keep in that little cabinet ?

"

Hugh turned upon her as she had never before seen him turn.

No longer clay in the hands of the potter, he stood stiff and
hard like adamant then. " If I had meant you to know," he
said coldly, *• I would have told you long ago. I did not tell

you, therefore Ido not mean you to know. Ask me no questions.

This incident is now closed. Say nothing more about it." And
he turned on his heel, and left her astonished.

That was all. Winifred cried the night through, bui Hu^
remained still absolute adamant. Next morning, she altered

her tactics completely, and drying her eyes once for all, said

never another word on the subject. She even pretended to be
cheerful and careless. When a woman pretends to be cheerful

and careless after a domestic scene, the luckless man whose
destiny she holds in the hollow of her hand may well tremble,

especially if there is something he wants to conceal from her.
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She means to egg '* all out, and egged out it will all be, aa
certainly as the suu will rise to-morrow. It may take a long
time, but it will come for all that. A woman on the track of a
secret, pretending carelessness, is a dangerous animal. She will

go far. Ilanc tu, Romnne, cavcio.

On the sixteenth, Winifred formed a little plan of her own,
which she ventilated with childish effusion at lunch-time.
•* Hugh, dear," she said in her most winning voice, "do you
happen to remember—if you've time for such trifles—that to-

morrew's a very special anniversary?

"

Hugh's check blanched as if by magio. What devilry was
this? What deliberate cruelty? For the moment his usual
courage and prosenco of mind for8(K>k him. Had Winifred,
then, found out everything?—A fii>«»cial anniversary, indeed!
As if he could forgot it!— And that *h«», for whoso sako—with
the manor of Whitestrand tluown lu -he had done it all and
made himself next door to a nuir^loivr—that she, of all i>oople

in the world, should oast it in hi** toeth. a»\d make bitter gam«
of him al»o\\t Elsie's death I

'* WvWy Winifred," he an wered in

a strange low voice, looking liani at her eyu^ :
" I suppose Vm

not likely to f(uv«'t it, am VV
"

Winifred noted the to\\v\ silenMy. Aloud, she ga^e no token
in any way of having ol>served his singvilar mariner.-" It's a
year to-n\ovio\v since Hugh proposed to me, you know, mamma
dear," she went on, in her quietest and most cutting voice,

turning round to her mother, " and he doos me the honour to

say politely he isn't likely to forget the ofjcasion.—For a whole
year, he's actually remembered it. But it seems to make him
terribly grumpy.—Never mind, Hugh ; I'll let you oflf. I'm a
sweet little angel, and I'm not going to be angry with my great
bear : so there, Mr. Constellation, ^ou see I've forgiven you.

—

Now, what I was going to say's just this. As to-morr«w's a
special anniversary in our lives, I propose we should celebrate it

with becoming dignity."

"Which means, I suppose, the ordinary British symbol of

merry-making, a plum-pudding for dinner," Hugh interposed
bitterly. Ho saw his mistake with perfect clearness now, but
he hadn't tho tact or the grac(3 to conceal it, with a woman's
cleverness, under a show of good-humour.
"A pliun-pudding is banal" Winifred answered with a smile—" distinctly 6fma?. I'm surprised a member of the Cheyne

Row set should even dream of suggesting it. What would Mr.
Hatherley say if he heard the Immortal One make such a pro-

position? He'd detect in it the strong savour of Philistia; he'd

declare you'd joined the hosts of Goliath.—No. It isn't a plum-
pudding. My idea's this. Why shouldn't we go for a family
picnic, just our three selves, in honour of tho occasion ?

"
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" A pionio !

" Huph cried, aghast—" a picnic to-morrow !

—

On the seventeenth 1 "—Then recollecting himself once more, he
added hastily :

'* In this unsettled weather I The sandhills are

Boaked. There isn't a place on the whole estate one could arrange
to seat one*s self down on comfortably."

" I hadn't thought of the sandhills," Winifred answered with
quiet dignity. " 1 thought it'd be awfully nice ifwe all bespoke
a dry seat in Mr. Relfs yawl "

" Relfs yawl !

" Hugh cried aloud, with increasing excitement.
" You don't mean to say that creature's here again I

*'

" TJiat creature, I'm in a position to state without reserve,"
Winifred answered chillily, " ran up the river to the Fisherman's
Rest late last night, as lively as ever. I snw the Mud-Turtle
come in myself, before a chipping breeze 1 And Mrs. Stannaway
told me this morning Mr. Relf was a-lying off the hard, just
opposite Stannaway's. So I thought it'd bo a capital plan, in

memory of old times, if we got Mr. Rolf to take us down in the
yawl to Orfordnoss, land us comfortably at the Low Light, and
let us picnic on the nice dry ridge of big shingle just above the
graveyard where they bury the wretched sailors."

Hugh's whole soul wap on fire within him ; but his face was
pale, and his hands deadly cold. Was this pure accident, mere
coincidence, or was it designed and deliberate torture on
Winifred's part, he wondered? To picnic in sight of Elsie's

nameless grave, on the very anniversary of Elsie's death, with
every concomitant of pretended rejoicing that could make that
ghastly act more ghastly still than it would otherwise be in its

own mere naked brutality ! It was too sickening to think upon.
But did Winifred know ? Could Winifred mean it as a punish-
ment for his silence ? Or had she merely blundered upon that
hoiTible proposition as a sheer coincidence out of pure
accident?
As a matter of fact, the last solution was the true and simple

one. The sandhills, or Orforclncss, were the two recognized
alternative picnicking places where ail Whitestrand invariably

disported itself. If you didn't go to the one, you went as a
matter of course to the other. There was no third way open to

the most deliberate and statesmanlike of mortals. The Meyseys
had gone to Orfordnoss for yeara. Why not go there on the
anniversary of Winnie's engagement ? To Winifred, the proposal
seemed simplicity itself; to Hugh, it seemed like a strangely

perverse and cunning piece of sheer feminine cruelty.

"There's nothing to see at Orfordness," he said shortly

—

"nothing but a great bare bank of sand and shingle, and a
couple of lighthouses, standing alone in a perfect desert of

desolation.—Besides, the weather's just beastly.—Much better

stop at home as usual by ourselves, and eat our dinner here

"



«!

CLOUDS ON THE HORIZON. 179

in i)eace and quietness 1 This isn't the sort of season for

picnicking."

"Ohl but Hugh," Mrs. Meyscy put in, with her maternal
authority, "you know we always go to Oifordness. It's really

quite a charming place in its way. The satids are so broad and
liard and romantic. We Rail down, and picnic at tho lighthouse

;

and then we get a man to row us acroB.s the river at the back to

Orford Castle—there's a splendid view from Orford Castle—and
altogether it makes a dielightful excursion, of its kind, for

Suffolk. We ought to do something to commemorate the day.

—

If we weren't in Ruch deep mourning still "—and Mrs. Meywey
glanced down with a conventional sigh at her crape excreRcencua—" we'd ask a few friends in to dinner ; but I'm afraid it's a
little too soon for that. Still, at any rate, there could be no harm
—not the slightest harm—in our just running down to Orford-
ness for a family picnic. Its precisely the same as lunching at

home here together."

"Do you remember, Hugh," Winifred went on, musingly,
putting the screw on, "how we walked out that morning, a year

ago, by the water-side; and how you picked a bit of forget-me-

not and meadow-sweet from the bank and pave it me ; and what
pretty verses alxjut undying love you repe^itcd as you gave it ?

—And in the evening, mamma, 1 had to go out to dinner, all

alone with you and poor dear pnpa, to Snade vicarage! I
recollect how angry and. annoyed I was because I had to go out
and leave Hugh that particular evening! and liecauso I'd

worn that same dinner dross at Snade vicarage three parties

running !

"

" Yes," Mrs. Mcysey continued, with another deep-drawn
sigh; "and what a night that was, to be sure! So full of

surprises! It was the night, you know, when poor Elsie

Challoner ran away from us. You got engaged to Hugh in tho
morning, nnd in the evening Elsie disappeared as if by magic!
Such a coincidence! Poor dear,Elsie! Not a year ago! A
year, to-morrow !

'*

" No, mother dear. That was the eighteenth. I was engaged
on the Wednesday, you recollect, and it was the Thursday wiicii

we found out Elsie had gone away from us."
" Thursday, the eighteenth, wlien wo found it out, dear," Mrs.

Meysey repeated in a decisive voice (the maternal mind is strong
on dates) ;

" but Wednesday, the seventeenth, late in tlie evening,
of course, when she went away from us.—Poor dear Elsie ! 1
wonder what's become of her ! It's curious she doesn't write to

you oftener, Winifred."
Were they working upon his feelings, of malice prepennef

Were they trying tomake him blurt out the truth ? he wondered.
Hugh Massinger in his agony could stand it no longer. He
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180 mis MORTAL COIL

rose from the table and went over to the window. There, the

poplar stared him straight in the face. He turned around and
looked hard at Winifred. Her expressionless blue eyes wero
placid as usual. "Then, if it's fine," she said, in an insipid

voice, " we'll ask Mr. Relf to give us a lift down to Orfordnesa
to-morrow in the Mud-TurtleJ^

" No ! " Hugh thundered in an angry tone. " However you
go, Relf shan't take you. I don't want to see any more of Relf.

I dislike Relf j I object to Relf. He's a mean cur ! I won't go
anywhere with Relf in future."

"But, children, you should never let your angry passions rise,"

Winifred murmured provokingly. " * Your little hands were never
meant to tear each other's e> es.* If he doesn't want to go in Mr.
Relfs boat, he shan't be made to, then, poor little fellow. He
ehall do exactly as he likes himself. He shall have another boat
all of his own. I'll order one this evening for him at Martin's

or at Stannaway's."
" If it's fine," Mrs. Meysey interposed parenthetically.

"If it's fine, of coursa," Winifred answered, rising. "We
don't want to picnic in a torrent of rain.—Whatever else we may
be, we're rational animals.—But how do you know, Hugh,
what Orfordness is like? You can't tell. You've never been
there."

" I went there once alone last year," Hugh answered sulkily

;

•* and I saw enough of the beastly hole then to know very well I

don't desire its further acquaintance."
" But you never told me you'd been over there.

"

Hugh managed to summon up a sardonic smile. " I wasn't
married to you then, Winnie," he answered, with a savage snarl,

that showed his projecting canines with most unpleasant
distinctness. " My goings-out and my comings-in were not yet

a matter of daily domestic inquisition. I hadn't to report

myself every time I came or went, like a soldier in barracks to

his commanding officer.—I went to Orfordness one day for a
walk—by myself—unbidden—for my own amusement."

All that afternoon and late into the evening, Hugh watched
the clouds and the barometer eagerly. His fate that day hung
upon a spider's web. If it rained to-morrow, all might yet be
well ; if not, be felt in his own soul they stood within measurable
distance of a domestic cataclysm. He would not go to Orford-

ness with Winifred. He could not go to Orfordness with
Winifred. Tnat much was certain. He could not picnic, on
the anniversary of Elsie's death, within sight of Elsie's nameless
grave, in company with those two strange women—his wife and
his mother-in-law. Ugh 1 how he hated the bare idea ! If it

camo to the worst—if it was fine to-morrow—he must either



a

CLOUDS ON THE HORIZON. 181

break for ever with Winifred—for she would never give in—or
else he must fling himself off the roots of the poplar, where
Elsie had flung herself off that day twelve months ago, and
drown as she had drowned among the angry breakers.

There would be a certain dramatic completeness and round-
ness about that particular fate which commended itself especially

to Hugh Massinger's poetical nature. It would read so like a
Greek tragedy—a tale of Ate and Hubris and Nemesis. Even
from the point of view of the outer world, who knew but tho
husk, it would seem romantic enough tx)"drown one's self,' dis-

consolate, on the very anniversary of one's first engagement to

the young wife one meant to leave an untimely widow. But to

Hugh Massinger himself, who knew the whole kernel and core
of the story, it would be infinitely more romantic and charming
in its way to drown one's self off the self-same poplar on tho
self-same day that Elsie had drowned herself. No bard could wish
for a gloomier or more appropriate death. Would it rain or
shine? On that slender thread of doubt his whole future now
hung and trembled.
The morning of the seventeenth dawned at last, and Hugh

rose early, to draw aside the bedroom blinds for a moment. A
respite ! a respite ! It was pouring a regular English downpour.
There was no hope—or no danger, rather—of a picnic to-day.

Thank Heaven for that. It put off his fate. It saved him the
inconvenience and worry of having to drown himself this

particular morning. And yet the c?c'noMcmcn< would ha\. been
Fo strictly dramatic that he almost rogretted a shower of rain

should intervene to spoil it.

At ten o'clock he started out alone in the blinding downpour
and took the train as far as Aldeburgh. Thence he followed

the shingle beach to Orfordness, plodding^ on, as he had done a
year before, over the loose stones, but through drenching rain,

instead of under hot and blazing sunlight. When he reached
the lighthouse, he sat himself down in pilgrim guise beside

Elsie's grave in the steady drip, and did penance once more by
that unknown tomb in solemn silence. Not even the lighthouse-

man came out this time to gaze at him in wonder ; it poured
too hard and too persistently for that. He sat there alone for

half an hour, by Elsie's watch; for h© had wound it that
morning with reverent hands, and brought it away with him for

that very purpose. A little rusty, perhaps, from the sea, it

would keep good time enough still for all ho needed. At the
end of the half-hour he rose once more, plodded back again over
the shingle in his dripping clothes, and catching the last train

home to Almundham, reached Whitestrand just in time to dress
for dinner.

Winifred was waiting for him at the front door, white with
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emotion—not so much anger as slighted affection. "Where
have you heen ? " she asked, in a cold voice, as he arrived at the
porch, a dripping, draggled, wearied pedestrian, in a soaking
suit of last year's tweeds.
" Didn't I say well I was bound to report myself to my com-

manding officer?" Hugh answered tauntingly. **A11 right,

then ; I proceed at once to report myself. I may as w ell tell

you as leave you to worry. I've been to Orfordness—alone

—

tramped it."

" To Orfordness! " his wife echoed in profound astonishment.
"You didn't want to go with us there if it was fne. Why,
what on earth, Hugh, did you ever go there in this pelting rain

for ?
"

"Your mother recommended it," Hugh answered sullenly,
" as a place of amusement. She said it was altogether a most
delightful excursion. She praised the sands as firm and
romantic. So I thought I'd try it on her recommendation. I
found" it damp, decidedly damp.—Send me my shoes, please I

"

And that was all the explanation he ever vouchsafed her.

\

CHAPTER XXVI

1^

i!

;i

BEPORTING PROGRESS.

Warren Relf spent many days that summer at Whitestrand,
cruising vaguely about the mouth of the Char, or wandering
and sketching among the salt-marsh meadows; but he never
happened to come face to face, by accident or design, with Hugh
Massinger. Fate seemed persistently to interpose between
them. Once or twice, indeed, Winifred said with some slight

asperity to her husband, " Don't you think, Hugh, if it were only
tor old acquaintance' sake, we ought to ask that creature Belf
some day to dinner ?

"

But Hugh, who was yielding enough in certain matters, was
as marble here : he could never consent to receive his enemy, of
his own accord, beneath his own roof—for Whitestrand, after

all, was his own in reality. " No," he growled out, looking up
from his paper testily. " I don't like the fellow. I've heard
things about him that make me sorry I ever accepted his hospi-

tality. If you happen to meet him, Winifred, prowling about
the place and trying to intercept you, I forbid you to speak to

him."
"You forbid me, Hugh?"
« Yes,"—coldly—" I forbid you."
Winifred bit her lip, and was discreetly silent. No need to
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answer. Those two proud wills were beginning already to clash
more ominously one against the other. " Very well/' the young
Avife thought in silence to herself ;

" if he means to mew me up,
seraglio and zenana fashion, in my own rooms, he should hire

a guard and some Circassian slaves, and present me with a
yashmak to cover my face with."

A day or two later, as she strolled on some errand into the
placid village, she came suddenly upon Warren Eelf, in his
rough I'ersey and sailor cap, hanging about the lano, sketch-
book in hand, not without some vague expectation, as Hugh had
said, of accidentally intercepting her. It was a painful duty,
but Elsie had laid it upon him ; and Elsie's will was law now.
Naturally, he had never told Elsie about the meeting with Hugh
at the Cheyne Row Club. If he had, she would never have im-
posed so diflflcult, delicate, and dangerous a task upon him.
But she knew nothing ; and so she had sent him on this painful
errand.

Winifred smiled a frank smile of recognition as she came up
close to him. The painter pulled off his awkward cap awkwardly
and unskilfully.
" You were going to pass me by, Mr. Relf," she said, with a

good-humoured nod. " You won't recognize me or have anything
to do with me, perhaps, now I'm married and done for !

"

The words gave him an uncomfortable thrill; they seemed so
ominous, so much truer than she thought them.

" I hardly did know you," he answered with a forced smile.

"I've not been accustomed to see you in black before, Mrs.
Massinger.—And to say the truth, when I come to look at you,
you're paler and thinner than when I last met you."
Winifred coughed—a little dry cough. Women always take

sympathetic remarks about their ill health in a disparaging sense
to their personal appearance. "A London season !

" she answered,
smiling

;
yet even her smile had a certain unwonted air of sad-

ness about it. " Too many of Mrs. Bouverie Barton's literary

evenings have unhinged me, I suppose. My small brains have
been over-stimulated.—You've not been up to the Hall yet to see
us, Mr. Eelf. I saw the Mud-Turtle come ploughing bravely in
some three or four days ago, and I wondered you'd never looked
up old friends.—For of course you know I owe you something

:

it was you who first brought dear Hugh to Whitestrand."
How Warren ever got through the remainder of that slippery

interview, gliding with difficulty over the thin ice, ho hardly
knew. He walked with Winifred to the end of vhe lane, talking
in vague generalities of politeness ; and then, with some lame
excuse of the state of the tide, he took a brusque and hasty leave
of her. He felt himself guilty for talking to her at all, con-
sidering the terms on which he stood with her husband. Bat

m
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Elsie's will overrode overything. When he wrote to Elsie, that

letter he had looked forward to so long and eagerly, it was with
a heavy heart and an accusing conscience; for he felt somehow,
from the forced gaiety of Winifred's ostentatiously careless man-
ner, that things were not going quite so smoothly as a wedding-
bell at the Hall already. That poor young wife was ill at ease.

However, for Elsie's sake, he would make the best of it. Why
worry and trouble poor heart-broken Elsie more than absolutely

needful with Winifred's possible or actual misfortunes ?

" I didn't meet your cousin himself," he wrote with a very
doubtful hand—it was hard to have even to refer to the subject

at all to Elsie ;
" but I came across Mrs. Massinger one after-

noon, strolling in the lane, with her pet pug, and looking very
pretty in her light half-mourning, though a trifle paler and
thinner than I had yet known her. She attributes her paleness,

however, to too much gaiety during the London season and to

the late hours of our Bohemian society. I hope a few weeks at

Whitestrand will set her fully up again, and that when I have
next an opportunity of meeting her, I may bo able to send you
a good report of her health and happiness."

How meagre, how vapid, how jejune, how conventional ! Old
Mrs. Walpole of the vicarage herself could not have worded it

more baldly or more flabbily. And this was the letter he had
been burning to write : this the opportunity he had been so

eagerly awaiting ! What a note to send to his divine Elsie ! He
tore it up and wrote it again half a dozen times over, before he
was finally satisfied to accept his dissatisfaction as an immutable,
inevitable, and unconquerable fact. And then, he compensated
himself by writing out in full, for his own mere subjective grati-

fication, the sort of letter he would have liked to write her, if

circumstances permitted it—a burning letter of fervid love,

beginning, " My own darling, darling Elsie," and ending, with
hearts and darts and tears and protestations, " Yours ever de-

votedly and lovingly, Warren." Which done, he burned the
second genuine letter in a solemn holocaust with a lighted fusee,

and sent off that stilted formal note to " Dear Miss Challoner,"
with many regrets and despondent aspirations. And as soon as
he had dropped it into the village letter-box, all aglow with
shame, the Mvd-Turtle was soon under way, with full canvas
Bet, before a breathless air, on her voyage once more to Lowestoft.
But Winifred never mentioned toHugh that she had met and

spoken to " that creature Belf," with whom he had so sternly

and authoritatively forbidden her to hold any sort of communi-
cation. That was bad—a beginning of evil. The first great

breach was surely opening out by slow degrees between them.

A week later, as the yawl lay idle on her native mud in Yar-

ii
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mouth harbour, Warren Relf, calling at the post-oflSce for his

expected budget, received a letter with a French stamp on it,

and a postmark bearing the magical words, " St. Martin Lan-
tosque, Alpes Maritimes," which made his quick breath come
and go spasmodically. He tore it open with a beating heart.

" Deab M«. Kelp " (it said simply),
" How very kind of you to take the trouble of going to

Whitestrand and sending me so full and careful an account of
dear Winifred. Thank you ever so much for all your goodness.
But you are alwayb kind. I have learnt to expect it.

" Yours very sincerely,
** Elsie Challoner."

That was all : those few short words ; but Warren Relf lived

on that brief note night and morning, till the time came when
he might return once more in his small craft to the South and
to Elsie.

When he did return, with the southward tide of invalids and
swallows, Elsie had left the first poignancy of her grief a year
behind her ; but Warren saw quite clearly still, with a sinking
heart, that she was true as ever to the Hugh that was not and
that never had been. She received him kindly, like a friend and
a brother; but her manner was none the less the cold fixed

manner of a woman who has lived her life out to the bitter end,
and whose heart has been broken once and for ever. When
Warren saw her, his soul despaired. He felt it was cruel even
to hope. But Edie, most cheerful of optimists, laughed him to

scorn. " If I were a man," she cried boldly, and then broke off.

That favourite feminine aposiopesis is the most cutting known
form of criticism. Warren noted it, and half took heart, half

desponded again more utterly than ever.

Still, he had one little buttress left for his failing hopes : there
was no denying that Elsie's interest in his art, as art, increased

daily. She let him give her lessons in water-colours now, and
she watched his own patient and delicate work with constant

attention and constant admiration, among the rocks and bays of

the inexhaustible Riviera. During that second sunny winter at

San Remo, in fact, they grew for the first time to know one
another. Warren's devotion told slowly, for no woman is wholly
proof in some lost comer of her heart against a man's determined
and persistent love. She could not love him in return, to be
sure : oh no ; impossible : all that was over long ago, for ever

:

an ingrained sense of womanly consistency barred the way to

love for tlie rest of the ages. But she liked him immensely ; she
saw his strong points ; she admired his earnestness, his goodness,

his singleness of purpose, his worship of his art, and his hopeless
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and chivalrous attachment to herself into the bargain. Its very
hopelessness touched her profoundly. He could never expect

her to return his love ; of that she was sure ; but he loved her
for all that ; and she acknowledged it gratefully. In one word,
she liked him as much as it is possible for a woman to like a man
she is not and cannot ever be in love with.

" Is that right yet, Miss Challoner ? " Warren asked one day,

with a glance at his canvas, as he sat with Edio and Elsie on the

deck of the Mud-Turtle, painting in a mass of hanging ruddy-
brown seaweed, whose redness of tone Elsie thought he had
somewhat needlessly exaggerated.

" Why * Miss Challoner ' ? " Edie asked with one of her sudden
areh looks at her brother. " We're all in the family, now, you
know, Warren. Why not * Elsie * ? She's Elsie of course to all

the rest of us."

Warren glanced into the depths of Elsie's dark eyes with an
inquiring look. " May it be, Elsie? " he asked, all tremors.

She looked back at him, frankly and openly. " Yes, Warren,
if you like," she said in a simple straightforward tone that dis-

armed criticism. The answer, in fact, half displeased him. She
granted it too easily, with too little reserve. He would have
preferred it even if she had said " No," with a trifle more coy-
ness, more maidenly timidity. The half is often better than the
whole. She assented like one to whom assent is a matter of
Blight importance. He had leave to call her Elsie in too brotherly
a fashion. It was clear the permission meant nothing to her.

And to him it might have meant so much, so much ! He bit his

lip, and answered shyly, " Thank you."
Edie noted his downcast look and his suppressed sigh. " You

goose 1 " she said afterwards. " Pray, what did you expect ? Do you
think the girl's bound to jump down your throat like a ripe goose-
berry ? If she's worth winning, she's worth waiting for. A woman
who can love as Elsie has loved can't be expected to dance a polka
at ten minutes' notice on the mortal remains of her dead self. But
then, a woman who can love as Elsie has loved must love in the
end a man worth loving.—I don't say I've a very high opinion of

you in other ways, Warren. As a man of business, you're simply
nowhere

;
you wouldn't have sold those three pictures in London,

you know, last autumn if it hadn't been for your amiable sister's

persistent touting ; but as a marrying man, I consider your'e Al,
eighteen carat, a perfect hundred-guinea prize in the matrimonial
market"

Before the end ofthe winter, Elsie and Warren found they had
settled down into a quiet brotherly and sisterly relation, which
to Elsie's mind left nothing further to be desired; while to
Warren it seemed about as bad an arrangement as the nature of
things could easily have permitted.
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** It's a pity he can't sell his pictures better," Elsie said one
day confidentially to Edie. "He does so deserve it; they're

really lovely. Every day I watch him, I find new points in
them. I begin to see now how really great they are."

*' It is a pity," Edie answered mischievously. " He must
devote his energies to the harmless necessary pot-boilor. For
until he finds his market, my dear, he'll never be well enough
off to marry."

" Oh, Edie, I couldn't bear to think he should sink to pot-
boiling. And yet I should like to see him married some day to

some nice good girl who'd make him happy," Elsie assented
innocently.

*' So should I, my child," Edie rejoined with a knowing smile.
" And what's more, I mean to arrange it too. I mean to put
him in a proper position for asking the nice good girl's consent.

Next summer and autumn, I shall conspire with Mr. Hatherley
to boom him."

" To what ? " Elsie asked, puzzled.

"To boom him, my dear. B, double o, m—boom him. A
most noble verb, imported, I believe, with the pickled pork and
the tinned peaches, direct from Chicago. To boom means,
according to my private dictionary, to force into sudden and
almost explosive notoriety.—That's what I'm going to do with
Warren. I intend, by straightforward and unblushing adver-
tising—in short by log-rolling—to make him go down next
season with the money-getting classes as a real live painter.

Their gold shall pour itself into Warren's pocket. Tl ho wasn't
a genius, I should think it wrong ; but as I know he is one, why
shouldn't I boom him ?

"

" Why not, indeed ? " Elsie answered all unconscious. " And
then he might marry that nice good girl of yours, if he can get
her to take him."

" The nice good girl will have to take him," Edie replied with
a nod. " When I puts my foot down, I puts it down, iaid I've

put it down that Warren shall succeed, financially, artii tically,

and matrimonially. So there's nothing more to be said about it."

And indeed when Warren returned to England in the spring,

to be boomed, it was with distinct permission this time from
Elsie to write to her as often and as much as he wanted—in

a strictly fraternal and domestic manner

i .
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CHAPTER XXVII.

ABT AT HOME.

M

That same winter made a sudden change in Hugh Massinger'a

Rnancial position. He found himself the actual and undoubted
possessor of the Manor of Whitestrand. Winter always tried

Mrs. Meysey. Like the bulk of us nowadays, her weak points

were lungy. Of late, she bad Buffered each season more and
mere from bronchitis, and Hugh had done his disinterested

best to persuade her to go abroad to some warmer climate.

His solicitude for her health, indeed, was truly filial, and not
without reason. If she chose Madeira or Algiers or Egypt, for

example, she would at least be well out of her new son's way for

six months of the year; and Hugh was beginning to realize, as
time went on, a little too acutely that he had married the estate

and manor of Whitestrand with all its encumbrances, a mother-
in-law included ; while if, on the other hand, she preferred Nice
or Cannes or Pau, or even Florence, or any nearer continental

resort, they would at any rate have an agreeable place to visit

her in, if they were suddenly summoned away to her side by the
telegraphic calls of domestic piety. But Mrs. Meysey, true
metal to the core, wouldn't hear of wintering away from Suflfolk.

She clung to Whitestrand with East Anglian persistence. Where
was one better off, indeed, than in one's own house, with one's

own people to tend and comfort one ? If the March winds blew
bard at the Hall, were there not deadly mistrals at Mentone and
gusts of foggy Fohn at dreary D-wos Platz ? If you gained in the
daily tale of registered sunshine at Hyeres or at Bordighera, did
not a superabundance of olive oil diversify the stew at the table-

d'hote^ and a fatal suspicion of Italian garlic poison ihefrkan-
deau of the second breakfast? Mrs. Meysey, in her British

mood, would stand by Suffolk bravely while she lived ; and if

the hard gray weather killed her at last, as it killed its one
literary apologist in our modern England, she would acquiesce

in the decrees of Fate, and be buried, like a Briton, by her
husband's side in Whitestrand churchyard. Elizabethan Mey-
seys of the elder stock—in frilled ruffs and stiff starched head-
dresses—smiled down upon her resolution from their niched
tomb in Whitestrand church every Sunday morning: never
should it be said that this, their degenerate latter-day represen-
tative, ran away from the east winds of dear old England to
bask in the sunlight at Malaga or Seville, among the descendants
of the godless Armada sailorSi from whose wreckage and pillago
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those stout old Bquires had built up the timbers of that very
Hull which she hr-'self still worthily inhabited.

So Mrs. Meysey stopped sturdily at home ; and the oast wind
wreaked its vengeance upon her in its wonted fashion. Early
in March, Winifred was summoned by telegram from town:
" Come at once. Much worse. May not live long. Bring Hugh
with you." And three weeks later, another fresh grave rose

eloquent in Whitestrand churchyard ; and the carved and painted
Elizabethan Meyseys, smiling placidly as ever on the empty
seat in the pew below, looked forward with confidence to tho
proximate addition of another white marble tablet with a black
epitaph to the family collection in the Whitestrand chancel.

The moment was a specially trying one for Winifred. A
month later, a little heir to the VVhitostrand estates was expected
to present himself on the theatre of existence. When he actually

arrived upon the stage of life, however, poor frail little waif, it

was only just to be carried across it once, a speechless super-
numerary, in a nurse's arms, and to breathe his small soul out in

a single gasp before he had even learnt how to cry aloud like an
English baby. This final misfortune, coming close on the heels

of all the rest, broke down poor Winifred's health terribly. A
new chapter of life opened out before her. She ceased to be
the sprightly, lively girl she had once been. She felt herself left

alone in the big wide world, with a husband who, as she was
now beginning to suspect, had married her for the sake of her
money only, while his heart was still fixed upon no one but
Elsie. Poor lonely child: it was a dismal outlook for her.

Her soul was sad. She couldn't bear to brazen things out any
longer in London—to smile and smile and be inwardly miserable.

She must come back now, she said plaintively, to her own people
in dear old Suffolk.

To Hugh, this proposition was simply unendurable. He
shrank from Whitestrand with a deadly shrinking. Every-
thing about the estate he had made his own was utterly dis-

tasteful to him and fraught with horror. The house, the
grounds, the garden, the river, above all that tragic, accusing
poplar, were so many perpetual reminders of his crime and his

punishment. Yet he saw it would be useless to oppose Wini-
fred's wish in such a matter—the whole idea was so simple, so

natural. A squire ought to live on his own land, of course ; he
ought to occupy the ancestral Hall where his predecessors have
dwelt before hira for generations. Had not he himself fulmi-

nated in his time in the gorgeous periods of tho Morning Tele-

Iphone against the crying sin and shame of absenteeism? But
if ho went there, he could only go on three conditions. The
Hal itself must be remodelled, redecorated, and refurnished

thrcughout, till its own inhabitants would hardly recognize it

:
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tho grounds must be replanted in acoordanco with his own
cultivated and refined taste : and last of all—though this he did
not venture to mention to Winifred—by fair means or by foul,

the Whitestrand poplar—that hateful tree—must be levelled to

the soil, and its very place must know it no longer. For the

first two conditions he stipulated outright : the third he locked
up for the present quietly in the secret recesses of his own
bosom.

Winifred, for her part, was not wholly averse, either, to the
remodelling of Whitestrand. The house, she admitted, was old-

fashioned and dowdy. Its antiquity went back only to the " bad
period." After the rosthetic druwing-rooms of the Cheyno Row
set, she confessed to herself, grudgingly—though not to Hugh
—that the blue satiii ?ind whitey-gold paint of the dear old

place seemed perhaps just a trifle dingy and antiquated. There
were tiny cottages at Hampstcad and Kensington that White-
strand Hall could never reasonably expect to emulate. She
didn't object to the alterations, she said, so long as the original

Elizabethan front was left scrupulously intact, and no incon-
gruous meddling was allowed with the oaken wainscot and
carved ceiling of the Jacobean vestibule. But where, she asked,
with sound Suffolk common-sense, was the money for all these

improvements to come from? A season of falling rents, and
encroaching sea, and shifting sands, and agricultural depression,

with Hessian fly threatening the crops, and obscure bacteria

fighting among themselves for possession of the cattle, was
surely not the best chosen time in the world for a country
gentleman to enlarge and complete and beautify his house in.

" Pooh !

" Hugh answered, in one of his heroically sanguine
moods, as he sat in the dining-room with his back to the window
and the hated poplar, and his face to the ground-plans and
estimates upon the table before him. "I mean to go up to

town for the season always, and to keep up my journalistic con-

nection in a general way ; and in time, no doubt, I shall begin
to get work at the bar also. I shall make friends assiduously
with what a playful phrase absurdly describes as * the lower
branch of the profession.* I shall talk my nicest to every dull

solicitor I meet anywhere, and do my politest to the dull

solicitor's stupid wife and plain daughters. I'll fetch them ices

at other people's At Homes, and shower on them tickets for all

the private views we don't care about, and all the first nights at

uninteresting theatres. That's the wp.y to advance in the

profession. Sooner or later, I'll get on at the bar. Meanwhile,
as the estate's fortunately unencumbered, and there's none of

that precious nonsense about entail, or remainders, or settle-

ments, or so forth, we can raise the immediate cash for our
present need on short mortgages."
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"I hato tlio Tcry nftmo of mortpagoB," Winifred cried im-
patiently. "They suggest brokers' men and boilills, and
bankruptcy and beggary."
" And everything else that begins with a B,"IIugh continued,

Bmiliiig a placid smile to himself, and vaguely reminiscent of
'* Alice in Wonderland." " Why with a B !

" Alice said musingly.—•* Why not?" said the March Hare.—Alice was silent.
—" Now,

for my own part, I confess, on the contrary, Winifred, to a
certain sentimental liking for the mortgage as such, viewed iu

the abstract. It's a document intimately connected with the

landed interest and the feudal classes ; it savours to my mind
of broad estates and haughty aristocrats, and lordly rent-rolls

and a baronial ancestry. I will admit that I should feel a
peculiar pride in my connection with Whitestrand if I felt I had
got it really with a mortgage on it. IIow proud a moment, to

be seised of a mortgage ! The poor, the abject, the lowly, and the
landless don' go in heavily for tiio luxury of mortgages. They
pawn their watches, or raise a precarious shilling or two upon
the temporary security of Sunday suits, kitchen clocks, and
second-hand flat-irons. ]3iit a mortgage is an eminently gentle-

manly form of impecuniosity. Like gout and the lord-lieutcii-

ancy of your shire, it's incidental to birth and greatness.—Upon
my word, I'm not really certain, Winnie, now I come to think
upon it, that a gentleman's house is ever quite complete without
a History of England, a billiard table, and a mortgage. Unen-
cumbered estates suggest Brummagem : they bespeak the vulgar
aflBuence of the nouveau riche, who keeps untold gold lyi^g idle

at his bankers on purpose to spite the political economists.

But a loan of a few thousands, invested with all the glamour
of deposited title-deeds, foreclosing, engrossed parchment, and
an extremely beautiful and elaborate specimen of that charming
dialect, conveyancers* English, carries with it an air of antiquo

respectability and county importance that I should be loth to

forego, even if I happened to have the cash in hand otherwise
available, for carrying out the necessary improvements."

" But how shall we ever pay it back ? " Winifred asked, with
native feminine caution.

Hugh waved his hands expansively open. When he went in

for the sanguine, he did it thoroughly. " One thing at a time,

my child," he murmured low. *' First borrow ; then set your
wits to work to look around for a means of repayment.—In the

desk at home in London this very moment lies an immortal
epic, worth ten thousand pounds if it's worth a penny, and
cheap at the price to a discerning purchaser. Ormuz and Ind
are perfect East Ends to it It teems with Golcondas and Big
Bonanzas. In time the slow world must surely discover that

this England of ours still encloses a great live poet. The blind
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and battling must open their eyes and look at last placidly

about them. They'll then be glad to buy fifty editions of that
divine strain, varying in character from the large paper Sdition

de luxe in antique vellum at ten guineas—five hundred num-
bered copies only printed, and issued to subscribers upon con-
ditions which may be leaiiit on application at all libraries— to
the school selection at popular prices, intended to familiarize

the ingenuous youth of this nation with the choicest thoughts of

a distinguished and high-minded living author.—Winnie, I'm
tired to death of hearing people say when I'm introduced to

them :
* Oh, Mr. Massinger, I've often wanted to ask, are you

descended from the poet Massinger?' I mean the time to

arrive before long when I can answer them plainly with a bold
face :

* No^ my dear sir, ' r madam, I am not ; but I am the poet
Massinger, if you care to be told so.'—When that time comes,
we'll pay off the mortgages and build a castle—in Spain or else-

where—with the balance of our fortune. Meanwhile, we have
always the satisfaction of knowing that nothing on earth could
be more squirearchical in its way than a genuine mortgage."

" I'm not so sure as I once was, Hugh, that you'll ever make
much out of your kind of poetry."

" Of course not, my child ; because now I happen to be only
your husband. A prophet, we know on the best authority, is

not without honour, et ctetera, et csetera. But I mean to make
my mark yet for all that ; ay, and to make money out of it, too,

into the bargain."

So, in the end, Winifred's objections were over-ruled—since

this was not a matter upon which that young lady felt strongly

—and the money for " improving and developing the estate
"

having been duly raised by the aid, assistance, instrumentality,

or mediation of that fine specimen of conveyancers' English
aforesaid, to which Hugh had so touchingly and professionally

alluded, a fashionable architect was invited down from town at

once to inspect the Hall and to draw up plans for its renovation
as a residential mansion oi the most modern pattern.

The fashionable architect, after his kind, performed his work
well—and expensively. He spared himself no pains (and Hugh
no money) on rendering the Hall a perfect example on a small
scale of the best Elizabethan domestic architecture. He des-

troyed ruthlessly and repaired lavishly. He put mullions to the
windows, and pillars to the porch, and moulded ceilings to the
chief reception-rooms, and oaken balustrades to either side of

the wide old rambling Tudor staircase. He rebuilt whatever
Inigo had defaced, and pulled down whatever of vile and shape-
less Georgian contractors had stolidly added. He " restored

"

the building to what it had never before been : a fine squat old-

fashioned country mansion of the low wind-swept East Anglian
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type, a Hotise Beautiful everywhere, without and within, and as
unlike as possible to the dingy Hall that Hugh Massinger had
Been and mentally discountenanced on the occasion of his first

visit to Whitestrand. " You give an architect money enough/*
says Colonel Silas Lapham in the greatest romance—bar one

—

in the English language, "and he'll build you a fine house
every time." Hugh Massinger gave his architect money enough,
or at least credit enough—which comes at first to the same
thing—and ho got a fine house, as far as the means at his dis-

posal went, on that ugly corner of flat sandy waste at forsaken
vVhitestrand.

When the building was done and the papering finished, they
set about the furnishing proper. And here, Winifred's taste

began to clash with Hugh's ; for every woman, though she may
eschew ground-pl'j,ns, elevations, and estimates, has at least

distinct ideas of her own on the important question of internal

decoration. The new Squire was all for oriental hangings,
Turkey carpets, Indian durrees, and Persian tiling. But Mrs.
Massinger would have none of these heathenish gewgaws, she
solemnly declared; her tastes by no means took a Saraccnio

turn. Mr. Hatherley and the Cheyne Eow men would make
fun of her, and call her house Liberty Hall, if she furnished it

throughout with such Mussulman absurdities. For her own
part, she renounced Liberty and all his wor cs: she eschewed
everything east of longitude thirty degrees : inlaid coffee-tables

were an abomination in her eyes
;
pierced Arabic lamps roused

no latent enthusiasm: the only real thing in decoration was
Morris ; and on Morris she pinned her faith unreservedly. She
would be utterly utter. She had a Morris carpet and Morris
curtains ; white ivory paint adorned her lop-sided cvsrmantels,
and red De Morgan ware with opalescent hues ranged in long
straight rows upon her pigeon-hole cabinets. To Hugh's
Eoetical mind this was all too plaguy modern ; out of keeping,
e thought, with the wide oaken staircase and the punctilious

Elizabethanism of the eminent architect's fagade and ceilings.

Winifred, however, laughed his marital remonstrances to utter
Bcom. She hated an upholsterer's house, she said, all furnished
alike from end to end with servile adherence to historical

correctness. Such Puritanical purism was meant for slaves.

Why pretend to be living in Elizabethan England or Louis
Quinze France, when we're really vegetating, as we all know,
in the marshy wilds of nineteenth-century Suffolk ? Let your
house reflect your own eclecticism—a very good phrase, picked
up from a modern handbook of domestic decoration. She
liked a little individuality and lawlessness of purpose. " Your
views, you know, Hugh," she cried with the ex cathedrd

conviction of a woman laying down the law in her own house-

H'
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hold, " are just the least little bit in the world pedantic. Yon
and your architect want a stiff museum of Elizabethan art. It

may be silly of me, but 1 prefer myself a house to live in.'*

" * The drawing-room does look so perfectly lovely/ you re-

memjber,"Hugh quoted quietly from her own old letters. *' * We've
done it up exactly as you recommended, with the sage-grc( n
plush for the old mantel-piece, and a red Japanese table in the

dark comer; and I really think, n( w I see the effect, your
taste's simply exquisite. But then, you know, what else can you
expect from a distinguished poet ! You always do everything
beautifully !* Can you recollect, Mrs. Massinger, down the dim
abyss of twelve or eighteen months, who wrote those touching
words, and to whom she addressed them ?

"

" Ah, that was all very fine then," Winifred answered with a
pout, arranging Hugh's iSatsuma jars with Japanesque irregu-

larity on the dining-room overmantel. " But you see that was
before I'd been about much in London, and noticed how other
people smarten up their rooms, and formed my own taste in the
matter of decoration. I was then in the frankly unsophisticated

state. I'd studied no models. I'd never seen anything beautiful

to judge by."
" You Wf re then Miss Meysey," her husband answered, with

a distantly cold inflexion of voice. " You're now Mrs. Hugh de
Carteret Massinger. It's that that makes all the difference, you
know. The reason there are so many discordant marriages, says
Dean Swift, with more truth than politeness, is because young
women are so much more occupied in weaving nets than in

making cages."
" I never wove nets for you," Winifred cried angrily.
" Nor made cages either, it seems," Hugh answered with pro-

voking calmness, as he sauntered off by himself, cigar in hand,
into the new smoking-room.

Their intercourse nowadays generally ended in such little

amenities. They were beginning to conjugate with alarming
frequency that verb to nag, which often succeeds in becoming
at last the dominant part of speech in conjugal conversation.

One portion of the house at least, Hugh succeeded in remodel-
ling entirely to his own taste, and that was the bedroom which
had once been Elsie's. By throwing out a large round bay window,
muUioned and decorated out of all recognition, and by papering,
painting, and refurnishing throughout with ostentatious novelty
of design and detail, he so completely altered the appearance of
that hateful room that he could hardly know it again himself
for the same original square chamber. Moreover, that he might
never personally have to enter it, he turned it into the Married
Guest's Bedroom. There was the Prophet's Chamber on the
Wall for the bachelor visitors—a pretty little attic under the

fef:
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low eaves, furnished, like the Shtmammite's, with " a bed, and
a table, and a stool, and a candlestick;" and there was the
Maiden's Bower on the first floor, for the young girls, with its

dainty pale-grc^u wardrobe and Morris cabinet ; and there was
the Blue Boom for the prospective heir, whenever that hypo-
thetical young gentleman from parts unknown proceeded to
realize himself in actual humanity; so Hugh ventured, to erect
the remodelled chamber next door to his own into a Married
Guest's Boom, where he himself need never go to vex his soul
with unholy reminiscences. When he could look up at the Hall
with a bold face from the grass plot in front, and see no longer
that detested square window, with the wistaria fes'ooning itself

BO luxuriantly round the corners, he felt he might really x)erhaps
after all Kve at Whitestrand. For the wistaria, too, that grand
old climber, with its thick stem, was ruthlessly sacrificed ; and
in its place on the left of the porch, Hugh planted a fast-growing
new-fangled ampelopsis, warranted quickly to drape and mantle
the raw stone surfaces, and still further metamorphose the front
of the Hall from what it had once been—when dead Elsie lived

there. All was changed, without and within. The Hall was now
fit for a gentleman to dwell in.

Only one eyesore still remained to grieve and annoy him.
The Whitestrand poplar yet faced and confronted him where-
ever he looked. It turned him sick. It poisoned Suffolk for

him. The poplar must go ! He could never endure it. Life would
indeed be a living death, in sight for ever of that detested and
grinning memorial. For it grinned at him often from the gnarled
and hollow trunk. A human face seemed to laugh out upon
him from its shapeless boles—a human face, fiendish in its joy,

with a carbuncled nose and grinning mouth. He hated to seo

it, it grinned so hideously. So he set his wits to work to devise
a way for getting rid of the poplar, root and branch, without
unnecessarily angering Winifred.

m
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CHAPTEB XXVIII.

BEHEABSAL.

Meanwhile, when the house was all finished and decorated
throughout, Hugh turned his thoughts once more, on fame
intent, to his great forthcoming volume of verses. Since ho
married Winifred, he had published little, eschewing journalism
and such small tasks as unworthy the dignity of accomplished
squiredom ; but he had been working hard from time to time at

polishing and repolishing his magnum opus, "A Life's Philosophy "

—a lengthy poem in a metre of his own, more or less novel, and
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embodying a number of moral reflections, more or less trite, on
the youth, adolescence, maturity, and decrepitude of the human
subject. It exactly suited Mr. Matthew Arnold's well-kno\^'n

definition, being, in fact, an exhaustive criticism of life, as Hugh
Massinger himself had found, it. He meant to print it in time
for the autumn book-season. It was the great stake of his life,

and he was confident of success. He had worked it up with cease-

less toil to what seemed to himself the highest possible pitch of

artistic handicraft ; and he rolled his own sonorous rhymes over
and over again with infinite satisfaction upon his literary palate,

pronouncing them all, on impartial survey, of most excellent

flavour. Nothing in life, indeed, can be more deceptive than the

poetaster's confidence in his own productions. He mistakes
familiarity for smoothness of ring, and a practised hand for

genius and originality. It is his fate always to find his own
lines absolutely perfect; in which cheerful personal creed the
rest of the world mostly fails altogether to agree with him.
In such a self-congratulatory and hopeful mood, Hugh sat

one morning in the new drawing-room, holding a quire of closely

written sermon-paper stitched together in his hand, and gazing
aflfectio.nately with parental pride at his last-born stanzas.

Winifred had only returned yesterday from a shopping expedi-

tion up to town, and was idling away a day in rest and repair

after her unwonted exertion among the crowded bazaars of the
modern Bagdad. So Hugh leaned back in his chair at his ease,

and, seized with the sudden thirst for an audience, began to

pour forth in her ear in his rotund manner the final finished in-

troductory prelude to his *
' Life's Philosophy." His wife, propped

up on the pillows of the sofa and lolling carelessly, listened and
smiled as he read and read, with somewhat sceptical though
polite indifference.

" Let me see, where had I got to ? " Hugh went on once, after

one of her frequent and trying critical interruptions. " You put
me out so, Winnie, with your constant fault-finding ! I can't

recollect how far I'd read to you.'*

"'Begotten unawares:' now go ahead," Winifred answered
carelessly—as carelessly as though it was some other fellow's

poems he had been pouring forth to her.
" • Or bastard oflfepring of unconscious nature. Begotten un-

awares,* '* Hugh repeated pompously, looking back with a loving

eye at his much-admired manuscript. ** Now listen to the next
good bit, Winifred; it's really impressive.

—

XXXII.

" When chaos slowly set to snn or planet,

And molten masses hardened into earth

;

Wlien primal force wrought out on sea and granite
The woydrous miracle of living birth

;

m
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Did mightier Mind, in clouds of glory hidden,
Breathe power through its limbs to feel and know.

Or sentience spring, spontaneous and unbidd^o,
With feeble steps and slow ?

XXXIII.

** Are sense and thought but parasites of being?
Did Nature mould our limbs to act and move,

But some strange chance endow our eyes with seeing,

Our nerves with feeling, and our hearts with lover
Since all alone we stand, alone discerning

Sorrow from joy, self from the things without;
While blind fate tramples on the spirit's yearning,
And floods our souls with doubt.

f i

M
XXXIV.

•• This very tree, whose life is our life's sister,

We know not if the ichor in her veins
Thrill with fierce joy when April dews have kissed her,

Or shrink in anguish from October rains
;

We search the mighty world above and under.
Yet nowhere find the soul we fain would find

;

Speech in the hollow rumbling of the thunder.
Words in the whispering wind.

Il

XXXV.
" We yearn for brotherhood with lake and mountain.

Our conscious soul seeks conscious sympalhy
;

Nj'mphs in the coppice. Naiads in the fouutainj

(jods on the craggy height or roaring sea.

We find but soulless sequences of matter

;

Fact linked to fact in adamantine rods
;

Eternal bonds of former sense and latter

;

Dead laws for living gods.

"There, Winifred, what do you say to that now? Isn't that

calculated to take the wind out of some of these pretentious

fellows' sails ? What do you think of it ?
"

"Think?" Winifred answered, pursing up her lips into an
expression of the utmost professional connoisseurship. " I think
' granite * doesn't rhyme in the English language with ' planet ';

and I consider * sentience * is a horribly prosaic word of its sort

to introduce into serious poetry.—What's that stuff about liquor,

too? * We know not if the liquor in her something.' I don't

like ' liquor.' It's not good : bar-room English, only fit for a
public-house production."

" I didn't say ' liquor,' " Hugh ciicd indignantly. " I said
* ichor,' which of course is a yery different matter. ' We know
not if the ichor in her veins.* Ichor's the blood of the gods in

Homer. That's the worst of reading these things to women

:

classical allusion's an utt«r blank to them.—If you've got

m
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nothiDg better than that to object, have the kindness, please,

not to interrupt me."
Winifred closed he? lips with a sharp snap ; while Hugh went

on, nothing abashed, with the same sonorous metre-marked
mouthing—

XXXVI.
** They care not any whit for pain or pleasure

That seem to men the sum and «nd of all.

Dumb force and barren number are their measure

;

What can be, shall be, though the great world falL

They take no heed of man, or man's deserving,

Reck not what happjr lives they make, or mar.
Work out their fatal will, unswerved, unswerving.
And know not that they are.

" Now, what do you say to that, Winifred ? Isn't it just

Imnky?"
** I don't like interrupting," Winifred snapped out savagely.

" You told me not to interrupt, except for a good and sufficient

reason."
" Well, don't be nasty," Hugh put in, half smiling. " This is

business, yon know—a matter of public appreciation—and I

want your criticism : it all means money. Criticism from any-
body, no matter whom, is always worth at least pomething."

" Oh, th^nk you, so much. That is polite of you. Then if

yon want criticism, no matter from whom, I should say I fail

to perceive, myself, the precise difference you mean to suggest
between the two adjectives 'unswerved' and * unswerving.' To
the untutored intelligence of a mere woman, to whom classical

allusion's an utter blank, they seem to say exactly the same
thing twice over."
"No, no," Hugh answered, getting warm in self-defence.

"* Unswerved' is passive; 'unswerving* is active, or at least

middle : the one means that they swerve themselves ; the other,

that somebody or something else swerves them."
" You do violence to the genius of the English language,"

Winifred remarked curtly. "I may not be acquainted with
Latin and Greek, but I talk at least my mother-tongue. Are
you going to print nothing but this great, long, dreary incom-
prehensible * Life's Philosophy ' in your new volume ?

"

" I shall make it up mainly with that," Hugh answered, crest-

fallen, at so obvious a failure favourably to impress the domestic
critic. ''But I shall also eke out the title-piece with a lot of
stray occasional verses—the 'Funeral Oda for Gambetta,' for

example, and plenty of others that I haven't read you. Some
of them seem to me tolerably successful." He was growing
modest before the face of her unflinching criticism.
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"Read me * Gambetta,' "Winifred said with quiet imporious-

ness. "I'll see if I like thaf; any better than all this foolish

manndering ' Philosophy.'

"

Hugh turned over his papers for the piece " by request," and
after some searching among quires and sheets, came at last

upon a clean-written copy of his immortal threnody. He began
reading out the lugubrious lines in a sufSciently grandiose and
sepulchral voice. Winifred listened with careless attention, as

to a matter little worthy her sublime consideration. Hugh
cleared his throat and rang out magniloquently

—

" She sits once more upon her ancient throne,
The fair Republic of our steadfast vows :

A Phrygian bonnet binds her (queenly brows *

Athwart her neck her knotted hair i^ blown.
A hundred cities nestle in her lap,

Girt round their stately locks with mural crowns

:

The folds of her imperial robe enwrap
A thousand lesser towns."

" * Mural crowns ' is good," Winifred murmured satirically

:

" it reminds one so vividly of the stone statues in the Place de
la Concorde."
Hugh took no notice of her intercalary criticism. He went

on with ten or twelve stanzas more of the same bombastic,
would-be sublime character, and wound up at last in thunderous
tones with a prophetic outburst as to the imagined career of

some future Gambettii—himself possibly—

" He still shall guide us toT^ard the distant goal

;

. ,

Calm with unerring tact our weak alarms

;

Train all our yout£ in skill of manly arms,
And knit our sires in unity of soul

:

Till bursting iron bars and gates of brass ;

Our own Republic stretch her arm again
To raise the weeping daughters of Alsace,
And lead thee home, Lorraine.

" Well, what do you think of thatf Winnie ? " he asked at last

triumphantly, vtiih the air of a man who has trotted out his

best war-horse for public inspection and has no fear of the effect

he is producing.
" Think ? " Winifred answered. " Why, I think, Hugh, that

if Swinburne had never written his Ode to Victor Hugo, you
would never have written that Funeral March for your precious
Gambetta."
Hugh bit his lip in bitter silence. The criticism was many

times worse than harsh : It was true ; and-.he knew it. But a
truthful critic is the most g<*lling of all things.
" Well, surely, Winifred," he cried at last, after a long pause,

"you think those other lines good, don't you V

—

Vr^'l

I

h

\ i:



200 THia MORTAL COIL.

*' And when like some fierce whirlwind through the land
The wrathful Teuton swept, he only dared

To hope and act when every heart and hand,
But his alone, despaired.

"My dear Hugh," Winifred answered candidly, "don't you
see in your own heart that all this sort of thing may be very
well in its own way, but it isn't original—it isn't inspiration

;

it isn't the true sacred fire: it's only an echo. Echoes do
admirably for the young beginner ; but in a man of your age

—

for you're getting on now—we expect something native and
idiosyncratic—I think Mr. Hatherley called it idiosyncratic.

—

You know Mr, Hatherley said to me once you would never be a
poet. You have too good a memory. ' Whenever Massinger
sits down at his desk to write about anything/ he said in his

quiet way, *he remembers such a perfect flood of excellent

things other people have written about the same subject, that

he's absolutely incapable of originality.* And the more I see

of your poetry, dear, the more do I see that Mr. Hatherley was
right—right beyond question. You're clever enough, but you
Imow you're not original."

Hugh answered her never a single word. To such a knock-
down blow as that, any answer at all is clearly impossible. He
only muttered something very low to himself about casting

one's pearls before some creature inaudible.

Presently, Winifred spoke again. " Let's go out," she said,

rising from the so£a, " and sit by the sea on the roots of the
poplar."

At the wt)rd, Hugh flung down the manusc;:ipt in a heap on
the ground with a stronger expression than Winifred had ever
before heard fall from his lips. " I hate the poplar !

" he said

angrily; "I detest the poplar! I won't have the poplar!
Nothing on earth will induce me to sit by the poplar !

"

" How cross you are
!

" Winifred cried with a frown. " You
jump at me as if you'd snap my head off! And all just because
I didn't like your verses.—Very well then ; I'll go and sit there

alone.—I can amuse myself, fortunately, without your help.

I've got Mr. Hatherley's clever article in this month's Contem-

forary."
That evening, as they sat together silently in the drawing-

room, Winifred engaged in the feminine amusement of casting

admiring glances at her own walls, an^i Hugh poring deep over
a serious-looking book, Winifred glanced over at him suddeuly
with a sigh, and murmured half aloud: "After all, really I

don't think much of it."

" Much of what ? " Hugh asked, still bending over the book
he was anxiously consulting.

" Why, of that gourd I brought home from town yesterday.

V
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You know Mrs. Walpole's got a gourd in her drawing-room

;

and evtry time I went into the vicarage I said to myself: ' Oh,
how lovely it is! How exquisite! How foreign-looking! If

only I had a gourd like that, now, I think life would be really

endurable. It gives the last touch of art to the pictare. Our
new drawing-room would look just perfection with such a
gourd as hers to finish the wall with.' Well, I saw the exact
counterpart of that very gourd the day before yesterday at a
shop in Bond Street. I bought it, and brought it home with
exceeding great joy. I thought I should then be quite happy.
I hung it up on the wall to try, this morning. And sitting hero
all evening, looking at it with my head first on one side and
then on the other, I've said to myself a thousand times over

:

* It doesn't look one bit like Mrs. Walpole's. After all, I don't

know that I'm so much happier, now I've got it, than I was
before I had a gourd of ^y own at all to look at."

Hugh groaned. The unconscious allegory was far too obvious
in its application not to sink into the v^y depths of his soul.

He turned back to his book, and sighed inwardly to think for

what a feeble, unsatisfactory shadow of a gourd he had sacri-

ficed his own life—not to speak of Winifred's and Elsie's.

By-and-by Winifred rose and crossed the room. "What's
that you're studying so intently ? " she asked, with a suspicious

glance at the book in his fingers.

Hugh hesitated, and seemed half inclined for a moment to

shut the book with a bang and hide it away from her. Then he
made up his mind with a fresh resolve to brazen it out.
" Gordon's ' Electricity and Magnetism,' he answered quietly,

as unabashed as possible, holding the volume half-closed with
his forefinger at the page he had just hunted up. " I'm—I'm
interested at present to some extent in the subject of electricity.

I'm thinking of getting it up a little."

Winifred took the book from his hand, wondering, with a
masterful air of perfect authority. He yielded like a lamb.
On immaterial questions it was his policy not to resist her.

She turned to the page where his finger had rested and ran it

down lightly with her quick eye. The key-words showed in

iome degree at what it was driving :
" Franklin's Experiment

"

—"Means of Collection "—" Theory of Lightning Rods"—
"EuhmkorfPs Coils"—"Drawing down Electric Discharges
from the Clouds."—Why, what was all this? She turned
round to him inquiringly. Hugh shufiled in an uneasy way in

his chair. The husband who shuffles betrays his cause. " We
must put up conductors, Winnie," he said hesitatingly, with a
hot face, " to protect those new gables at the east wing.—It's

dangerous to leave the house so exposed. I'll order them down
from London to-morrow."

II
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" Conductors 1 Fiddlesticks
!

" Winifred answered in a breath,

with wifely promptitude. "Lightning never hurt the house
yet, and it's not going to begin hurting it now, just because an
Immortal Foct with a fad for electricity has come to live and
compose at Whitestrand. If anything, it ough. ^o go the other
way. Bards, you know, are exempt from thunderbolts. Didn't
you read me the lines yourself, ' God's lightnings spared, they
said, Alone the holier head, Whose laurels screened it,' or
Bomething to that effect ? Tou're all right, you see. Poets can
never get struck, I fancy."

** But ' Mr. Hatherley said to me once you would never be a
poet,* " Hugh repeated with a smile, exactly mimicking Wini-
fred's querulous little voice and manner. "As my own wife

doesn't consider me a poet, Winifred, I shall venture to do as I

like myself about my private property."
Winifred took up a bedroom candle and lighted it quietly

without a word. Then she went up to muse in her own bed-
room over her new gourd and other disillusionments.

As soon as she was gone, Hugh rose from his chair and
walked slowly into his own study. Gordon's "Electricity"
was still in his hand, and his finger pointed to that incrimina-
ting passage. He sat down at the sloping desk and wrote a
short note to a well-known firm of scientific instrument makers
whose address he had copied a week before from the advertise-

ment sheet of Nature,

<• Whitestiand Hall, Almundham, Suffolk.

"Gentlemen,
"Please forward me to the above address, at your

earliest convenience, your most powerful form of Euhmkorflf
Induction CoiV with secondary wires attached, for which cheque
will be sent in full on receipt of invoice or retail price-list.

Faithfully yours,

"Hugh Massingeb.

tt

As he rose from the desk, he glanced half involuntarily out
of the study window. It pointed south. The moon was
shining full on the water. That hateful poplar stared him
straight in the face, as tall and gaunt and immovable as ever.

On its roots, a woman in a white dress was standing, looking
out over the angry sea, as Elsie had stood, for the twinkling of

an eye, on that terrible evening when he lost her for ever.

One second, the sight sent a shiver through his frame, then he
laughed to himself, the next, for his groundless terror. How
childish I How infantile ! It was the gardener's wife, in her
light print frock, looking out to sea for her boy's smack, over-

due, no doubt--for Charlie was a fisherman.—But it was
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intolerable that ho, tho Sqiiiro of "Whitcstrand, should be snlv
jected to such horrible turns as these.—Ho shook his fist angrily
at the oflfending tree. " You shall pay for it, my friend," ho
muttered low but hoarse between his clenched teeth. "You
shan't haye many more chances of frightening mo 1"

* m

CHAPTER XXIX.

ACCIDENTS WILL HAPPEN.

During the whole of tho next week, the Squiro and a strange
artisan, whom he had specially imported by rail from London,
went much about together by day and night through the grounds
at Whitestrand. A certain air of mystery hung over their joint

proceedings Tho strange artisan was a skilled workman in the
engineering line, he told the people at the Fisherman's Best,

where he had taken a bed for his stay in the village ; and indeed
sundry books in his Lit bore dut the statement—weird books of

a scientific and diagrammatic character, chockfull of formulce in

Greek lettering, which seemed not unlikely to be connected with
hydrostatics, dynamics, trigonometry, and mechanics, or any
other equally abstruse and Bucanny subject, not wholly alien to
necromancy and witchcraft. It was held at Whitestrarid by
those best able to form an opinion in such dark questions, that
the new importation was " sumraat in the electric way ;

" and it

was certainly matter of plain fact, patent to all observers equally,

that he did in very truth fix up an elaborate lightning-conductor
of the htest pattern to the newl>-thrown-out gable-end at what
had once been Elsie's window. It was Elsie's window still to
Hugh : let him twist it and turn it and alter it as he would, he
feared it would never, never cease to be Elsie's window.
But in the domain at large, the intelligent artisan with the

engineering air, who was surmised to be *' summat in the electric

way," carefully examined, under Hugh's directions, many parts
of the grounds of Whitestrand. Squire was going to lay out the
garden and terrace afresh, the servants conjectured in their own
society : one or two of them, exceedingly modem in their views,

even opined in an off-hand fashion that he must be bent on
laying electric lights on. Conservative in most things to the
backbone, the sc^rvants bestowed the meed of their hearty
approval on the electric light : it saves so much in trimming
and cleaning. Lamps are the bug-bear of big country houses

:

electricity, on the other hand, needs no tending. It was near
the poplar that Squire was going to put his installation, as they
call the arrangement in our latterday jargon ; and he was going

I
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to drive it, rumour remarked, by a tidal outfall. What a tidal

outfall might be, or how it could work in lighting the Hall,

nobody knew; but the intelligent artisan had let the words
drop casually in the course of conversation ; and the Fisherman's
Best snapped them up at once, and retailed them freely with
profound gusto to all after-comers.

Still, it was a curious fact in its own way that the installation

appeared to progress most easily when nobody happened to be
looking on, and that the skilled workman in the engineering

line generally stood with his hands in his pockets, surveying

his handicraft with languid interest, whenever anybody from
the village or the Hall lounged up by his side to inspect or

wonder at it.

More curious still was another small fact, known to ngbody
but the skilled workman in projmd persona, that four small

casks of petroleum from a London store were stowed away, by
Hugh Massinger's orders, under the very roots of the big poplar

;

and that by their side lay a queer apparatus, connected ap-

parently in some remote way with electric lighting.

The Squire himself, however, made no secret of his own
personal and private intentions to the London workman. He
paid the man well, and he exacted silence. That was all. But
he explained precisely in plain terms what it was that he wanted
done. The tree was an eyesore to him, he said, with his usual
frankness—Hugh was always frank whenever possible—but his

wife, for sentimental reasons, had a special fancy for it. Ho
wanted to get rid of it, therefore, in the least obtrusive way he
could easily manage. This was the least obtrusive way. So
this was what he required done with it. The London workman
nodded his head, pocketed his pay, looked unconcerned, and
held his tongue with trained fidelity. It was none of his

business to pry into any employer's motives. Enough for him
to take his orders and to carry them out faithfully to the very
letter. The job was odd : an odd job is always interesting. He
hoped the experiment might prove successful.

The Whitestrand labourers, who passed by the poplar and
the London workman, time and again, with a jerky nod and
their pipes turned downward, never noticed a certain slender
unobtrusive copper wire which the strange artisan fastened one
evening, in the gray dusk, right up the stem and boles of the
big tree to a round knob on the very summit. The wire, how-
ever, as its fixer knew, ran down to a large deal box well buried
in the ground, which bore outside a green label, " Ruhmkorff
Induction Coil, Elliott's Patent." The wire and coil terminated
in a pile close to the four full petroleum barrels. When the
London workman had securely laid the entire apparatus,
undisturbed by loungers, he reported adversely, with great
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Bolemnity, on the tidal outfall and Hectric light scherao to Hugh
Masfiiiiper. No Hiaflficient power for the purpose existed in the
river. This adverse report was orally aelivcrod in the front

vestibule of Whitestrand Hall ; and it was also delivered with
sedulous care—as per orders received—in Mrs. Massinger's own
presence. When the London workman went out again after

making his carefully worded statement, he went out clinking a
coin of the realm or two in his trousers' pocket, and with liis

tongue stuck, somewhat unbecomingly, in his right cheek, as who
should pride himself on the successful outwitting of an innocent
fellow-creature. He had done the work he was paid for, and he
liad done it well. But he thought to himself, as he went his

way rejoicing, that the Squire of Whitestrand must be very well

held in hand indeed by that small pale lady, if he had to take
so many cunning precautions in secret iKjforehand when he
wanted to get rid of a single tree that offended his eye in his

own gardens.

The plot was all well laid now. Hugh had nothing further

left to do but to possess his soul in patience against the next
thunderstorm. He had not very long to wait. Before the
month was out, a thunderstorm did indeed burst in full force

over Whitestrand and its neighbourhood—one of those terrible

and destructive east coast electric displays which invariably

leave their broad mark behind them. For along the low, flat,

monotonous East Anglian shore, where hills are unknown and
big trees rare, the lightning almost inevitably singles out for its

onslaught some aspiring piece of man's hanrliwork— some
church steeple, some castle keep, the turrets on some tall and
isolated manor-house, the vane above some ancient castellated

gateway.
The reason for this is not far to seek. In hilly countries the

hills and trees act as natural lightning-conductors, or rather as

decoys to draw aside the fire from heaven from the towns or
farmhouses that nestle far below among the glens and valleys.

But in wide level plains, where all alike is flat and low-lying,

human architecture forms for the most part the one salient

point in the landscape for lightning to attack : every church or
tower with its battlements and lanterns stands in the place of

the polished knobs on an electric machine, and draws down
upon itself with unerring certainty the destructive bolt from
the overcharged clouds. Owing to this cause, the thunderstorms
of East Anglia are the most appalling and destructive in their

concrete results of any in England. The laden clouds, big with
electric energy, hang low and dark above one's very head, and
let loose their accumulated store of vivid flashes in the exact

midst of towns and villages.

This particular thunderstorm, as chance would have it, came
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late at night, after three sultry days of close weather, when big
black masses were just beginning to gather in vast battalions
over the German Ocean ; and it let loose at last its fierce artillery

in terrible volleys right over the village and grounds of White-
strand. Hugh Massinger was the first at the Hall to observe
from afar the distant flash, before the thunder had made itself

audible in their ears. A pale light to westward, in the direction

of Snade, attracted, as he read, his passing attention. '* By
Jove I

' he cried, rising with a yawn from his chair, and laying
down the manuscript of " A Life's Philosophy," which he was
languidly correcting in its later stanzas, " that's something like

lightning, Winifred! Over Snade way, apparently. I wonder
if it's going to drift towards us?—^Whew—what a clap! It's

precious near. I expect we shall catch it ourselves shortly.**

The clouds rolled up with extraordinary rapidity, and the
claps came fast and thick and nearer. Winifred cowered down
on the sofa in terror. She dreaded thunder ; but she was too

proud to confess what she would nevertheless have given worlds
to do—hide her frightened little head with sobs and tears in its

old place upon Hugh's shoulder. " It's coming this way,** she
cried nervously after a while. " That last flash must have been
awfully near us.**

Even as she spoke, a terrific volley seemed to burst all at once
right over their heads and shake the house with its irresistible

majesty. Winifred buried her face deep in the cushions. " Oh,
Hugh," she cried in a terrified tone, " this is awful—awful !

**

Much as he longed to look out of the window, Hugh could
not resist that unspoken appeal. He drew up the blind hastily

to its full height, so that he might see out to watch the success

of his deep-laid stratagem; then he hurried over with real

tenderness to Winifred's side. He drew his arm round her and
soothed her with his hand, and laid her poor- throbbing aching
head with a lover's caress upon his own broad bosom. Winifred
nestled close to him with a sigh of relief. The nearness of

danger, real or imagined, rouses all the most ingrained and pro-

found of our virile feelings. The instinct of protection for the
woman and the child comes over even bad men at such moments
of doubt with irresistible might and majesty. Small differences

or tififs are forgotten and forgiven : the woman clings naturally

in her feminine weakness to the strong man in his primary
aspect as comforter and protector. Between Hugh and Winifred
the estrangement as yet was but vague and unacknowledged.
Had it yawned far wider, had it sunk far deeper, the awe and
terror of that supreme moment would amply have sufficed to

bridge it over; at least while the orgy of the thunderstorm
lasted.

For next instant a sheet of liquid flame seemed to surround

».«~^-w-~Ba^a;
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and engulf the whole house at onco in its white embrace. The
world became for the tT/inkling of an eye one surging flood of

vivid fire, one roar and crash and sea of deafening tumult.
Winifred buried her face deeper than ever on Hugh's shoulder,

and put up both her small hands to her tingling ears, to crush if

possible the hideous roar out. But the light and sound seemed
to penetrate everything : she was aware of them keenly through
her very bones and nerves and marrow; her entire being
appeared as if pervaded and overwhelmed with the horror of the
lightning. In another moment all was over, and she was con-
scious only of an abiding awe, a deep-seated after-glow of alarm
and terror. But Hugh had started up from the sofa now, both
his hands clasped hard in front of his breast, and was gazing
wildly out of the big bow-window, and lifting up his voice in a
paroxysm of excitement. " It's hit the poplar !

" he cried. ** It's

hit the poplar ! It must be terribly near, Winnie ! It's hit the

poplar
!

"

Winifred opened her eyes with an effort, and saw him standing
there, as if spellbound, by the window. She dared not get up
and come any nearer the front of the room, but, raising her eyes,

she saw from where she sat, or rather crouched, that the poplar
stood out, one living mass of rampant flame, a flaring beacon,

from top to bottom. The petroleum, ignited and raised to

flashing-point by the fire which the induction coil had drawn
down from heaven, gave off its blazing vapour in huge rolling

sheets and forked tongues of flame, which licked up the crackling

branches of the dry old tree from base to summit like so much
touchwood. The poplar rose now one solid column of crimson
fire. The red glow deepened and widened from moment to

moment. Even the drenching rain that followed the thunder-
clap seemed powerless to check that frantic onslauglit. The fire

leaped and danced through the tall straight boughs with mad
exultation, hissing out its defiance to the big round drops which
burst off into tiny balls of steam before they could reach the

red-hot trunk and snapping branches. Even left to itself, the
poplar, once ignited, would have burnt to the ground with
startling rapidity ; for its core was dry and light as tinder, its

wood was eaten through by innumerable worm-holes, and the
hollow centre of mouldering dry-rot, where children had loved
to play at hide-and-seek, acted now like a roaring chimney flue,

with a flerce draught that carried up the circling eddies of

smoke and flame in mad career to the topmost branches. But
the fumes of the petroleum, rendered instantly gaseous by the
electric heat, made the work of destruction still more instan-

taneous, terrible, and complete than it would have proved if

left to unaided nature. The very atmosphere resolved itself into

one rolling pillar of fluid flame. The tree seemed enveloped in
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a shroud of fire. All human eflfort must be powerless to resist

it. The poplar dissolved almost as if by magic with a wild
rapidity into its prime elements.

A man must be a man come what may. Hugh leaped towards
the window and flung it open wildly. " I must go !

" he cried.
•' Ring the bell for the servants." The savage glee in his voice

was well repressed. His enemy was low, laid prone at his* feet,

but he would at least pretend to some spark of magnanimity.
" We must get out the hose

!

" he exclaimed. " We must try to

gave it
!

" Winifred clung to his arm in horror. " Let it burn
down, Hughl" she cried. "Who cares for the poplar? I'd

sooner ten thousand poplars burned to the ground than that

you should venture out on such an evening !

"

Her hand on his arm thrilled through him with horror. Her
words stung him with a sense of his meanness. Something
very like a touch of remorse came over his spirit. He stooped
down and kissed her tenderly. The next flash struck over
towards the sandhills. The thunder was rolling gradually
seaward.
Hugh slept but little that eventful night ; his mind addressed

itself with feverish eagerness to so many hard and doubtful
questions. He tossed and turned and asked himself ten thou-
sand times over—was the tree burnt through—burnt down to

the ground? Were the roots and trunk consumed beyond
hope—or rather beyond fear—of ultimate recovery ? Was the
hateful poplar really done for ? Would any trace remain of the
barrels that had held the tell-tale petroleum ? any relic be left

of the iluhmkorfif Induction Coil? What jot or tittle of the
evidence of design would now survive to betray and convict

him ? What ground for reasonable suspicion would Winifred
see that the firr was not wholly the result of accident ?

But when next morning's light dawned and the sun arose

upon the scene of conflagration, Hugh saw at a glance that all

his fears had ibdeed been wholly and utterly groundless. The
poplar was as though it had never existed. A bare black patch
by the mouth of the Char, covered with ash and dust and
cinder, alone marked the spot where the famous tree had once
stood. The very roots were burned deep into the ground. The
petroleum had done its duty bravely. Not a trace of design
could be observed anywhere. The Ruhmkorflf Induction Coil

had melted into air. Nobody ever so much as dreamed that
human handicraft had art or part in the burning of the cele-

brated Whitestrand poplar. The Times gave it a line of passing
regret ; and the Trinity House deleted it with pains as a lost

landmark from their sailing directions.

Hugh set his workmen instantly to stub up the roots. And
Winifred, gazing mournfully next day at the ruins, observed

.^i
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with a sigh :
" You never liked the dear old tree, Hugh ; and it

seems as if fate had interposed in your favour to destroy it. I'm
sorry it's gone ; but I'd sacrifice a hundred such trees any day
to have you as kind to me as you were last evening."
The saying smote Hugh's heart sore. He played nervously

with the button of his coat. "I wish you could have kept it,

Winnie," he said not unkindly. " But it's not ray fault.—And I

bear no malice. I'll even forgive you for telhng me I'd never
make a poet ; though that, you'll admit, was a hard saying. I

think, my child, if you don't mind, I'll ask HatLorley down next
week to visit us.—There's nothing like adverse opinion to

improve one's work. Hatherley's opinion is more than adverse.

I'd like his criticism on ' A Life's Philosophy* before I rush into

print at last with the greatest and deepest work of my lifetime."

That same evening, as it was growing dusk, Warren Relf and
Potts, navigating the Mud-Turtle ar©und by sea from Yarmouth
Eoads, put in for the night to the Char at Whitestrand. They
meant to lie by for a Sunday in the estuary, and walk across the
fields, if the day proved fine, to service at Snade. As they
approached the mouth they looked about in vain for the familiar

landmark. At first they could hardly believe their eyes : to men
who knew the east coast well, the disappearance of the White-
strand poplar from the world seemed almost as incredible as the

sudden removal of the Bass Rock or the Pillars of Hercules.

Nobody would ever dream of cutting down that glory of Suffolk,

that time-honoured sea-mark. But as they strained their eyes

through the deepening gloom, the stern logic of facts left thera

at last no further room for syllogistic reasoning or a priori

scepticism. The Whitestrand poplar was really gone. Not a
stump even remained as its relic or its monument.
They drove the yawl close under the shore. The current was

setting out stronger than ever, and eddying back against the

base of the roots with a fierce and eager swirling movement.
Warren Relf looked over the bank in doubt at the charred and
blackened soil beside it. He knew in a second exactly what had
happened •* Massinger has burned down the poplar. Potts," ho
cried aloud. He did uot add, " because it stood upon the very

spot where Elsie Challoner threw herself over." But he knew
it was so. They turned the yawl up stream once more. Then
Warren Relf murmured in a low voice, more than half to him-
self, but in solemn accents :

" So much the worse in the end for

Whitestrand."
All the way up to the Fisherman's Rest he repeated again and

again below his breath: "So much the worse in the end for

Whitestrand."

r
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CHAPTER XXX.

THE BARD IN HARNESS.

" I NEVER felt more astonished in my life," Hatherley remarked
one day some weeks later to a chosen circle at the Oheyne Row
Club, "than I felt on the very first morning of my visit to

Whitestrand. Talk about being driven by a lady, indeed ! Why,
that frail little woman's got the Bard in harness, as right and
as tight as if he were a respectable cheesemonger.—What on
earth do you think happened ? As the Divine Singer and I were
starting out, stick in hand, for a peregrination of the estate—or

what there is left of it—if that perky little atomy didn't poke
her fuzzy, tow-bewigged head out of the dining-room window,
and call out in the most matter-of-fact tone possible :

* Hugh,
if you're going to the village to-day, mind you don't forget to

bring me back three kippered herrings
!

'
—

' Three what 1 ' said

I, scarcely believing my ears.
—

* Three kippered herrings,* that

unblushing little minx repeated in an audible voice, wholly un-
abashed at the absurdity of her request.

—
* Well,' said I, in a

fever of surprise, 'it may be all right when you've got them
well in hand, you know ; but you'll admit, Mrs. Massinger, that's

not the use to which we generally put immortal minstrels!'

—

' Oh, but this is such a very mild specimen of the genus,

though 1' Mrs. Massinger answered, laughing carelessly.—

I

looked at the Bard with tremulous awe, expecting to see the

angry fire in his cold gray eye flashing forth like the leven bolt

from heaven to scath and consume her. Not a bit of it. Nary
scath ! The Immortal Singer merely took out his tablets from
his waistcoat pocket and made a note of the absurd commission.
And when we came home again an hour afterwards, I solemnly
assure yoa he was carrying those three identical kippered
herrings, wrapped up in a sheet of dirty newspaper, in the very
hand that wrote * The Death of Alaric*—It's too surprising. The
Bard's done for. His life is finished. There the Man stops.

The Husband and Father may drag out a wretched domestic
existence yet for another twenty years. But the Man is dead,

hopelessly dead. Julius Ccosar himself's not more utterly

defunct. That girl has extinguished him."
" hxQ there any children, then ? " one of the chosen circle put

in casually.

"Children! No. Bar twins, the plural would surely be
premature, so far. There was a child born just after old Mrs.
Meysey's death, I believe ; but it came to nothing—a mere
abortive attempt at a son and heir—and left the mother a poor
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wreck, her own miserable faded photograph. She was a nice
little girl enough, in her small way, when she was here in town

;

amusing and sprightly ; but the Bard has done for her, as she's

done for the Bard. It's a mutual annihilation society, like

Stevenson's Suicide Club on a more private platform.—He seems
to have crushed all the giddy girlishness out of her. The fact

is, this is a case of incompatibility of disposition—for which
cause I believe you can get a divorce in Illinois or some other
enlightened Far Western conununity. You can't stop three days
at Whitestrand without feeling there's a skeleton in the house
somewhere 1

"

The skeleton in the house, long carefully confined to its

native cupboard, had indeed begun to perambulate the Hall in

open daylight during the brief period of Hatherley's visit. He
reached the newly remodelled home just in time to dress for

dinner. When he descended to the ill-lighted drawing-room,
five minutes late—Whitestrand could boast no native gas-

supply, and candles are expensive—he gave his arm with a
sense of sclomn obligation to poor dark-clad Winifred.
Mrs. Massinger was indeed altered—sadly altered. Three
painful losses in quick succession had told upon that slender

pale young wife. She showed her paleness in her deep black
dress : colours suited Winifred : in mourning, she was hardly
even pretty. The little " arrangement in pink and white " had
faded almost into white alone: the pinkness had proved a
fleeting pigment : she was not warranted fast colours. But
Hatherley did his best with innate gallantry not to notice the

change. Fresh from town, crammed with the last good things

of the Cheyne Kow and Mrs. Bouverie Barton's Wednesday
evenings, he tried hard with conscientious efforts to keep the

conversation from flagging visibly. At first he succeeded with
creditable skill; and Hugh, looking across at his wife with a
curious smile, said in a tone of genuine pleasure :

" How delight-

ful it is, after all, Winnie, to get a hold of somebody, direct from

the real Kvt world of London, in the midst of our fossilized

antediluvian Whitestrand society !—I declare, Hatherley, it does

one's heart good, like champagne, to listen to you. A breath of

Bohemia blows across Suffolk the moment you arrive. Poor
drowsy, somnolent, petiified Suffolk 1

• Silly Suffolk,' even the

aborigines themselves call it. It's catching, too. I'm almost

beginning to fall asleep myself, by force of example."

At the words, Winifred fired up in defence of her native

county. " I'm sure, Hugh," she said with some asperity, " I

don't know why you're always trying to run down Suffolk ! If

you didn't like us, you should have avoided the shire
; you

should have carried your respected presence elsewhere. Suffolk
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never invited you to honour it with your suflfrages. You came
and settled here of your own free will. And who could be nicer

or more cultivated, if it comes to that, than some of our Suffolk

aborigines, as you call them ? Dear old Mrs. Walpole at the

vicarage, for example."
Hugh balanced an olive on the end of his fork. "An amiable

old Hecuba," he answered provokingly. "What's Hecuba to

me, or I to Hecuba ? Her latest dates are about the period of

the siege of Troy, or, to be more precisely accurate, the year
1850. She's extremely well read, 1 grant you that, in Bulwer
Lytton and the poets of the Regency. She adores Cowper, and
considers Voltaire a most dangerous writer. She has even heard
of Bismarck and Bulgaria ; and she understands that a young
<man named Swinburne has lately published some very objection-

able and unwholesome verses, not suited to the cheek of the

young person.—The idea of sticking me down with people like

inat, who never read a line of Browning in their lives, and ask
if Mr. William Morris 'the upholsterer,' who furnished and
decorated our poor little drawing-room, is really a brother of

that eccentric and rather heterodox preacher !-*-My dear
Hatherley, when you come down, I feel like a man who has
breathed fresh air on some high mountain—stimulated and
invigorated. You palpitate with actuality. Down here, we
stagnate in the seventeenth century."

Winifred bit her lip with vexation, but said nothing. It was
evident the subject was an unpleasant one to her. But she at

least would not trot out the skeleton. Women are all for due
concealment of your dirty linen. It is men who insist on wash-
ing it in public.

Next morning—the morning of the kippered herring adven-
ture—Hugh showed Hatherley round the Whitestrand estate.

Hatherley himself was not, to say the truth, in the best of

humours. Mrs. Massinger was dull and not what she used to

be : she obviously resented his bright London gossip, as throw-
ing into stronger and clearer relief the innate stupidity of her
ancestral Suffolk. The breakfast was bad; the coffee sloppy;
and the dishes sugj-^ested too obvious reminiscences of the
joints and entrees at last night's dinner. Clearly, the Mas-
singers were struggling hard to keep up appearances on an in-

sufficient income. They were stretching their means much too

thin. The Morris drawing-room was all very well in its way,
of course; but tulip-pattern curtains and De Morgan pottery
don't quite make up for a rechauffe of kidneys. Moreover, a
suspicion floated dimly through the air that to-morrow's dawn
would see those three kippered herrings as the sole alternative

to the curried drumsticks left behind as a legacy by this

evening's roast chicken. Hatherley was an epicure, like most

mmmm
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dub-bred men, and his converse for the day took a colour from
the breakfast table for good or for evil. So he started out that
morning in a dormant ill-humour, prepared to teaso and
"draw" Massinger, who had had the bad taste to desert
Bohemia for dull respectability and ill-paid Squiredom in the
wilds of Suffolk.

Hugh showed him first the region of the sandhills. The
sandhills were a decent bit to begin with. " iEolian sands !

"

Hatherley murmured contemplatively as Hugh mentioned the
name. "How very pretty! How very poetical! You can
hardly regret it yourself, Massinger, this overwhelming of your
salt marshes by the shifting sands, when you reflect at leisure it

was really done by anything with so sweet an epithet as ^olian."
"I thought so once," Hugh answered dryly, with obvious

distaste, " when it was the property of my late respected father-
in-law. But circumstances alter cases, you know, as somebody
once remarked with luminous platitude; and since I came into
the estate myself, to tell you the truth, I can't forgive the
beastly sands, even though they happen to be called iEolian."

"JEolian sands," Hatherley repeated once more, half aloud,
with a tender reluctance. ** Curious ; thero's hardly any word
in the language to rhyme with so simple a sound as Jiilolian.

Tmolian does it, of course ; but Tmolian, you see, is scarcely

English, or if English at all, only by courtesy. There's a fellow

called Croll, I believe, who's invented a splendid theory of his

own about the Glacial Epoch ; but I've never seen it anywhere
described in print as the Crollian hypothesis. One might coin
the adjective, of course, on the analogy of Darwinian and
Carlylese and Euskinesque and Tennysonian ; but it's scarcely

legitimate to coin a word for the sake of a rhyme, .ffiolian—

Crollian : the jingle would only go down, I'm afraid, in geolo-

gical circles."

Hugh's lip curled contemptuously. He had passed through
all that: he knew its hollowness only too well—the merely
literary way of regarding things. Time was when he himself
had seen in everything but a chance for crisp and telling

epigrams, an opening for a particular rhyme or turn of phrase.

Nowadays, however, all that was changed : he knew better : he
was a practical man—a Spuire and a landlord. "My dear
fellow," he said, with some slight acerbity peeping through the

threadbare places in his friendly tone, "men talk like that

when they're hopelessly young. Contact with affairs makes o

man soon forget phrases. We deal in facts, not words, when
we finally arrive at years of discretion. I think now of the
reality of the blown sand—the depreciation and loss of rent-^
not the mere prettiness of the sound ^olian."
"Yes, I know, my dear boy," Hatherley answered, in his

vi
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Eatronizing way, scarcely smearing his barb with delusive

oney. " You've gone over to the enemy now : you've elected

to dwell in the courts of Glath: you're no longer of Ours:
you're an adopted I'hilistine. Deserters do well to fight in

defence of their new side. You'd rather have your wretched
fat salt marshes, with their prize oxen and their lean agues,
than all these pretty little tumbled sandhills that make such a
fairyland of mimic hillsides.—Don't say you wouldn't, for I
know you would: you descend on stepping-stones of your dead
self, the opposite way from Tennyson's people, to lower things

—even to the nethermost abysses of Philistia."

Hugh swung his cane uneasily in his hand. He remembered
only too well that summer afternoon when he himself—not yet
a full-fledged squireen—had indulged in that self-same rhyme
of '* ^olian," " Tmolian," before the astonished face of old Mr.
Meysey. He remembered the magnificent long-horned High-
land cattle

—" Bulls that walk the pastures in kingly-flashing

coats," he had called them that day, after George Meredith.
He knew now they were only old Grimes's black Ayrshires,
fattened for market upon the rank salt-marsh vegetation.
" Well, you see, Hatherley," he said, with a 'certain inward
consciousness of appearing to his friend at an appalling disad-

vantage, " we must look at practical matters from a practical

standpoint. Government's behaved scandalously to the land-

owners about the protection of the Suffolk foreshore. These
sandhills tell upon a fellow's income. If tlie sand could only be
turned into gold dust——"

Hatherley interrupted him with a happy thought. "
' Where

Afric's sunny fountains Roll down their golden sand,' " he cried

with an attitude. "If the Char were only Pactolus, now, 'a
fellow's income * would be still intact. There's the very rhyme
for you. '^olian —*Pactolian :' you can write a sonnet to it

embodying that notion.—At least you could havo written one,

in the good old days, when you were still landless and still

immortal. But in tiiese latter times, as you say yourself, con-

tact with affairs has certainly made yon forget phrases.—^You've

come down from Olympus to be a Suffolk Squire. You'll admit
it yourself, there's been a terrible falling off, of late, you know
—one can't deny it—in your verses, Massinger."

** Bohemia is naturally intolerant of seceders," Hugh an-
swered gloomily. "Each man sees in his neighbour's back-
sliding the premonition of his own proximate downfall.—You
will marry in time, and migrate, even you yourself, to fixed

quarters in Askelon.—Prague's a capital town to secure
lodgings in for some weeks of one's youth, but it's not the
precise place where a man would like to settle down for a
whole lifetime."
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They walked along in silence for a while, each absorbed in
his own thoughts—Uatherloy ruminating upon this melancholy
spectacle of a degenerate son of dear old Gheyno Row gono
wrong for ever : Massinger reflecting in his own mind upon tJio

closer insight into the facts of life which property, with its

cares and responsibilities, gives one—when he suddenly halted
with a short sharp whistle at the turn of the pnth. " Whew! '*

he cried ;
" why, what the dickens is this ? The poplar's dis-

appeared—at least, its place, I mean."
" Ah, yes ! Mrs. Massinger told mo all about that unlucky

poplar when you were gone last night," Hatherloy answered
cheerfully. " The only good object in the view, she said—and I

can easily believe her, to judge by the remainder. It got struck
by lightning one stormy night, and disappeared then and there
entirely!"

"This is strange—very strange!" Hup,h went on to himself,

never heeding the babbling interruption. '* The sand's clearly

collected on this side of late. There's a distinct hummock
here, like the ones at Grimes's.—I wonder what on earth these

waves and mounds of sand can mean ?—Tho wind's not going
to attack this side of the river, too, is it ?

"

" Ah, Squoire," a man at work in the field put in, coming up
to join them, and leaning upon his pitchfork—** ah'm glad yo've
come to see it yourself, naow. That's jest what it be. The
sand's a-driftin*. Ah said to Tom, the night the thunderbolt
took th' owd poplar—ah said: 'Torn,* says ah, *that there
poplar were the only bar as stopped the river an' the sand from
shifting. It's shifted all along till it's reached the poplar; an*

naow it'll shift an' shift an' shift till it gets to Lowestoft or
mayhap +0 Norwich.'—An' if yo'U look, Squoire, yo'U see for

yourself—the river's acshally runnin' zackly where the tree had
used to stand ; an' the sand's a-driftiu' an' a-driftin', same as it

allays drift down yonner at Grimes's. An* it's my belief it'll

never stop till it's swallowed up the Hall and the whole o*

Whitestrand.**

Hugh Massinger gazed in silence at the spot where the
Whitestrand poplar had once stood with an utter feeling of

sinking helplessness taking possession at once of his heart and
bosom. A single glance told him beyond doubt the man was
right. The poplar had stood as the one frail barrier to the

winds and waves of the German Ocean. He had burnt it down,
by wile and guile, of deliberate intent, that night of the thunder-

storm, to get rid of the single mute witness to Elsie's suicide.

And now, his Nemesis had worked itself out. The sea was
advancing, inch by inch, with irresistible march, against doomed
Whitestrand.;

Inch by inch! Nay, yard by yard. Gazing across to the
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opposite bank, and roughly measuring the distance with his

eye, Hugh saw the river had been diverted northward many
feet since he last visited the site of the poplar. He always
avoided that hateful spot: the very interval that had elapsed

since his last visit enabled him all the better to gauge at sight

the distance the river had advanced meanwhile in its silent

invasion.
" I must get an engineer to come down and see to this," he

said shortly. '* We .must put up a breakwater ourselves, I

suppose, sinee a supine administration refuses to help us.—

I

wonder who's the proper man to go to for breakwaters ? I'd

wire to town to-night, if I knew whom to wire to, and check the
thing before it runs any farther."

" What's that Swinburne says ? " Hatherley asked musingly.
*' I forget the exact run of the particular lines, but they occur
somewhere in the * Hymn to Proserpine *

—

' Will ye bridle the deep sea with reins ? will ye chasten the high sea with
rods?

Will ye take her to chain her with chains who is older than all, ye gods ? >

I don't expect, my dear boy, your engineer will do much for

you. Man's but a pigmy before these natural powers. A
breakwater's helpless against the ceaseless dashing of the
eternal sea."

Hugh Massinger almost lost his temper—especially when he
reflected with bitter self-abasement that those were the very
lines he had quoted to Elsie—in his foolish pre-territorial days
—about Mr. Meysey's sensible proposals for obtaining an
injunction against the German Ocean. " Eternal sea 1 Eternal
fiddlesticks

!

" he answered testily. " It's all very well for you to

talk ; but it's a matter of life and death to me, this checking
the inroads of your eternal humbug. Eternal sea, indeed 1

What utter rubbish! It's the curse of the purely literary

intellect that it never looks at Things at all, but only at
Phrases.—We've got to built a breakwater, that's what it comes
to. And a breakwater '11 run into a pot of money."

" Pity the old tree ever got burnt down, anyhow, to begin
with," Hatherley murmured low, endeavouring, now he had
fairly drawn his man, to assume a sympathetic expression of
countenance.
"No!" Hugh thundered back savagely at last, unable to

control himself. " Having to build a breakwater's bad enough

;

but I wouldn't have that hateful old tree back again there for

all the gold that ever flowed in that Pactolus you chatter about.—^Leave the tree alone, I say. Confound it 1 I hate itl

"

They walked back slowly to the Hall in silence, passing
through the village even so, out of pure habit, for the three

\
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herrings. Hugh was evidently very much put out. Hathorloy
considered him even rude and bearish. A man should restrain
himself before the faces of his guests. At the door, Ilathorley
strolled off round the garden walks and lit a cigar. Hugh went
up to his own dressing-room.
The rest Hatherley never knew; he only knew that at

dinner that night Mrs. Massinger's eyes were red and sore with
crying. For when Hugh reached his own room—that pretty
little dressing-room with the pomegranate wall-paper and tho
pale blue Lahore hangings—he found Winifred fiddling at his
private desk, a new tall black-walnut desk with endless drawers
and niches and pigeon-holes. A sudden something rose in his
throat as he saw her fumbling at the doors of the cabinet.
Where had she found that carefully guarded key?—Aha, he
knew I That fellow Hatherley !—Hatherley had taken a cigar
from his case as they went out for their stroll together that
luckless morning ; and instead of returning the case to its owner,
had laid it down in his careless way on the study table. Ho
always kept the key concealed in the case.—Winifred must
accidentally have found it, and tried to worm out her husband's
secrets.—He hated such meanness in other people. How much,
he wondered, had she found out now after all for her trouble ?

Ah!
They both cried out in one voice together ; for Winifred had

opened a pigeon-hqle box with the special key, and was looking
intently with rigid eyes at—a small gold watch and a bundle of

letters.

With a wild dart forward, Hugh tore them from her grasp
Imd crunched them in his hand ; but not before Winifred had
seen two things : first, that the watch was a counterpart of her
own—the very watch Hugh had given to Elsie Challoner;
second, that the letters were in a familiar hand—no other hand
than Elsie Challoner's.

She fronted him long with a pale cold face. Hugh took the
watch and letters before her very eyes, and lo'jked them up again
in their pigeon-hole, angrily. " So this is how you play the spy
upon me 1 " he cried at last with supreme contempt in his voice

and manner.
But Winifred simply answered nothing. She burst into a

fierce wild flood of tears. " I knew it !
'* she moaned in an

agony of slighted affection. " I knew it 1 I knew it
!

"

So, after all, in spite of her flight and her pretended coolness,

Elsie was corresponding still with her husband I Gruel, cruel,

cruel Elsie! Yet why had she given him back his watch
again? That was more than Winifred could ever explain in

her simple philosophy. She could only cry and cry her eyes

out.
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CHAPTER XXXL

Ml

COMING ROUND.

"When Warren Rolf steered back his barque to San Heme and
Elsie that next autumn, ho had not yet exactly been " boomed,"
as Edie had predicted ; but his artistic or rather his business

prospects had improved considerably through the intoryening
summer. Hatherloy's persistent friendly notices of his work in

the Charing Cross Review, and Mitchison's constant flow of

rhapsodies about his "charming morbidezza" in West End
drawing-rooms, had begun to bring his sea-pieces at last more
prominently into notice. The skipper of the Mud- Turtle had
gone up one. It was the mode to speak of him now in artistic

coteries, no longer as a melancholy instance of well-meaning
failure, but as a young man of rising though misunderstood
talent. His knowledge of " values " was allowed to be profound.
If you wished to lead the fore-front of opinion, indeed, you re-

ferred familiarly in a parenthetical side-sentence to "genius
like Burne Jones's, or Rolfs, or Watts's." To be sure, he didn't

yet sell; but it was understood in astute buying circles that

people who could pick up an early Belf dirt cheap and were
prepared to hang on long enough to their purchase, would be
sure in the end to see the colour of their money. It was even
asserted by exceptionally knowing connoisseurs at the Bur-
lington and the Savage that that colour would most probably
have changed meanwhile, by the subtle alchemy of unearned
increment, from silvery white to golden yellow. Warren Rolf

sat perched on the flowing tide of opportunism ; and all critics

are abandoned opportunists by use and by nature. They in-

variably salute the rising sun; the coming man has their

warmest suffrages.

That winter at San Remo was the happiest Warren had yet

passed there ; for he began to perceive that Elsie was relenting.

In a timid, tremulous, shamefaced, unacknowledged soirt of way,
she was learning little by little to love him. She would not
confess it at first, i^;ven to herself. Elsie was too much of a
woman to admit in the intimacy of her own heart, far less in

the ear of any outside confidante, that having once lo^ed Hugh
she could now veer round and love Warren. The sense of

personal consistency runs deep in women. They can't oear to

turn their backs upon their dead selves, even though it be in

order to rise to higher and ever higher planes of afi'e<!tion and
devotion. Still, in spite of everything, Elsie Ghalloner grew by
degrees dimly aware that she did actually love the quiet young
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marine painter. She had a hard stmgglo with herself, to Ih)

sure, before she could quite recognize the fact ; but she recog-
nized it at last, and in her own heart frankly admitted it.

Warren was not indeed externally brilliant and yiyid, liko

Hugh ; he didn't sparkle with epigram and repartee ; the soul
that was in hira lot itself out moro fully and freely on quiet
canyas, in beautiful dreamy poetic imaginings, than in the
feverish give-and-tako of modern society. It let itself out more
fully and freely, too, in the gentle repose of ttite-d-ti'te talk than
in the stimulating atmosphere of a big dining-room, or of Mrs.
Bouvorio Barton's celebrated Wednesday evening receptions.

But while Hugh scintillated, Warren Relf's nature burned rather
with a clear and steady flame. It was easy enough for anybody
to admire Hugh ; his strong points glittered in the eye of day

:

only those who dip a little below the surface ever reached the
profounder depths of good and beauty that lay hid in such a
mind as Warren's. Yet Elsie felt in her own soul it was a truer
thing after all to love Warren than to love Hugh ; a greater
triumph to have won Warren's deep and earnest regard than to

have impressed Hugh's fancy once with a selfish passion. Sho
felt all that ; but being a woman, of course she never acknow-
ledged it. Sho went on fighting hard against her own heart, on
behalf of the old dead worse love, and to the detriment of tho
new and living better one ; and all the while she pretended to
herself she was thereby displaying her profound affection and
her noble consistency. She must never marry Warren, whom
she truly loved, and who truly loved her, for the sake of that

Hugh who had never loved her, and whom she herself could
never have loved had she only known him as he really was in all

his mean and selfish inner nature. That may be foolish, but it's

intensely womanly. We must take women as they are. They
were made so at first, and all our philosophy will never mend it.

She Couldn't endure that any one should imagine she had
forgotten her love and her sorrow for Hugh. She couldn't

endure, after her experience with Hugh, that any man should
take her, thus helpless and penniless. If she'd been an heiress

like Winifred, now, things might perhaps have been a little

different ; if by marrying Warren she could have put him in a
position to prosecute his art, us she would have wished him to

prosecute it, without regard for the base and vulgar necessity

of earning bread-and-cheese for himself and his family, sho

might possibly have consented in such a case to forego her own
private and personal feelings, and to make him happy for art's

sake and humanity's. But to burden his strugghng life still

further, when she knew how little his art brought him, and how
much he longed to earn an income for his mother and Edie to

retire upon

—

that she couldn't bear to faco for a moment. She

1

1

i

I

.1 •

I »

if
-til J

Ml



220 THI8 MORTAL COIL.
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would dismiss the subject; sh<) would make him feel she could
never be his ; it was only tantalising poor kind-hearted Warren
to keep him dangling about any lo:tger.

" Elsie," he said tc her one day o^ the hills, as they strolled

together, by oliye and pinewood, among the asphodels and
anemones, "I had another letter from London this morning.
The market's looking up. Benson has sold the 'Bade do
Villefranche.'"

"I'm so glad, Warren," Elsie answered warmly. "It's a

sweet picture—one of your loveliest. Did you get a good price

fori ?"

"Forty guineas. That's not so bad as prices go. So I'm
going to buy Edie that new dinner dress you and I were talking

about. I know you won't mind running over to Mentone and
choosing some nice stuff at the draper's there for me. Things are

looking up. There's no doubt I'm rising in the English market.
My current quotations improve daily. Benson says he sold that

bit to a rich American. Americans, if you can once manage to

catch them, are capital customers—'patrons,' I suppose, one
ought to say ; but I decline to be patronized by a rich American.
I think ' customer,* after all, a much truer and sincerer word

—

ten thousand times as manly and independent."
" So I think too. I hate patronage. It savours of flunkeydom

;

betrays the toadyism of fashionable art—the * Portrait-of-a-

Gtentleman ' style of painting.—But, oh, Warren, I'm so sorry

the Eade's to be transported to America. It's such a graceful,

delicate, dainty little picture. I quite loved it. To me tha'j

seems the most terrible part of all an artist's trials and troubles.

There you toil and moil and slave and labour at one of your
exquisite, poetical, self-absorbing pictures ; you throw a part of

your life, a share of your soul, a piece of your own inner spiritual

being, on to your simple square of dead canvas
;
you make it

live and breathe and feel almost
;
you work away at it, absorbed

and entranced in it, living in it and dreaming of it, for days and
weeks and months together

;
you give it a thousand last long

loving touches
;
you alter and correct, and improve and modify

;

you wait till it all absolutely satisfies your own high and
exacting critical standard ; and then, after you've lavished on it

your utmost care and skill and pains—after you've learned to

know and to love it tenderly—after it's become to you some-
thing like your own child—an offspring of your inmost and
deepest nature—you sell it away for prompt cash to a rich
American, who'll hang it up in his brand-new drawing-room at

St. Louis or Chicago between two horrid daubs by fashionable
London or Paris painters, and who'll say to his friends with a
smile after dinner :

* Yes, that's a pretty little thing enough in

its way, that tiny sea-piece there. I gave forty guineas in Eng-

ta)ttm»mmmmii»itim>t
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land for that: it*s byEelfofLondoD.—But observe this splendid
" Cleopatra " over here, just above the sideboard : she's a real
Sa-and-so '—torture itself will not induce the present chronicler
to name the particular painter of fashionable nudities whom
Elsie thus pilloried on the scaffold of her high disdain— 'I
paid for that, sir, a cool twenty thousand dollars!

'

"

Warren smiled a smile of thrilling pleasure, and investigated
his boots with shy timidity. Such sympathy from her out-
weighed a round dozen of American purchasers. " Thank you,
Elsie," he said simply. " That's quite true. I've felt it myself.—
But still, in the end, all good work, it it's really good, will appeal
somehow, at some time, to somebody, somewhere. I confess I
often envy authors in that. Their finished work is impressed
upon a thousand copies, and scattered broadcast over all the
world. Sooner or later it's pretty sure to meet the eyes of most
among those who are capable of appreciating it.—But a painting
is a much more monopolist product. If the wrong man happens
at first to buy it and to carry it into the wholly wrong society,

the painter may feel for the moment his work is lost, and his
time thrown away, so far as any direct appreciation or loving
sympathy with his idea is concerned.—Still, Elsie, it gets its

reward in due time. When we're all dead and gone, some soul
will look upon the picture and be glad. And it's a great thing
to have sold the Eade, anyway, because of the dear old Mater
and Edie.—I'm able to do a great deal more for them now ; I

hope I shall soon be in a position to keep them comfortably.

—

And do you know, somehow, these last few years—I'm ashamed
to say it, but it's the fact none the less—I've begun to feel a
sort of nascent desire to be successful, Elsie."

Elsie dropped her voice a tone lower. " I'm sorry for that,

Warren," she answered shyly.

"Why so?"
Elsie dissimulated. " Because one of the things I most admired

about you when I first knew you was your sturdy desire to do
good work for itt^ own sake, and to leave success to take care of
itself in the dim background."

" But, Elsie, I've many more reasons now to wish for success.—^You know why—I've never told you, but I begin to hope—I've

ventured to hope the last few months—I know it's presumptuous
of me, but still I hope—that when I can earn enough to make a
wife happy "

Elsie stopped dead short at once on the narrow path that
wound in and out among the clambering pine-woods, and front-

ing him full, with her parasol planted firmly on the ground, cut
him olf in a desperately resolute tone :

" Warren, if I wouldn't
marry you unsuccessful, you may be quite sure success at any
rate would never, never induce me to marry you."

MiMM
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It was the first time in all her life she had said a single word
about marriage before him, and Warren therefore at once ac-

cepted it, paradoxically but rightly, as a good omen. ** Then
you love me, Elsie? " he cried, all trembling.

Elsie's heart fluttered with painful tremors. " Don't ask me,
Warren !

" she murmured, thrilling. " Don't make me say so.

—

Don't worm it out of me !—Dear Warren, you know I like you
dearly. I feel and ha^e always felt towards you like a sister.

After all I've suffered, don't torment me any more.—I can never,

never, never murry you I

"

" But you do love me, Elsie ?
"

Elsie's eyes fell irresolute to the ground. It was a hard fight

between love and pride. But Warren's pleading face conquered
in the end. " I do love you, Warren," she answered simply.
" Then I don't mind the rest," Warren cried with a joyous

burst, seizing her hand in his. " If you love me, Elsie, I can
wait for ever. Success or no success, marriage or no marriage,

I can wait for ever. I only want to know you love me."
*' You will have to wait for ever," Elsie answered low. " You

have made me say the word, and in spite of myself I have said

it. I love you, Warren, but I can never, never, never marry
you !

"

"And I say," Edie Eelf remarked with much incisiveness,

when Elsie told her bit by bit the whole story that same evening
at the Villa Eossa, " that you treated him very shabbily indeed,

and that Warren's a great deal too good and kind and sweet to

you. Some girls don't know when they're well off. Warren's
a brick—that's what I call him."

" That's what I call him too," Elsie answered, half tearful.
*' At least I would, if jrick was a word I ever applied to any-
body anywhere. But still—I can never, never, never marry
him!"

*• Thank goodness," Edie said, with a jerk of her head, " 1
wasn't born romantic and hysterical. Whenever any nice good
fellow that I can really like swims into my ken and asks we to

marry him—which unfortunately none of the nice good fellow;^

of my acquaintance show the slightest inclination at present tc*

do—I shall answer him promptly, 'Like a bird—Arthur,* or
Thomas, or Guy, or Walter, or Reginald, or whatever else his

nice good name may happen to be—Mr. Hatherley's is Arthur
— ind proceed at once to make him happy for ever. But some
people seem to prefer tantalizing them. For .my own part, my
dear, I've a distinct preference for making men happy whenever
Eossible. I was born to make a good man hap})y, and I'd make
im happy with the greatest pleasure in life, if only the good
man would recognize my abilities for the production of happi-
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ness, and give me the desired opportunity for translating my
benevolent wishes towards him into actual practice. But good
men are painfully scarce nowadays. They don't swarm. They
retire bashfully. Very few of them seem to float by accident in
their gay shallops towards the port of San Bemo."

CHAPTER XXXII.

ON TRIAL.

Matters at Whitestrand had been going, meanwhile, from bad
to worfeo. Winifred never spoke another word to Hugh about
Elsie's watch. Her pride prevented her. She would not stoop
to demand an explanation. And Hugh had no explanation of
his own to volunteer. No ready lie rose spontaneous to his
lips. He dropped the subject, then and for ever.

But the question of the encroachments could not be quite so
cavalierly dropped: it pressed itself insidiously and silently

upon Hugh's attention. An eminent engineer came down from
London to inspect the sand-drifts, shortly after Hatherley's
visit. By that time, the sand had risen high on the post of the
aggressive notice-board which informed the would-be tourist

explorer, with the usual churlishness and the usual ignorance
of English procedure, that Trespassers would be Prosecuted
with the Utmost Eigour of the Law. The ocean, however,
refused to be terrorized, and trespassed unabashed in the very
face of the alarming notice. Hugh took his new ally down to

inspect the threatened corner of the estate. The eminent
engineer stroked a reflective chin and remarked cheerfully with
a meditative smile that currents were very ticklish things to

deal with, on their own ground : that when you interfered with
the natural course of a current, you never could tell which way
it would go next ; and that diverting it was much like taking a
leap in the dark, as far as probable consequences to the shore
were concerned. After which reassuring vaticinations, the
eminent engineer proceeded at once with perfect confidence to

erect an expensive and ingenious breakwater off the site of the
poplar, which strained the slender balloon of Hugh's remaining
credit to the very verge of its utmost bursting point. A year
passed by in the work of building and throwing out 'be break-
water : and as soon as it was finished, with much acclamation,

a scour set in just round its sides which ate away the grounds
behind even faster than ever. The eminent engineer, pocketing
his cheque, stroked his chin once more in placid contentment,
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and observed with the complacency of a scientific looker-on

:

"Just as I told you. It's impossible to calculate the exact

effect of these things beforehand. The scour will do more
harm than the sea did. We have the satisfaction of knowing,
however, that we've done our duty. Perhaps, now, the safest

thing for the estate would be to turn right round and pull it

all down again."

The estate, in fact, was simply doomed, ^oliau, Pactolian,

indeed : ah me, the irony of it I Those -^olian sands were over-
whelming Whitestrand. The poplar had formed its one frail

support. In destroying the poplar, Hugh had simply outwitted
himself. No earthly science could now repair that fatal step.

Pbyficians were in vain. Engineers and breakwaters were of

no avail. The cruel crawling sea had begun remorselessly to

claim its own, and day after day it claimed it piecemeal.

Nor was that all. Hugh's affairs weie getting more and more
involved in other ways alsi. Those were the days of the
decline of Squiredom. Agricultural depression had told upon
the rents. Turnips were a failure. Mangolds were feeble.

Hessian fly had 'jade waste straw of old Grimes's wheat crops.

Barley had never done so badly for years. Foot-and-mouth
disease and pleuro-pneumonia had combined with American
competition and Australian mutton to lower prices and to

starve landlords. Time was, indeed, when Hugh would have
laughed aloud at the bare idea of oeing seriously affected by
the fall in corn or taking a personal interest in the ridiculous
details of the diseases of cattle. Such loathsome things were
the business of the veterinaries. Now, however, he laughed on
the wrong side of his mouth : he complained bitterly of the
supineness of government in not stamping out the germs of
rinderpest, and in taking so little care of the soil of England.
Buff all his days till then, by political conviction, he began to

go over to the Blues out of sheer chagrin. He doubted the
wisdom of free trade, and coquetted openly with the local

apostles of retributive protection. But rents came in worse and
worse for all that, at each successive Whitestrand audit. The
interest on the mortgage was hard to raise, and the servants'

wages at the Hall, it was whispered about, had fallen into

arrears for a whole quarter. Clearly the young Squire must be
short of funds ; and nothing was afloat to help his exchequer
into safer waters.

But drowning men clin? to the proverbial straw. For his

own part, Hugh had high hopes at first of his " Life's Philo-
sophy." He had trimmed his little bark most cunningly, he
thought, to tempt the stormy sea of popular approbation.
There was the big long poem for heavy ballast, and the songs
and occasional pieces in hJ9 lightest vein for cork belts to

\
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reilress the balance. Sooner or later, the world mnst surely

catch glimpses of the truth, that it still enclosed a great

unknown Poet ! He waited for the storm of applause to begin

;

the critics would doubtless soon get up their concerted psean.

But one day, a few weeks after the volume was published, he
took up a copy of the Bystander^ that most superior review—
the special organ of his own special clique—and read in it with
hushed breath ... a hostile notice of his new and hopeful
volume. His heart sank as he read and read. Line after line,

the sickening sense of failure deepened upon him. It had not
been so in the old days. Then, the critics had hasted to bring
him butter in a lordly dish. But now, all that was utterly

changed. He read with a cheek flushed with indignation. At
last, the review touched bottom. "Mr. Massinger," said his
critic in concluding his notice, " has long since retired, we all

know, into Lowther Arcfidia. There, among the mimic ranges
of the Suffolk sandhills—a doll's paradise of dale and mountain
—he has betaken himself with his pretty little pipe to the green
side of a pretty little knoll, and has tuned his throat to a pretty
little lay, all about a series of pretty little ladies, of the usual
insipid Lowther-Arcc.dian style of beauty. Now, these waxen-
faced damsels somehow fail to interest us. Their cheeks are
all most becomingly red ; their eyes are all most liquidly blue

;

their locks nre all of the yellowest tow; and their philosophy is

a cheap and ineffective mixture of the Elegant Extracts with
the choicest old crusted English morals of immemorial pro-
verbial wisdom. In short, they are unfortunately stuffed with
sawdust. The long poem which gives a title to the volume,
on the other hand, though molluscoid in its flabbiness, is as
ambitious as it is feeble, and as dull as it is involved. Here,
for example, selected from some five hundred equally inflated

stanzas, are the modest views Mr. Massinger now holds on his
own position in the material Cosmos. The scene, we ought to
explain, is laid in Oxford : the time, midnight or a little later

:

and the Bard speaks in jproprid persona :—
((

(

The city lies below me wr^-pped in slumber

:

Mute and unmoved in all her streets she lies :

'Mid rapid thoughts that throng me without number
Flashes the phantom of an old surmise.

Her hopes and fears and griefs are all suspended

:

Ten thousand souls throughout her precmcts take
Sleep, in whose bosom life and death are blended,
And I alone awake.

" * Am I alone the solitary centre
Of all the seeming universe arouno,

With mocking senses, through whose portals enlw
Unmeaning phantasies of sight and sound ?
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Are all the countless minds wherewith I people
The empty forms that float before my eyes

Vain as the cloud that girds the distant steeple

With snowy canopies ?

"
' Yet though the world be but myself unfolded—

Soul bent again on soul in mystic play

—

•

No less each sense and thought and act is moulded
By dead necessities I may not sway.

Some mightier power against my will can move me
;

Some potent nothing force and overawe

:

Though 1 be all that is, I feel above me
The godhead of blind law I

'

" Seven or eight pages of this hysterical, cartilaginous, inver-

tebrate nonsense have failed to convince us that Mr. Massinger
is really, as he seems implicitly to believe, the hub of the
universe, and the sole intelligent or sentient being within the
entire circle of organic creation. Many other poets, indeed,

have thought the same, but few have been so candid as to

express their opinion. We are tempted, therefore, to conclude
our notice of our Bard's singular views as to Mr. Massinger's
Place in Nature with a small apologue, in his own best manner,
which wo will venture to entitle

—

"•MARINE PHILOSOPHY IN SILLY SUFFOLK.
*•

'A jellyfish swam an East Anglian sea,

And he stiid, "This world, it consists of me.
There's nothing above, and there's nothing below,
That a jellyfish ever can possibly know

—

Since we've got no sight or hearing or smell—
Beyond what our single sense can tell.

Now all we can learn from the sense of touch
Is the fact of our feelings, viewed as such

;

But to think they have any external cause
Is an inference clean against logical laws.
Again, to suppose, as I've hitherto done,
There are other jellyfish under the sun
Is a pure assumption that can't be backed
By one jot of proof or one single fact

:

And being a bit of a submarine poet,

I've written some amateur lines to show it.

In fact (like Hume) I distinctly doubt
If there's anything else at all about

:

For the universe simply centres in me,
And if I were not, why nothing would be I

••

Just then, a sharkj who was passing by,
Gobbled him down, in the twink of an eye

:

And he died, with a few convulsive twists

:

—But, somehow, the universe still exists.'

"

Hugh laid down the Bystander on the table by his side with a
burning sense of wrong and indignation. The measure he
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himself had often meted to othe.^, therewithal had it been
meted to him; and he reah'zed now in his own person the
bitterness of the stings he had often inflicted out of pure
wantonness on endless young and anonymous authors. And
how unjust, too, this sweeping condemnation, when he came to

think of his splendid " Ode to Manetho," his touching " Lines
on the Death of a Skye Terrier," his exquisitely humorous
" Song of Fee-faw-fum !

" He knew they were good, every verse
and word of them. This was a crushing review, and from his

own familiar friend as well ; for he saw at once from that un-
mistakable style that it was Mitchison who had penned this

cruel criticism. Oheyne Bow had clearly cast oflF her recalci-

trant son. He was to it now an outcast and a pariah, a wicked
deserter to the camp of the Philistines.

At the same moment, Winifred, on the sofa opposite, coughing
her dry little cough from time to time, was flushing painfully over
some funny passage or other she was reading with much gu/jto

in the Charing Cross Review. They seldom spoke unnecessarily
to one another nowadays. They were leading a life of mutual
avoidance, as far as possible, communicating only on strictly

practical topics, when occasion demanded, and not even then in
the most amicable spirit. But just at that moment, Winifred's
flushed face filled Hugh with intense and profound suspicion.

What could «he be reading that made her blush so ?
" Let me bee it," he cried, as Winifred tried to smuggle away

the paper unseen under a pile of magazines.
"No, no! There's nothing in it I" Winifred answered

nervously.
" I must see," Hugh went on, and snatched it from her hand.

Winifred fought hard to tear it or to destroy it. But Hugh
was too strong for her. He caught it and opened it. A single

phrase on a torn page caught his eye as he did so. " Verses
addressed to Mr. Massingor of Whitestrand Hall, formerly a
poet." He glanced at the end. They were signed " A. H."—It

was Arthur Hatherley.

Bohemia had declared open war upon him. He saw why.
Those tell-tale words, " Of Whitestrand Hall," struck the key-
note of its virtrous indignation. And that fellow Keif, too, had
poisoned the mind of Cheyne Row against him. Henceforth, he
might expect no quarter thence. His own familiar friends

had turned to rend him. No more could he hope to roll the
cheerful log. His dream of literary glory was gone—clean
gone—vanished for ever.

Winifred had lifted the paper wliich Hugh flung from him,
and was skimming the Bystander review meanwhile. Her cheek
flushed hotter and redder still. But she said never a word in

any way about it. She wouldn't seem to have noticed the
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attack. " Shall I accept Lady Mortmayne's invitation ? ** she

asked with a chilly heartsinking.

Bohemia had clearly turned against them; but Philistia at

least, Philistia was W^ to console their bosoms. If one can't

be a poet, one can at any rate be a snob. In the bitterness of

his heart, Hugh answered :
" Yes. Go anywhere on earth to a

body with a handle." Then he tried to rouse himself, to put
on a cheerful and unconcerned manner. " I like to patronize

art," he went on with a hard smile, " and as a work of art I

consider Lady Mortmayno almost perfect."

Winifred laid down her paper on the table. " What shall I

say to her?" she asked glassily. She was a timid letter-

writer. Even since their estrangement, Hugh most often

dictated her society notes for her.
" Dear Lady Mortmayne, we shall have great pleasure "

Hugh began with vigour.

*' Isn't *W9 have great pleasure* better English, Hugh?"
Winifred asked quietly, as she examined her nib with close

attention.

"No," Hugh blurted back, "certainly not. Shall have
groat pleasure's quite good enough for me, so I suppose it's good
enough for you too—isn't it ?

"

"I don't know about that. Literary English and society

English are two distinct dialects."

Hugh bit his lip with an angry look. He was getting

positively cruel now. " If you can write so well," he muttered
between his clenched teeth, " write it yourself. * Great pleasure

in accepting your kind invitation for Thursday next.*

"

"Doesn't 'Thursday the 17th 'sound rather more formal?"
Winifred asked once more, looking up from her paper.

"Of course it does. That's just my reason for carefully

avoiding it. Why on earth should you go out of your way to

be so precious formal ? Thursday next's what everybody says
in conversation. Write exactly as you always speak. Formal,
indeed ! Such absurd rubbish with a next-door neighlK)ur 1

"

" But she writes, * Lady Mortmayne requests the pleasure.'

I think I ought to answer her in the third person."
»* That's because she was sending out ever so many invitations

at once, all exactly alike. 'Lady Mortmayne requests the
bother—I mean the pleasure—of Mr. and Mrs. So-and-so's

company.* It's different when you're answering people you
know intimately. You needn't be absolutely wooden then.
Besides, you've got to make that long explanation about those
dahlia roots you remember you promised her. No literary man
in all England would trust himself to write so complicated a
letter as the dahlia roots must make, in the third person. Our
language isn't adapted to it ; it can't be done. But fools rush
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In where angels fear to tread, we all know perfectly. Write it,

if you choose, in the third person."
'• I think I will. I'll begin all over again. Thanks very much

for calling me a fool. I won't return the compliment and call you
an angel. * Mr. and Mrs. Massinger have great pleasure

*

"

" Will have great pleasure !

'*

" Have great pleasure. I prefer it so, thank you. It's better

English. * Have great pleasure in accepting Lady Mortmayne's
kind invitation for Thursday the 17th, and will bring the dahlias

she promised '

"

** Who promised ? Lady Mortmayne ?
"

" Oh, bother ! I mean * the dahlias Mrs. Massinger promised,
which she would have brought before, but she was unfortunately
prevented by her gardener having quite inadvertently

'"

" For Heaven's sake, split it up into short sentences," Hugh
cried, on tenter-hooks. " I couldn't let such a note as that go
out of my house—I mean, our house, Winifred—if my life

depended upon it. A man of letters allow his wife to make
such an exhibition of impossible English ! I won't dictate to

you in the third person—the, thing's impossible: I'll be no
party to murdering our mother tongue—but you might at least

say, 'Mrs. Massinger will at the same time bring the dahlias she
promised Lady Mortmayne. They would have been sent before'

—and so forth, and so forth, in logical clauses. My English
style may not perhaps suit the exalted standard of our friends

in the Bystander, but I can at least avoid running a whole letter

into one long tortuous snake- like sentence. I never lose myself
in the sands of rhetoric. My English will parse, if it won't
construe."

" I wish I was clever," Winifred said, growing red, "and then
I could write my own letters without you."
"'Be good, my child, and let who will be clever:* Charles

Kingsley," Hugh quoted provokingly. " * An honest man's the
noblest work of God :

' Alexander Pope. (I think it was Pope

:

or was it Sam Johnson ?) A placid woman runs him close, ecod

:

Hugh Massinger. Ecod's a powerful weak rhyme, I admit, but
what can yon expect from a mere impromptu ? I only wish all

women were placid. Well, the moral of these three immortal
lines, selected from the worlrs of three poets in three different

ages born (Dryden), is simply this—^you do very well as you are,

VVinifred. Don't seek to be clever. It doesn't suit you. Take
my advice. Leave it alone.—For if you do, you'll find it in the
end a complete failure."
" Hugh 1 You insult me."
"Very well then, my dear. You will be able to exercise

Christian patience and resignation in pocketing the insult—as J
have to do from you very often."

iil



^r

230 THIS MORTAL COIL.

Winifred shut down her writing-caso with a bang and burst,

not into tears, but into an uncontrollable fit of violent coughing.
She coughed and coughed till her face was purple and livid with
the effort. Hugh watched her silently, as hard as adamant
She had often coughed this way of late. The habit was growing
on her. Hugh thought she ought to cure herself of it.

"1 'ihall go up next week again to consult Sir Anthon;^
Wraxall," she said at last, when she recovered her breath, gasp-

ing and choking. " Will you go with me, Hugh?"
" We've no cash now to waste on junketing and gadding about

in town," Hugh answered gloomily. "A pretty time to talk

about riotous living, with the servants' wages all overdue, and
duns bothering at the door for their wretched money. My
presence could hardly give you any appreciable pleasure. You
can stop at the dingy old lodgings in Albert Bow, and Mrs.
Bouverio Barton will help gad about with you. You can trapes

together over half London."
Winifred bowed her poor head down in silence. Her heart

was sick. It was full to bursting. This was all she had bought
with the fee-simple of Whitestrand.
That moment the servant came in with a paper on a tray.

" What is it? " Hugh asked, glancing listlessly towards it.

" It's the Queen's taxes, sir," the maid answered : the financial

crisis had long since compelled them to discharge their last

surviving footman.
"Tell the Queen she must call again," Hugh burst out

savagely. "She can't have them. She may whistle for her
money.—Queen's taxes indeed I The butcher and the baker'U
be calling to get their bills paid next! But they won't suc-
ceed ; that's one comfort. You can't get blood out of a stone,

thank goodness."

''

CHAPTER XXXIII.

AN ARTISTIC EVENT.

" ^lu. Warren Help," said the daintily etched invitation card,
" requests the pleasure of a visit from Mr. and Mrs. Bouverie
Barton and friends to a Private View of his Paintings and
Water-colour Sketches, on Saturday, October the 8rd, from 2.30
to 6 P.M., at 128, Bletchingley Boad, South Kensington."
Such a graceful little invitation card never was seen, neatly

designed by the artist himself, with a bold flight of sea-gulls

engaged in winging their way across the upper left-hand comer;
and a stretch of stormy waves bestridden by a fishing-smack i»
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full career before the brisk breeze occupying the larger part

of its broad face in yery delicate and exquisite outline. When
Winifred Massinger saw it carelessly stuck aside among a heap
of others on Mrs. Bouverie Barton's occasional table in South
Audley Street, she took it up with a start and examined it

closely. "Mr. Warren Relfl'* she cried, in a tone of some
surprise. "Then you know him, Mrs. Uartou? I didn't re-

member he was one of your circle. But there, of course you
know everybody.—What a sweet little etching I

"

" What y Mr. Warren Eelf?—Oh yes, I know him. Not, I'm
afraid, a very successful artist, as yet ; but they say he has merit
—in his own way, merit. And he's rising now; a coming
man, I'm told, in his special line. Mr. Mitchison thinks his

delicacy of touch and purity of colour are something really quite

remarkable. I'm going to see these new pictures of his on
Saturday, if I can sandwich him in edgeways between the
Society for the Higher Education of Women and the Bichter
concert or tea at the MacKinnons'. I've only five engagements
for Saturday. Quite an empty day.—Have you got a card for

the private view yourself, dear ?
"

" No," Winifred answered with a slight blush. " My husband
knew Mr. Belf quite intimately once upon a time ; but the fact

is, somehow, since our marriage, a coolness seems to have sprung
up between them—I don't know why

;
perhaps from the ordinary

human perversity. At any rate, Hugh won't even so much as

see him now. Mr. Relf's been yachting down our way the last

two or three summers, and Hugh positively wouldn't let me ask
him in to have a cup of afternoon tea with us in the garden at

Whitestrand.—But I should like to see his new pictures im-
mensely.—I used to think his pieces awfully funny, I remember,
and quite meaningless, in the old days, down in dear old Suffolk

;

but Mr. Hatherley tells me that was only my unregenerate
nature, and that they're really beautiful—a great deal too good
for me. He considers Mr. Belf a very great painter, and has
wonderful hopes about his artistic future. I wish I could find

out what I thought of them nowadays, after my taste's been
educated and turned topsy-turvy by contact with so much
sesthetic society."

"Well, then, would you like to go with us, dear?" Mrs.
Bouverie Barton asked kindly.

Winifred turned over the card with a wistful look. " It says,
* Mr. and Mrs. Bouverie Barton and friends^ " she repeated with
emphasis. " So of course you can take whoever you like with
you, can't yon, Mrs. Barton ?—Saturday the 3rd, from 2.30 to 6
P.M.—I think I might.—I'll risk it anyhow.—That'd suit me
admirably. My appointment with Sir AntI ony's for two
precisely."

^1

^W
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" Yonr appointment with Sir Anthony ? " Mrs. Barton eohoed
in a grievea undertone.

Winifred coughed—such a nasty dry little backing cough.
" Why, yes, Sir AnL.iony Wraxall," she answered, checking her-

self with some diflBculty from a brief paroxysm of her usual
trouble. " I've come up this week, in fact, on purpose to consult

him. Hugh made me come, my lungs have been so awfully odd
lately. I've sten Sir Anthony twice already ; and he's punched
me'and pummelled me and pulled me about till there's not much
left of me whole anywhere ; so on Saturday he means by sum-
mary process to get rid of the rest of me altogether. Would
you mind calling for me at Sir Anthony's at three sharp? He
gives me an hour, a whole hour ; an unusual concession for a
man whose time's money—worth a golden guinea every three
minutes."

" My dear," Mrs. Bouverie Barton put in tenderly—everybody
knows Mrs. Bouverie Barton, the most charming and sympa-
thetic hostess in literary London—" you hardly seem fit to go
running about town sight-seeing at present.—Does Mr. Massinger
seriously realize how extremely weak and ill you are?—It scarcely

seems to me you ought to be troubling your poor little head
about private views or anything of the sort with a cough like

tiiat upon you."
" Oh, it isn't much, I assure you, dear Mrs. Barton," Winifred

answered with a quiet sigh, the tears coming up into her eyes

as she spoke at the touch of sympathy. '' Hugh 'sn't think
it*s at all serious. I've been a good deal trouble \ worried
of late, that's all.—Sir Anthony'll set mo all right soon.—You
see I've had a great deal of trouble." The tears stood brimming
her poor dim eyes. Wife and mother ba she had been already,

she was still young, very, very young. Her face looked pale and
sadly pathetic.

Mrs. Bouverie Barton raised the small white hand gently in

her own. It was thin and delicate, with long and slender con-
sumptive fingers. Mrs. Barton's mouth grew graver for a
moment. That poor child had suffered much, she thought to

herself, and she nad probably much to suffer in future. How
much, indeed, it was not in Winifred's cramped little nature
to confide to any one.

At 128, Bletchingley Eoad, the ancestral home of all the Belfs
- for one generation—a tiny eight-roomed London house in a
side-street of intense South Kensington—all was bustle and
flutter and feverish excitement. Edie Belf to-day was absolutely

in her element. It was her joy in life, indeed, to compass the
Impossible. And the Impossible now stared her frankly in the

face in the concrete shape of a geometrical aUuidity. She had
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undertaken to make the less contain the greater, all the axioms
of Euclid to the contrary notwithstanding. What are space and
time to a clever won)an ? Of no more importance in her scheme
of things than to Emmanuel Kant or to Shadworth Hrxigson.
The Relfs had issued no fewer than three hundred and twenty
separate invitation cards, each with that extensible india-rubber
clause, "and friends," so capable of indulinito and incalculable

expansion. Now, the little front drawing-room at lilotchingley

Road could just be induced, when tlio furniture was abolished
by Act of Parliament, and the piano removed upstairs to tlio

back bedroom, to accommodate at a pinch some thirty-five

persons, mostly chairless. Three hundred aud twenty invited

guests, plus an indefinite expansion under the casual category of

esultory friends, cannot be reduced by any known process of
arithmetic or mensuration into the limits of a space barely

sufficient to supply standing-room for thirty-five. But that was
just where Edie lielfs organizing genius knew itself in the
presence of an emergency worthy of its steel. When an in-

soluble difficulty dawned serene upon her puzzled view, Edio
Relfs spirits rose at once, Antrous-like, to the occasion, and
soared beyond the narrow and hampering limitations of
mundane geometry. "My dear Edie," Mrs. Relf cried in a
voice of despair, " we can never, never, never pack them in

anyhow."
"Herrings in a b a would find thcmsilves comparatively

roomy and comfortable," Warren murmured, with a glance of

black despondency round the four scanty walls of the tiny

drawing-room. " How on earth could you ever think of

asking so many ?
"

*' Nonsense, my dears I " Edie answered with a confident smile

that presaged Tictory. "Leave that to me. It's my proper
business. I see it all. The commanding officer should never
be hampered by futile predictions of defeat and dishonour.

Of course they won't come, the greater part of thtm. They
never do rush, I regret to say, to inspect your immortal works,
Warren. But still we must arrange, for all that, as if wo
cxi)ected the whole united British people—in case of a rush,

don't you know, mother. Some day, I feel certain the rush will

arrive; a Duke will invest his spare cash in 'Off the Nore;
Morning,* and hang it up visibly to all beholders on the silver-

gilt walls of his own dining-room. The picture-buying classes,

with rolls of money jingling and clinking in their trousers'

pockets, will see and admire that magnificent chtf-d'ceuvre—or

at least, if they don't know how to admire, will determine
to back a Duke's judgment—and will hurry down in their

millions, with blank cheque-books protruding from their flaps,

to crowd the studio and buy up the lot at a valuation. I con-

m
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fess even I should have some difficulty in seating and providing

teajfor the millions. But this lot's easy—a mere bagatelle.

Let me see. We've only sent out cards, I think, for a poor
trifle of three hundred and twenty."
"No," Warren corrected very gravely. "Three hundred

and twenty cards, you mean, for six hundred and forty wives
and husbands."

" Some of them are bachelors, ray dear," Edie answered with
a sagacious nod; "and some old maids, who never by any
chance buy anything. As far as art's conceru'^d, the old maid
may be regarded as a mere cipher. But, for argument's sake,

since you want to argufy, like the parson in the Black Country,
we'll say six hundred. Now, what's six hundred human beings
in a house like this—a mansion—a palace~a perfect Vatican

—

distributed over nearly four hours, and equally diffused

throughout the entire establishment? Of course, my dear, you
at once apply the doctrine of averages. That's scientific. Each
party stops not longer than an hour at the very outside. You
never have two hundred in the place at once. And what's two
hundred ? A mere trifle ! I declare it affords no scope at all

for a girl's ingenuity. Like ©ur respected ancestor, Warrca
Hastings, I stand aghast at my own moderation.—I really wish,

mother, now I come to think of it, we'd sent out invitations for

a thousand."
"Six hundred's quite enough for me, I'm sure," Warren

replied, glancing round the room once more in palpable doubt.
" How do you mean to arrange for them, Edie ?

"

" Oh, easy enough. Nothing could be simpler. I'll tell you
how. First of all, you throw open the folding-doors—or rather,

to save the room at the sides, you lift them bodily off their

hinges, and stick them out of the dining-room window into the
back garden."

" They won't go through," Warren objected, measuring with
his eye.

"Rubbish, my dear! Won't go through, indeed ! You men
have no imagination and no invention. You manufacture
difficulties out of pure obstructiveness. If they won't go
through whole, why, just take out the panels and unglue the
wood-work, that's all.—Very well, then ; that throws the draw-
ing-room and dining-room into one good big reception-room,
from which of course we remove all the furniture' Next, we
range the chairs in a long row round the sides for the old ladies

—the old ladies are very important; keep *em downstairs, or
else they'll prevent their husbands from buying—and let the
men and the able-bodied girls stand up and group themselves
in picturesque clusters here and there about the vacant centre.

What could be easier, simpler, or more effective? A room

!!'
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treated so furnishes itself automatically with human properties.

With tact and care, we could easily squeeze in some seventy or
eighty."

" We could," Warren answered, after a mental calculation of
square area.—"But how about the pictures? "

"Hear him, mother! Oh, but men are helpless! Where
should the pictures be but up in the studio, stupid! We
wouldn't take all the people up to see them at once, of course.

You and I would go around, looking very afitiblo, with a pro-
fessional smile—so, you know—perpetually playing about the
corners of our mouths, and carry off the men with the most
purchasing faces in constant relays up to admire the immortal
master-pieces. Meanwhile, mother and Mr. Hatherlcy, down
below here, would do the polite to the old ladies and undertake
the deportment busineps. Or perhaps Mr. Hatherloy'd better be
stationed on guard upstairs, to fire off some of his gushing
critical remarks from time to time about the aerial perspective
and the middle distances. Mr. Hathcrley always knows just;

what to say to weigh down the balance for a hesitating pur-
chaser."

"Edie," Warren cried, flinging himself down with a dis-

gusted face upon the dining-room sofa, " I hate all this horrid
advertising and touting, for all the world as if one were the
catchpenny proprietor of a patent medicine, instead of an
honest hard-working British artist

!

"

" I know you do, niy dear boy," Edie answered imperturb-
ably ;

" and that't; all the more reason why those who have the
charge of you should undertake to push yoa and tout for you
against your will, till they positively make you achieve the
success you yourself will never have the meanness to try for.

—

But, thank goodness, / don't mind puffing. I'm intriguer

enough myself for the whole family. If it hadn't been for my
egging you on, and pestering you and bullying you and keeping
you up to it, we should never have got up this private view of

your things at all.—And now, having started and arranged the
entire show, I mean to work it my own way without interfer-

ence. I'm the boss who runs this concern, I can tell you,
Warren. Decidedly, Mr. Hatherley shall stop upstairs, with
his hair down his back, and deliver wild panegyrics in an
ecstatic voice on the aerial perspective and the middle distances.

—I shall nudgo him when a probable purchaser comes in, to

make him turn on the aerial perspective.—I only wish with
all my heart we had dear old Elsie over here to help us."

"But the tea, Edie? How about the tea, dear?" Mrs. Keif

interposed with a doubtful couutenanca
*' And you too, Brutus 1 " her daughter cried, looking down

on her with a despondent shake of the head, which implied a
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profound and melancholy shock of disappointment. " I thought,

mother, I'd brought you up better than that!—The tea, my
beloved, will be duly laid out in your own bedroom, which I

mean to transform, for this occasion only, with entirely new
scenery, decorations, and properties throughout, into a gor-

geously furnished oriental lounge and enchanted coffee divan.

There, Martha, attired as a Circassian slave—or at least in her
best bib and tucker—shall serve out ices, sherbet, and spiced

dainties every one from silken Samarcand to cedared Lebanon.
The door into my own bedroom will also be open, and in that

spacious apartment we shall have a sort of grand supplementary
tea and refreshment room, where the Jacksons' parlour-maid,

borrowed for the occasion, as Circassian number two, and
becomingly endued in a Liberty apron and a small reu cap
(price ninepence), shall dispense claret-cup, sponge-cake, and
Hamburg grapes to the deserving persons who have earned
their restoratives by the encouragement of art through a
judicious purchase. The thing's as easy as ABO. I've not the

least doubt it'll run me off my legs. I shall perish in the
attempt—but I shall die victorious."

'• In your own bedroom, dear !

" Mrs. Eelf cried aghast.
" i'oi'll have the tea in your own bedroom I But where on
earth shall we sleep, Edie ?

"

Edie looked down at her once more with a solemn glance of

high disdain. "Sleep!" she cried. "Did you say sleep^

mother ? The craven wretch who dreams of sleeping at such
a crises is unworthy of being Warren Eelt's progenitor.—Or
ought it to bo progenitrix in the feminine, 1 wonder?—We
shall sleep, if at all, my dear (which I greatly doubt), on the
floor in the box-room, already occupied by the iron legs of the
three best bedsteads.—But don't be afraid. Leave it all to me,
darling. Trust your daughter; and your daughter, as usual,

will pull you through. If there's anything on earth I love, it's

a jolly good muddle."
And jolly as the muddle undoubtedly was, Edie Eelf did pull

them through in the end with triumphant strategy. Saturday
the 3rd was a brilliant success. Bletchingley Koad, that mere
suburban byway, had never before in its checkered career
beheld so many real live carriages together. The six hundred,
or at least a very fair proportion of them, boldly they drove and
well, down that narrow side street. All the world wondered.
The neighbours looked on and admired with vicarious pride.

They felt themselves raised in the social scale by their close

proximity to so fashionable a gathering. Number 128 itself

was a changed character; it hardly knew its own ground-plan.
In the drawing-room and dining-room, thrown wide into one, a
goodly collection of artists and picture-buyers and that pooi
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residuum the general public, streamed through incessantly in a
constant tide on its way to the studio. The tearoom (late Mrs.
Relfs bedroom) blazed out resplendent in borrowed plumes

—

oriental rugs, Japanese fans, and hanging parasols, arranged «
la Liberty. Eout seats covered with eastern stuffs lined the
walls and passages. The studio, in particular, proudly posed
as a work of art of truly Whiot?eresque magnificence. Talk
about tone 1 The effect was unique. Warren Ilelf himself, who
for three nights previously had " had a bed out " at the lodgings
next door, and swallowed down a hasty chop for luncheon at

the Cheyne Row Club, had superintended in person the hanging
of the wonderful sage-green cretonne and the pale maize silk

that so admirably threw up the dainty colours of his delicate

and fantastic sea-pieces. Elsewhere, Edie alone had reigned
supreme. And as two of the clock chimed from Kensington
church tower on that eventful afternoon, she murmured aside

to her mother, with an enraptured gaze at the scarlet and green
kakemonos on the wall of the staircase :

" My dear, there's not a
speck of dust in this house, nor a bone in my body that isn't

aching."

When the hired man from the mews behind flung open the
drawing-room door in his lordly way and announced in a very
loud voice, '• Mrs. Bouverie Barton and Mrs. Hugh Massinger,"
neither Warren nor FMie was in the front room to hear the
startling annonncement, which would certainly for the moment
have taken their breath away. For communications between
the houses of Relf and Massiager had longed since ceased. But
Warren and Edie were both upstairs. So Winifred and her
hostess passed idly in (just shaking hands by the doorway with
good old Mrs. Relf, who never by any chance caught anybody's
name) and mingled shortly -with the mass of the visitors.

Winifred was very glad indeed of that, for she wanted to escape
observation. Sir Anthony's report had been far from reassur-

ing. She preferred to remain as much in the background as

possible that afternoon : all she wished was merely to observe
and to listen.

As she stood there mingling with the general crowd and
talking to some chance acquaintance of old London da>s, she
happened to overhear two scraps of conversation going on
behind her. The Hrst was one that mentioned no names ; and
yet, by some strange feminine instinct, she was sure it was of

herself the speakers were talking.

"Oh yes," one voice said in a low tone, with the intonation
that betrays a furtive side-glance ;

" she's far from strong—in

fact, very delicate. He married her for her money—of course

:

that's clear. She hadn't much else, poor little thing, except a
certain short-lived beautS du diable^ to recommend her. And
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she has no go in her ; she won't live long. You remember what
Galton remarks about heiresses? They're generally the last

decadent members, he says, of a moribund stock whose strength

is failing. They bear no children, or if any, weaklings : most of

them break down with their first infant ; and they die at last

prematurely of organic feebleness. Why, he just sold himself
outright for the poor girl's property ; that's the plain English of

it ; and now, I hear, with his extravagant habits, he's got him-
self after all into monetary difficulties."

"Agricultural depression?" the second voice inquired—an
older man's and louder.

"Worse than that, I fear; agricultural depression and an
encroaching sea. Besides which, ho spends too freely.—But
excuse me. Dr. Moutrie," in a very low tone :

" I'm afraid the
lady's rather near us."

Winifred strained her ear^ to the utmost to hear the rest;

but the voices had sunk too low now to catch a sound, and
the young man with whom she was supposed to be talking had
evidently got tired of the very perfunctory Yeses and Noes she
was dealing out to him right and le^t at irregular intervals with
charming irrelevance. She roused herself, and endeavoured
spasmodically to regain the lost thread of her proper conversa-
tion. But even as she did so, another voice, far more distinct,

from a lady in front, caught her attention with the name " Miss
Challoner." Winifred pricked up her ears incontinently.

Could it be of her Elsie that those two were talking? Chal-

loner's not such a very uncommon name, to be sure ! And yet

—and yet, there are net no many Miss Challoners, either,

distributed up and down tie surface of Europe, as to make
the coincidence particularlj' improbable. Challoners are not
so plentiful as blackberries. It might every bit as well be Elsie

as any other Miss Challoner unattached. Winifred strained her

ears once more to catch their talk with quickened interest.
" Oh yes," the second lady addressed made answer cheerfully

;

" she was very well when we last saw her in April at San Remo.
We had the next villa to the Eelfs on the hillside, you know.
But Miss Challoner doesn't come to England now; she was
going as usual to St. Martin Lantosque to spend the summer,
when we left the Riviera. She always goes there as soon as the

San Remo season's over."
" How did the Relfs first come to pick her up ? " the other

speaker asked curiously.
" Oh, I fancy it was Mr. Warren Relf himself who made hei

acquaintance somewhere unearthly down in Suffolk, where she

used to be a governess. He's always there, I believe, lying on
a mudbank, yachting and sketching."

Winifred could restrain her curiosity no longer. "I beg yonr
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pardon," she said, leaning forward eagerly, "but I think you
mentioned a certain Miss Ghalloner. May I ask, docs it happen
by any chance to be Elsie Challoner, who was once at Girton?
Because, if so, she was a governess of mine, and I haven't heard
of her for a long time Dast. Governesses drop out of one's

world so fast. I should I)e glad to know where she's living at
present."

The lady nodded. " Her name's Elsie," she said with a quiet
inclination, " and she was certainly^ Girton girl ; but I hardly
think she can be the same you mention. I should imagine,
indeed, she's a good deal too young a girl to have been your
governess."

It was innocently said, but Winifred's face was one vivid

flush of mingled shame and humiliation. Talk about leauti du
diahle indeed; she never knew before she had grown so very
plain and ancient. " I'm not quite so old as I look, perhaps,"
she answered hastily. "I've had a great deal to break me
down. But I'm glad to learn where Elsie is, anyhow. You
said she was living at San Eemo, I fancy ?

"

"At San Remo. Yes. She spends her winters there. For
the summers, she always goes up to St. Martin."
"Thank you," Winifred answered with a throbbing heart.

"I'm glad to have found out at last what's become of her.

—

Mrs. Barton, if you can tear yourself away from Dr. and Mrs.
Tyacke, who are always so alluring, suppose we go upstairs

now and look at the pictures."

In the studio, Warren Relf recognized her at once, and with
much trepidation came up to speak to her. It would all be out
now, he greatly feared; and Hugh would learn at last that

Elsie was living. For Winifred's own sake—she looked so pale

and ill—he would fain have kept the secre* to himself a few
months longer.

Winifred held out her hand frankly. She liked Warren ; she

had always liked him; and besides, Hugh had forbidden her
to see him. He? lips trembled, but she was bold, and spoke.
" Mr. Relf," she said with quiet earnestness, " I'm so glad to

meet you here to-day again—glad on more than one account.

You go to San Remo often, I believe. Can you tell me if Elsie

Ghalloner is living there ?
"

Warren Relf looked back at her in undisguised astonishment.
" She is," he answered. " Did my sister tell you so ?

"

"No," Winifred replied with bitter truthfulness. "I found
it out." And with that one short incisive sentence, she moved
on coldly, as if she would fain look at the pictures.
" Does—does Massinger know it ? " Warren asked all aghast,

taken aback by surprise, and unwittingly trampling on her
tenderest feelings.

'i
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Winifred turnod round upon him with an angry flash. This
was moro than she could bear. The tears were struggling hard
to rise to her eyes ; she kept them back with a supreme eflfort.

"How should I know, pray? "she answered fiercely, but very

low. " Does he make rae the confidante of all his loves, do you
suppose, Mr. Eelf ?—He said she was in Australia.—He told me
a lie.—Everybody's combined and caballed to deceive me.

—

How should I know whether he knows or not ? I know nothing.

But one thing I know : from my mouth at least he shall never,

never, never hear it."

She turned away, stern and hard as iron. Hugh had deceived
her ; Elsie had deceived her. The two souls she had loved the

best on earth ! From that moment forward, the joy of her life,

whatever had been left of it, was all gone from her. She went
forth from the room a crushed creature.

How varied in light and shade the world is ! While Winifred
was driving gloomily back to her own lodgings—solitary and
heart-broken, in Mrs. Bouverie Barton's comfortable carriage

—

revolving in her own wounded soul this incredible conspiracy
of Hugh's and Elsie's—Edie Relf and her mother and brother
were joyfully discussing their great triumph in the now dis-

mantled and empty front drawing-room at 128, Bletchingley
Road, South Kensington.

*' Have you totted up the total of the sales, Warren ? " Edie
Pelf inquired with a bright light in her eye and a smile on her
lips ; for the private view—her own inception—had been more
than successful from its very beginning.

Warren jotted down a series of figures on the back of an
envelope and counted them up mentally with profound trepi-

dation. "Mother," he cried, clasping her hand with a con-
vulsive clutch in his, " I'm afraid to tell yon ; it's so positively

grand. It seems really too much.—If this goes on, you need
never take any pupils again.—Edie, we owe it all to you.—It

can't be right, yet it comes out square. I've reckoned up twice
and got each time the same total—Four hundred and fifty I

"

" I thought so," Edie answered with a happy little laugh of

complete triumph. " I hit upon such a capital dodge, Warren.
I never told you beforehand what I was going to do, for I knew
if I did, you'd never allow me to put it into execution; but I
wrote the name and price of each picture in big letters and
plain figures on the back of the frame. Then, whenever I took
up a person with a good, coiny, solvent expression of counte-
nance, and a picture-buying crease about the corners of the
mouth, to inspect the studio, I waited for them casually to ask
the name of any special piece they particularly admired. * Let
me see,' said I. * What does Warren call that? I think it's

on the back here.' So I turned round the frame, and thero
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they'd see it, as large as life: *By Stormy Seas—Ten Pounds;'
or, * The Haunt of the Sea-Swallows—Thirty Guineas.' That
always fetched them, my dear. They couldn't resist it. It's

a ticklish thing to inquire about prices. People don't like to

ask, for fear they should offend you, or the figure should happen
to be too stiff for their purses ; and it makes them feel small to
inquire the price and find it's ten times as much as they ex-
pected. But when they see the amount written down in black
and white before their own eyes, at our astonishingly low cash
quotations, what on earth can they do, being human, but buy
them?—Warren, you may give me a kiss, if you like. I'll tell

you what I've done : I've made your fortune."

Warren kissed her affectionately on the forehead, half abashed.
"You're a bad girl, Edie," he said good-humourclly ; "and if

I'd only known it, I'd certainly have taken a great big cake of
best ink-eraser and rubbed your plain figures all carefully out
again.—But I don't care a pin in the end, after all, if I can
make this dear mother and you comfortable."
"And marry Elsie," Edie put in mischievously.
Warren gave a quiet sigh of regret. *' And marry Elsie," h«

added low. " But Elsie will never marry me."
"You goose!" said Edie, and laughed at him to his fafo.

She knew women better than he did.

"That dear Mr. Ilatherley managed quite lialf," she went on
after a pause. " If you'd only heard him discussing textures,

or listened to the high-flown nonsense he talked about 'delicate

touch,* and 'crystalline purity,' and 'poetical undertones,'

and 'keen insight into the profoundest recesses of nature,'

you'd have blushed to learn what a great painter you are,

Warren. Why, he made out that a wave to your artistic eyes

shone like opal and beryl to the ignoble vulgar. He remarked
that liquid sapphires simply strewed your summer seas, and
mud in your hands became more gorgeous than marble to the
common understanding. The dear good fellow ! That's what
I call something like a friend for you. Your artistic eye, indeed

!

I could just have thrown my arms around his neck and kissed

him!"
" Edie! " her mother exclaimed reprovingly. The last gener-

ation deprecates such open expression of feminine approbation.
" I could, mother," Edie answered with a bounce, unabashed.

"And what's more, I should have awfully liked to do it. I

should love to kiss him; and I don't care twopence who hears
me say so.—Ooodness gracious, I do hope that isn't Mr. Hath-
erley out on the staircase there

!

"

But it was only Martha bringing back from the attics the
strictly necessary in the way of furniture for the meal that was
to serve them in lieu of dinner.
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And all this while, poor lonely Winifred was rocking herself

wildly baokward and forward in Mrs. Bonverie Barton's com-
fortable carriage, and muttering to herself in a mad fever of

despair: "I could have believed it of Hugh; but of Elsie, of

Elsie—never, never !
**

Elsie's ring gleamed bright on her finger—the ring, as she
thought, that Elsie had sent her ; the ring tbat Hugh had really

enclosed in the forged letter. Hateful, treacherous, cruel sou-
venir! At Hyde Park Corner, where the crowd of carriages
and riders was thickest, she tore it off and flung it with mad
energy into the midst of the roadway. The horses might
trample it under foot and destroy it. Elsie, too—Elsie—Elsie
was a traitor! She flung it from her like some poisonous thing;
and then she sank back exhausted on the cushions.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

I'
TWA STRANDS DBAW CLOSER.

" I FEEL it my duty to let you know," Sir Anthony Wraxall
wroto to Hugh a day or two later—by the hand of his amanu-
ensis—" that Mrs. Massinger's lungs are far more seriously and
dangerously alfected that I deemed it at all prudent to inform
her in person last week, when she consulted me here on the
subject. Galloping consumption, T regret to say, may super-
vene at any time. The phthisical tendency manifests itself in

Mrs. Massinger's case in an advanced stage ; and general tuber-
culosis may therefore on the shortest notice carry her off with
startling rapidity. I would advise you, under these painful
circumstances, to give her the benefit of a warmer win!:er

climate; if not Egypt or Algeria, then at least Mentone,
Catania, or Malaga. She should not on any account risk seeing
another English Christmas. If she remains in Suffolk during
the colder months of the present year, I dare not personally
answer for the probable consequences."
Hugh laid down the letter with a sigh of despair. It was

the last straw, and it broke his back with utter despondency.
How to finance a visit to the south he knew not. Talk about
Algeria, Catania, Malaga 1 he had hard enough work to make
both ends meet anyhow at Whitestrand. During the time that
had elapsed since Hatherley's visit, his dreams had fled, his

acres had melted, and his exchequer had emptied itself with
unexampled rapidity. The Whitestrand currency was already
very much inflated indeed : half of it consisted frankly of unre-
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deemed mortgage, and the other half of unconsolidated floating
debt to the butcher and baker. Ho had trusted first of all to
the breakwater to redeem everything : but the breakwater, that
broken reed, had only pierced the hand that leaned upon it.

The sea shifted and the sand drifted worse than ever. Then he
had hoped the best from " A Life's Philosophy ;

" but " A Life's
Philosophy," published after long and fruitless negotiations, at
his own risk—for no firm would so much as touch it as a busi-
ness speculation—had never paid the long printer's bill, let

alone recouping him for his lost time and trouble. Nobody
wanted to read about his life or his philosophy. No epic poem
could have fallen flatter. It went as dead as a blank-verse
tragedy, waking laughter in indolent reviewers. He had in his
desk at that very moment the first statement of accounts for

the futile venture ; and it showed a balance on the debit side of
some £54 7s. lid. There was a fatal precision that was simply
crushing about that odd item of Is. lid. He had dreamed of
thousands, and he had this to pay! Foiled—and by an
accountant! the molodramatist within him remarked angrily.

Hugh groaned as he thought of his own high hopes, and their

utter frustration by a numerical deficit of so base a sum as
£54 7s. lid. He would have endured the round hundred with
far greater complacency. That was at least heroic. But
78. l\d. \ The degradation sank deep into his poet's heart. To
be balked of Parnassus by 7«. lid. !

Of Winifred's health, Hugh thought far less than of the
financial difficulty. He saw she was ill, decidedly ill, but not
so ill as everybody else who saw her imagined. Wrapped up
in his own selfish hopes and fears, never really fond of his joor

small wife, and now estranged for months and months by her
untimely discovery of Elsie's watch, which both he and she had
entirely misinterpreted, Hugh Massinger had seen that frail

young creature grow thinner and paler day by day without at

any time realizing the profundity of the change or the actual

seriousness of her failing condition. Even when those whom
we devotedly love grow ill by degrees before our very eyes, we
are apt long to overlook the gradual stages, if we see them con-
stantly from day to day; our standard varies too slowly for

comparison: the stranger who comes at long intervals finds

himself often far better able to mark and report upon the pro-

gress of disease than those who watch and observe the patient

most anxiously But with Hugh, complete indifference helped

also to mask the insi^ous effect of a creeping illness; he didn't

care enough about Winifred's health to notice whether she was
looking really feebler or otherwise. And even now, when Sir

Anthony Wraxall wrote in such plain terms, the main thought
in his own mind was merely that those doctors were always

i
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terrible alarmists. He would take Winifred away to the south,

of course : a doctor's orders must be obeyed at all hazards. So
much, conventional morality imposed upon him. But she
wasn't half so ill, he felt certain, as Sir Anthony thought her.

Most of it was just her nasty hysterical temperament. A winter
with the swallows would soon bring her round. She'd be all

right again with a short course of warmer weather.

He went out into the drawing-room to join Winifred. He
found her lying lazily on the sofa, pretending to read the first

volume of Besanfs last new novel from Mudie's. " The wind's
shifted," he began uneasily. " We shall got it warmer, I hope,
soon, Winifred."

" Yes, the wind's shifted," Winifred answered gloomily, look-

ing up in a hopeless and befogged way from the pages of her

story. ** It blew straight across from Siberia yesterday ; to-day

it blows straight across from Greenland. That's all the change
we ever get, it seems to me, in the weather in England. One
day the wind's easterly and cold; another day it's westerly

and damp. Bronchitis on one side ; rheumatism on the other.

There's the whole diflference."

" How would you like to go abroad for tlie winter, I wonder ?
"

Hugh asked tentativelv, with some faint attempt at his old
kindliness of tone and manner.
His wife glanced over at him with a sudden and strangely

suspicious smile. " To San Bemo, I suppose ? " she answered
bitterly.

She meant the name to speak volumes to Hugh's conscience

;

but it fell upon his ears as flat and unimpressive as any other.

"Not necessarily to San Eemo," he replied, alll unconscious.
" To Algeria, if you like—or Mentone, or Bordighera."

Winifred rose, and walked without one word of explanation,

but with a resolute air, into the study, next door. When she
came out again, she carried in her two arms Keith Johnston's
big Imperial Atlas. It was a heavier book than she could easily

lift in her present feeble condition of body, but Hugh never
even offered to help her to carry it. The day of small polite-

nesses and courtesies was long gone past. He only looked on in

mute surprise, anxious to know whence came this sudden new-
bom interest in the neglected study of European geography.

Winifred laid the atlas down with a flop on the five o'clock

tea-table, that staggered with its weight, and turned the pages
with feverish haste till she came to the map of Northern Italy.

"I thought so," she gasped out, as she scanned it close, a lurid

red spot burning bright in her cheek. " Mentone and Bor-
dighera are both of them almost next door to San Remo.—The
nearest stations on the line along the coast.—You could run
over there often by rail from either of them."
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" Run over—often—by rail—to San Remo ? " Hugh repeated
with a genuinely puzzled expression of countenance.

" Oh, you act admirably !

" Winifred cried with a sneer.

"What perfect bewilderment I What childlike innocence I

I've always considered you an Irving wasted upon private life.

If you'd gone upon the stage, you'd have made your fortune

;

which you've scarcely succeeded in doin^, it must be confessed,

at your various existing assorted professions."

Hugh stared back at her in blank amazement "I don*t
know what you mean," he answered shortly.

" Capital ! capital
!

" Winifred went on in her bitter mood,
endeavouring to assume a playful tone of nnconcemed irony.
" I never saw you act better in all my life—not even when you
were pretending to fall in love with me. It's your most suc-

cessful part—the injured innocent:—much better than the part
of the devoted husband. If I were you, I should always stick

to it. It suits your features.—Well, well, we may as well go to

San Remo itself, I suppose, as anywhere else in the immediate
neighbourhood. I'd rather be on the spot and see the whole
play with my own eyes, than guess at it blindly from a distance,

at Mentone or Bordighera. You may do your Romeo before an
admiring audience. San Remo it shall be, since you've set

your heart upon it.—But it's very abrupt, this sudden conver-
sion of yours to the charms of the Riviera."

" Winifred," Hugh cried, with transparent conviction in

every note of his voice, " I see you're labouring under some
distressing misapprehension ; but I give you my solemn word
of honour I don't in the least know what it is you're driving at.

You're talking about somebody or something unknown that I

don't understand. I wish you'd explain. I can't follow you."
But he had acted too often and too successfully to be believed

now for all his earnestness. " Your solemn word of honour 1

"

Winifred burst out angrily, with intense contempt. "Your
solemn word of honour, indeed I And pray, who do you think
believes now in your precious word or your honour either ?

—

You can't deceive me any longer, thank goodness, Hugh. I
know you want to go to San Remo ; and I know for whose sake
you want to go tliere. This solicitude for my health's all a
pure fiction. Little you cared for my health a month ago I Oh
no, I see tlirough it all distinctly. You've found out there's a
reason for going to San Remo, and you want to go for your own
pleasure accordingly."
" I don't want to go to San Remo at all,** Hugh cried, getting

angry. " I never said a word myself about San Remo ; I never
proposed or thought of San Remo. It was you yourself who
first suggested the very name. I've nothing to do with it; and
what's more, I won't go there."

I. ;:
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**0h yes, I know,'* Winifred answered provokingly, with
another of her frequent sharp fits of coughing. " You didn't

mention ii Of course I noticed that. You're a great deal too

sharp to commit yourself so. You carefully avoided naming
San Eemo, for fear you should happen to rouse my intuitive

suspicions. You proposed we should go to Mentone or Bor-
dighera instead, where you could easily run across whenever
you liked to your dear San Bemo, and where I should be per-

naps a little less likely to find out the reason you wanted to go
there for.—But I see through your plans. I checkmate your
designs. I won't give in to them. Whatever comes, you may
count at least upon finding me always ready to thwart you. 1

shall go to San Eemo, if I go away at all, and to .nowhere else

on the whole Eiviera. I prefer to face the worst at once, thank
you. I shall know everything, if there's anything to know.
And I won't be shuffled off upon your Mentone or your Bor-
dighera, while you're rehearsing your balcony scenes at San
Bemo alone r so that's flat for you."
An idea flashed sudden across Hugh's mind. "I think,

Winifred," he said calmly, " you're labouring under a mistake
about the place you're speaking of. The gaming tables are not
at San Bemo, as you suppose, but at Monte Carlo, just beyond
Mentone. And if you thought I wanted to go to the Eiviera

for the sake of repairing our ruined estate at Monte Carlo,

you're very much mistaken. I wanted to go, I solemnly declare,

for your health only."

Winifred rose, and faced him now like an angry tigress.

Her sunken white cheeks were flushed and fiery indeed with
suppressed wrath, and a bright light blazed in her dilated

pupils. The full force of a burning indignation possessed her
soul. "Hugh Massinger," she said, repelling him haughtily
with her thin left hord, "you've lied to me for years, and you're
lying to me now as > c u've always lied to me. You know you've
lied to me, and you know you're lying to me. This pretence
about my health's a transparent falsehood. These prevarica-
tions about the gambling tables are a tissue of fictions. You
can't deceive me. I know why you want to go to San Eemo 1

"

And she pushed him away in disgust with her angry fingers.

The action and the insult were too much for Hugh. He
could no longer restrain himself. Sir Anthony's letter trembled
in his hands ; he was clutching it tight in his waistcoat pocket.
To show it to Winifred would have been cruel, perhaps, under
any other circumstances ; but in face of such an accusation as
that, yet wholly misunderstood, flesh and blood—at least Hugh
Massinger'&—could not further resist the temptation of pro-
ducing it. " Bead that," he cried, handing her over the letter

coldly; "you'll see from it why it is T want to go; why, in
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spito of all we*vo lost and are losing, I'm still prepared to sub-

mit to this «xtra expenditure."
•* Out of my money," Winifred answered scornfully, as she

took the paper with an inclination of mock -courtesy from his

tremulous hands. " How very generous ! And how very kind
of you!"

She read the letter through without a single word ; then she
yielded at last, in spito of herself, to her womanly tears. " I

see it all, Hugh," she cried, flinging herself down once more in

despair upon the sofa. " You fancy I'm going to die now ; and
it will be so convenient, so very convenient for you, to be near
her there next door at San Bemo !

"

Hugh gazed at her again in mute surprise. At last he saw
it—he saw it in all its naked hidcousness. A light began gra-

dually to dawn upon his mind. It was awful—it was horrible

in its cruel Nemesis upon his unspoken crime. To think she
should be jealous—of his murdered Elsie! He could hardly
speak of it; but he must, he must. " Winnie," he cried, almost
softened by his pity for what he took to bo her deadly and
terrible mistake, ** I understand you, I think, after all. I know
what you mean.—You believe—that Elsie—is at San Remo."

Winifred looked up at him through her tears with a wither-

ing glance. " You have said it! " she cried in a haughty voice,

and relapsed into a silent fit of sobbing and suppressed cough,
with her poor wan face buried deep onco more like a wounded
child's in the cushions of the sofa.

What would not Hugh have given if only he could have
explained to her there that moment that Elsie was lying dead,
for three years past and more, in her nameless grave at Orford-
ness! But ho could not. He dared not. His own past lies

rose up in judgment at last against him. He bowed his head,
tinable even to weep. Jealous of Elsie ! of poor dead Elsie

!

That was what she meant, then, by the talk about his balcony
scene ! But Elsie would never play Juliet to his Romeo again.

Elsie was dead, and Winifred, alas, would never now believe it.

Truly, his punishment was greater than he could bear. He
bowed his head in silent shame. The penalty of his sin was
bitter upon him.
One only way now lay open before him. He would take her

to San Remo, and let her see for herself how utterly groundless,

and futile, and unjust wore her base suspicions. He would
show her that Elsie was not at San Remo.

i
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RETRIBUTION.

Oh the horror and drudgery of those next few weeks, while
Hugh, in a fever of shame and disgust, was anxiously and
wearily making difiBcult arrangements, financial or otherwise,

for that hopeless flitting to the sunny South, that loomed ahead
so full of gloom and wretchedness for himself and Winifred!
The speechless agony of running about, with a smile on his

lips and that nameless weight on his crushed heart, drivir~
horrid, sordid, cheese-paring bargains with the family attoi ly

nnd the London money-lenders for still further advances on
those squalid worthless pieces of stamped paper ! The ignomi-
nious discussions of percentage and discount, the undignified
surrender of documents and title-deeds, the disgusting counter-
checks and collateral pecurities, the insulting whispers of doubt
and uncertainty as to his own final financial solvency! All

these indignities would in themselves have been quite excrucia-
ting enough to torture a proud man of Hugh Massinger's
haughty and sensitive temperament. But to suffer all these,

with the superadded wretchedness of Winifred's growing illness

and Winifred's gathering cloud of suspicion about his own
conduct, was simply unendurable. Above all, to know in his

own soul that Winifred was jealous of poor dead Elsie ! If only
he could have made a clean breast "^f H all! If only he could
have said to her in one single outburst, " Elsie is dead ! " it

might perhaps have been easier. But after all his own clever

machinations and deceptions, after all his long course of
confirmatory circumstantial evidence—the letters, the ring, the
messages, the details—how on earth could Winifi d ever believe

him ? His cunning recoiled with fatal precision upon his own
head. The bolt he had shot turned back upon his breast. The
pit that he digged he himself had fallen therein.

So there was nothing for it left now but to face the unspeak-
able, to endure the unendurable. Ho must go through with it

all, let it cost what it might. For at least in the end he had
one comfort. At San Eerno, Winifred would find out she was
mistaken ; there was no Elsie at all, there or elsewhere.

What had led her astray into this serious and singular error,

he wondered. That problem exercised his weary mind not a
little in the night-watches. Morning after morning, as the
small hours clanged solemnly from the Whitestrand church
tower, Hugh lay awake and turned it over in anxious debate
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vith his own wild thoughts. Could somebody have told her
they had met some Miss Ghalloner or other accidentally at San
Remo ? Could Warren Relf, vile wretch that he was, industri-

ously huve circulated some baseless rumour as to Elsie's

whereabouts on purpose to entrap him ? Or could Winifred
herself intuitively have arrived at her own idea, woman-like,
by some false interference—some stupid mistake as to post-

mark or envelope or name or handwriting? It was all an
insoluble mysteiy to him; and Winifred would do nothing
towards clearing it up. Whenever ho tried by devious routes

to approach the sulject from a fresh sic;e, Winifred turned
round upon him at once with fierce indignation in her pale

blue eyes and answered always : "You know it all. Don't try

1 > deceive me. It's no good any longer. I see through you at

last. Why go on lying to me ?
"

The more he protested, the more scornful and caustic Wini-
fred grew. The more genuinely and sincerely he declared his

bewilderment, the more convinced she felt in her own mind
that he acted a part with marvellous skill and with consummate
hcartlessness.

It was terrible not to be trusted when he told the pllain

truth; but it was hi own fault. He could not deny it. And
that it was his own fault made it all the bitterer for him. He
hadn't even tho solace of a righteous indignation to comfort his

soul in this last v?epth of contumely.
When you kno\^ that troubles come undeserved, you have

the easy resource o ' conscious rectitude at any rate to support
you. The just man in adversity is least to be pitied. It is tho
sinner who feels the whip smart. Hugh had to swallow it all

manfully, and to eat humble-pie at his private table into the
bariiain. It was his own fault; he had unhappily no one but
himself to blame for it.

Meanwhile, Winifred grew rapidly worse, so ill, that even
Hugh began to perceive it, and despaired of being able to carry
her in safety to San Remo. The shock at the Relfs' had told

seriously upon her weak and shattered constitution : the con-
stant friction of her relations with Hugh continued to tell upon
it every day that passed over her. The motherless girl and
childless mother brooded in secret over her great grief; she
had no one, absolutely no one on earth who could sympathize
with her in her terrible trouble. She longed to fling herself

upon ELsie's bosom—the dear old Elsie that had once been, tho
Elsie that perhaps could still understand her—and to cry aloud
to her for pity, for sympathy. When she got to San Remo. she
sometimes thou/ht, cIkj would tell all—every word—to Elsie

;

and Elsie at least must ho very much changed if in spite of all

Bhe could not feel f(;r her.

U^
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Proud as she was, she would throw herself on Elsie's mercy.
Elsie had wronged her, and she would tell all to Elsie. But
not to Hugh. Hugh was hard and cold and unyielding as
steel. It would not be for long. She would soon be released.
And then Hugh She shrank from thinking it.

Money was cheap, the lawyers said ; but Hugh found he had
to pay dear for it. Money was plentiful, the newspapers re-

ported; but Hugh found it as scarce as charity. He took a
long time to conclude his arrangements; and when he con-
cluded them, the terms were ruinous. Never mind ; Winifred
wouldn't last long; he had only himself to think about in

future.

At last the day came for their journey South. They were
going alone, without even a maid

;
glad to have paid the ser-

vants their arrears ana escape alive from the clutches of the
butchers and bakers. November fogs shrouded the world.
Hugh had completed those vile transactions of his with the
attorneys and the money-lenders, and felt faintly cheered by
the actual metallic chink of gold for the journey rattling and
jingling in his trousers' pocket. But Winifred sat very weak
and ill in the far corner of the first-class carriage that bore
them away from Charing Cross Station. They had come up the
day before from Almundham to town, and spent the night luxu»
riously in the rooms of the Metropole. You must make a dying
woman comfortable. And Hugh had dropped round with defiant

pride into the Cheyne Row Club, assuming in vain the old jaunty
languid poetical air—" of the days before he had degenerated
into landowning," Hatherley said afterwards—just to let recalci-

trant Bohemia see for itself it hadn't entirely crushed him by its

jingling iibes and its scathing critiques of " A Life's Philosophy."
But the protest fell flat ; it was indeed a feeble one : heedless
Bohemia, engrossed after its wont with its last new favourite,

the rising author of " Lays of the African Lakeland," held out to

Hugh Massinger of Whitestrand Hall its flabbiest right hand of

lukewarm welcome. And this was the Bohemia that once had
grasped his landless fingers with fraternal fervour of sympathetic
evotion! The chilliness of his reception in the scene of his

ancient popularity stung the Bard to the quick. No more for

him the tabour, tlie cymbals, and the oaten pipe; no more the

blushful Cheyne Bow Hippocreno. He felt himself demode.

The rapid stream of London society and London thought had
swept eddying past and left him stranded. As the train rolled

on upon its way to Dover, Hugh Massinger of Whitestrand Hall

—and its adjacent sandhills—leaned back disconsolate upon the

padded cushions of his leather-lined carriage and thought with

a sigh to himself of the daya without name, without number,

i
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when, proud as a lord, he had travelled third in a bare pen on
the honest earnings of his own right hand, and had heard of
mortgages, in some dim remote impersonal way, only as a
foolish and expensive aristocratic indulgence. A mortgage was
nowadays a too palpable reality, with the glamour of romance
well worn off it. He wished its too, too solid sheepskin would
melt, and reduce him once more to wooden seats and happiness.

Oh, for some enchanted carpet of the Arabian Nights, to trans-

port him back with a bound from his present self to those good
old days of Thirds and Elsie

!

But enchanted carpets are now unhappily out of date, and
Channel steamers have quite superseded the magical shallops of

good Haroun-al-Raschid. In plain prose, the Straits were rough,
and Winifred suffered ieverely from the tossing. At Calais,

they took the through train for Marseilles, having secured a
cowpi-lit at Charing Cross beforehand.
That was a terrible night, that night spent in the coupe-lit

w ith Winifred : the most terrible Hugh had ever endured since

the memorable evening when Elsie ^ rowned herself.

They had passed round Paris at gray dusk, in their comfort-
able through-carriage, by the Chemin de Fer de Ceinture to the

Gare de Lyon, and were whirling along on their way to Fon-
tainebleau through the shades of evening, when Winifred first

broke the ominous silence she had preserved ever since they
stopped at St. Denis. "It won't be for long now," she said

dryly, " and it will be so convenient for you to be at San Remo."
Hugh's heart sank once more within him. It was quite clear

that Winifred thought Elsie was there. He wished to heaven
she was, and that he was no murderer. Oh, the weight that

would have been lifted off his weary soul if only he could think

it so ! The three years' misery that would rise like a mist from
his uncertain path, if only he did not know to a certainty that

Elsie lay buried at Orfordness in the shipwrecked sailors' grave-

yard by the Low Lighthouse. He looked across at Winifred as

she sat in her place. She was pale and frail ; her wasted cheeks

showed hite and hollow. As she leaned back there, with a

cold light gleaming hard and chilly from her sunken blue eyes

—those light blue eyes that he had never loved—those cruel

blue eyes that he had learned at last to avoid with an instinc-

tive shrinking, as they gazed through and through him with

thtir flabby persistence—he said to himself with a sigh of

relief: "She can't last long. Better tell her all, and let her

know the truth. It could do no harm. She might die the

happier. Dare I risk it, I wonder ? Or is it too dangerous ?

"

" Well ? " Winifred asked in an icy tone, interpreting aright

the little click in his throat and the doubtful gleam in his

shifty eye* as implying some hesitating desire to speak to her.

fl

, u
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" What lie are you going to tell me next ? Speak it out boldly I

don't be afraid. It's no noyelty. Tou know I'm not easily

disconcerted."

He looked back at her nervously with bent brows. That
fragile small creature I He positively feared her. Dare he tell

her the truth ? And would she believe it ? Those blue eyes
were so coldly glassy. Yet, with a sudden impulse, he resolved

to be frank; ho resolved to unburden his guilty soul of all its

weight of care to Winifred.
"No lie, Winifred, but the solemn truth,'* he blurted out

slowly, in a voice that of itself might have well produced
complete conviction—on any one less incredulous than the wife
he had cajoled a:.d deceived so often. ''You think Elsie's at

San Eemo, I know.—You're wrong there
;
you're quite mistaken.

—She's not in San Hemo, nor in Australia either. That was a
lie.—Elsie's deud—dead three years ago—before we were
married.—Dead and buried at Orfordness. And I've seen her
grave, and cried over it like a child, too."

He spoke with solemn intensity of earnestness ; but he spoke
in vain. Winifred thought, herself, till that very moment, she
had long since reached the lowest possible depth of contempt
and scorn for the husband on whom she had thrown herself

away ; but as he met her then with that incredible falsehood

—

as she must needs think it—on his lying lips, with so grave a
face and so profound an air of frank confession, her lofty disdain
rose at once to a yet sublimer height of disgust and loathing of
which till that night she could never even have conceived
herself capable. " You hateful Thing !

** she cried, rising from
her seat to the centre of the carriage, and looking down upon
him physically from her point of vantage as he cowered and
Blank like a cur in his corner. " Don't dare to address me again,

I say, with lies likfl that. If you can't find one word of truth to
tell me, have the goodness at least, since I don't desire your
further conversation, to leave me the repose of your polite

silence."

"But, Winifred," Hugh cried, clasping his hands together in

impotent despair, " this is the truth, the very, very truth, the
whole truth, that I'm now telling you. I've hidden it from you
so long by deceit and treachery. I acknowledge all that: I
admit I deceived you. But I want to tell you the whole truth
now ; and you won't listen to me ! Oh, heaven, Winifred, you
won't listen to me I

"

On any one else, his agonized voice and pleading face would
have produced their just and due eflfect; but on Winifred

—

impossible. She knew he was lying to her even when he spoke
the truth ; and the very intensity and fervour of his horror only
added to her sense of utter repulsion from his ingrdtned false-

V
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ness and his native duplicity. To pretend to her face, with
agonies of mock remorse, that Elsie was dead, when she knew
he was going to San Remo to see her! And taking his own
wedded wife to die there I The man who could act so realisti-

cally as that, and tell lies so glibly at such a moment, must
be falser to the core than her heart had ever dreamed or
conceived of.

" Gto on," she murmured, relapsing into her corner. *' Con-
tinue your monologue. Its supreme in its way—no octor
could beat it. But be so good as to consider my part in the
piece left out altogether. I shall answer you no more. I
should be sorry to interrupt so finished an artist

!

"

Her scathing contempt wrought up in Hugh a perfect fury
of helpless indignation. That he should wish to confess, to
humble himself before her, to make reparation ! and that Wini-
fred should spurn his best attempt, should refuse so much ns
to listen to his avowall It was too ignominious. "For heaven's
sake," he cried, with his hands clasped hard, " at least let me
speak. Let me have my say out. You're all wrong. You'ro
wronging me utterly. I've behoved most wickedly, most cruelly,

I know : I confess it all. I abase myself at your feet. If you
want me to be abject, I'll grovel before you ! I admit my crime,

my sin, my transgression.—I won't pretend to justify myself at
all.—I've lied to you, forged to you, deceived you, misled you !"

(At each clause and phrase of passionate self-condemnation,
Winifred nodded a separate sardonic acquiescence.) "But
you're wrong about this. You mistake me wholly.—I swear
to you, my child, Elsie's not alive. You're jealous of a woman
who's been dead for years. For my sin and shame I say it,

she's dead long ago !

"

He might as well have tried to convince the door-handle.
Winifred's loathing found no overt vent in angry words; sho
repressed her speech, her very breach almost, with a spasmodic
effort. But she stretched out both her hands, the palms turned
outward, with a gesture of horror, contempt, and repulsion;

and she averted her face with a little cry of supreme disgust,

checked deep down in her rising throat, as one averts one's

face instinctively from a loathsome sore or a venomous reptile.

Such hideous duplicity to a dying woman was more than she
could brook without some outer expression of her outraged
sense of social decency.
But Hugh could no longer restrain himself now; he had

begun his tale, and he must run right through with it. Tho
fever of the confessional had seized upon his soul ; remorse and
despair were goading him on. He must have relief for his

pent-up feelings. Three years of silence were more than
enough. Winifred's very incredulity compelled him to con-

N
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tinue. He must tell her all—all, all, utterly. lie must make
her understand to the uttermost jot, willy, nilly, that he was
not deceiving her

!

He opened the floodgates of his speech at once, and flowed

on in a headlong torrent of confession. Winifred sat there,

cowering and crouching as far from him as possible in the

opposite corner, drinking in his strange talc with an evident

interest and a horrible placidity. Not that she ever moved or

stirred a muscle; she heard it all out with a cold set smile

playing around the corners of her wasted mouth, that was
more exasperating by far to behold than any amount of con-

tradiction would have been to listen to. It goaded Hugh into

a perfect delirium of feverish self-revelation. He would not

submit to be thus openly defied; he must tell her all—all—all,
till she believed him.
With eager lips, he began his story from the very beginning,

recapitulating point by point his interview with Elsie in the
Hall grounds, her rushing away from him to the roots of the
poplar, her mad leap into the swirling black water, his attempt
to rescue her, his unconsciousness, and his failure. He told it

all with dramatic completeness. Winifred saw and heard every
scene and tone and emotion as he reproduced it. Then he went
on to tell her how he came to himself again on the bank of the
dike, and how in cold and darkness he formed his Plan, that

fatal, horrible, successful Plan, which he had ever since been
engaged in carrying out and in detesting. He described how
he returned to the inn, unobserved and untracked; how he
forged the first compromising letter from Elsie; and how, once
embarked upon that career of deceit, there was no drawing
back for him in crime after crime till the present moment. He
despised himself for it; but still he told it. Next came the
episode of Elsie's bedroom : the theft of the ring and the other
belongings ; the hasty flight, the fall from the creeper ; and his

subsequent horror of the physical surroundings connected with
that hateful night adventure. In his agony of self-accusation
he spared her no circumstance, no petty detail : bit by bit ho
retold the whole story in all its hideous inhmnan ghastliness

—

the walk to Orfordness, the finding of the watch, the furtive

visit to Elsie's grave, his horror of Winifred's proposed picnio
to that very spot a year later. He ran, unabashed, in an ecstasy
of humiliation, through the entire tale of his forgeries and his

deceptions: the sending of the ring; the audacious fiction of

Elsie's departure to a new home in Australia: the long sequence
of occasional letters; the living lie he had daily and hourly
acted before her. And all the while, as he truly said, with
slow tears rolling one by one down his dark cheeks, he knew
himself a murderer: he folt himself a murderer; and all the
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while, poor Elsie was lying, dishonoured and unknown, a name-
less corpse, in her pauper grave upon that stormy sand-pit.

Ob, the joy and relief of that tardy confession! the gush and
flow of those pent-up feelings I For three long years and more,
he had locked it all up in his inmost soul, chafing and seething

with the awful secret ; and now at last he had let it all out, in

one burst of confidence, to the uttermost iteuL

As for Winifred, she heard him out in solemn silence to the
bitter end, with ever growing contempt and shame and hatred.

She could not lift her eyes to his face, so much his very earnest-

ness horrified and appalled her. The man's aptitude for lying

struck her positively dumb. The hideous ingenuity with which
he accounted for everything—the diabolically clever way in

which he had woven in, one after the other, the ring, the watch,
the letters, the picnic, the lonely tramp to Orfordness—smoto
her to the heart with a horrible loathing for the vile wretch she
had consented to marry. That she had endured so long such
a miserable creature's bought caresses filled her inmost soul

with a sickening sense of disgust and horror. She cowered and
crouched closer and closer in her remote corner : she felt that
bis presence there actually polluted the carriage she occupied

;

she longed for Marseilles, for San Remo, for release, that she
might get at least farther and farther away from him. She
could almost have opened the door in her access of horror and
jumped from the train while still in motion, so intense was her
burning and goading desire to escape for ever from his poisonous
neighbourhood.
At last, as Hugh with flushed face and eager eyes calmed

down a little from his paroxysm of self-abasement and self-

revelation, Winifred raised her eyes once more from the ground
and met her husband's—ah, heaven !—that she should have to
call that thing her husband! His acting chilled her; his pre-

tended tears turned her cold with scorn. " Is that all ? " she
asked in an icy voice. " Is your romance finished ?

"

" That's all
!

" Hugh cried, burying his face in his hands and
bending down his body to the level of his knees in utter and
abject self-humiliation. " Winifred ! Winifred I it's no romance.
Won't jou, even now, even now believe me?"

"It's clever—clever—extremely clever!" Winifred answered
in a tone of unnatural calmness. " I don't deny it shows great
talent. If you'd turned your attention seriously to novel-
writing, which is your proper metier, instead of to the law,
for which you've too exuberant an imagination, you'cl have
succeeded ten thousand times better there than you could ever
do at what you're pleased to consider your divine poetry. Your
story, I allow, hangs together in every part with remarkable
skill. It's a pity I shouldf happen to know it all from boijinning

i

I
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to end for a tissue of falsehoods.--Hugh, you're the profoundest
and most eminent of liars.—I've known people before who would
tell a lie to serve their own ends, when there was anything to

gain by it.—I've known people before who, when a lie or the
truth would either of them suit their purpose equally, told the
lie by preference out of pure love of it.—But I've nuver till to-

night met anybody on earth who would tell a lie for the mere
lie's sake, to make himself look even more utterly mean and
despicable and small than he is by nature.—You've done that.

You've reached that unsurpassed depth of duplicity. You've
deliberately invented a clever tissue of concerted liet—even you
yourself couldn't fit them all in so neat and pat on the spur of

the moment—you must have worked your romance up by careful

stages in your own mind beforehand—and all for what? To
prove yourself innocent? Oh no; not at all ! but to make your-
self out even worse than you are—a liar, a forger, and all but
a murderer.—I loathe you ; I despise you.—For all your acting,

you know you're lying to mo even now. this minute. You know
that Elsie Ghalloner, whom you pretci. i to be dead, is awaiting
your own arrival to-night by arrangement at San Remo."
Hugh flung himself back in the final extremity of utter

despair on the padded cushions. He had played his last card
with Winifred, and lost. His very remorse availed him nothing.
His very confession was held to increase his sin. What could
he do? Whither turn? He knew no answer. He rocked him-
self up and down on his seat in hopeless misery. The worst
had come. He had blurted cut all. And Winifred, Winifred
would not believe him.

" I wish it was true I " he cried ; "I wish it was true, Winnie!
I wish she was there. But it isn't; it isn't! She's dead! I
killed her! and her blood has weighed upon my head ever
since I I pay for it now 1 I killed her 1 I killed her I

"

"Listen!"
Winifred had risen to her full height in the coupe once more,

and was standing, gaunt and haggard and deadly wan like a
shrunken little tragedy queen above him. Her pale white face

showed paler and whiter and more death-like still by the feeble

light of the struggling oil-lamp ; and her bloodless lips trembled
and quivered visibly with inner passion as she tried to repress her
overpowering indignation with one masterful effort. " Listen !

"

she said, with fierce intensity. '*What you say is false. I
know you're lying to me. W;^rren Relf told me himself the
other day in London that Elsie Ghalloner was still aUve, and
living, where you know she lives, over there at San Remo."
Warren Relf I That serpent! That reptile! That eaves-

dropper! Then this was the creature's mean revenge! He had
lied that despicable lie to Winifred! Hugh hated him in his

t!
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sotti more fiercely than ever. He was baffled once more; and
always by that same malignant intriguer!

" Where did you see Relf? " he burst out angrily. His indig-

nation, flaring up to white-heat afresh at this latest machina-
tion of his aucieut enemy, gave new strength to his words and
new point to his hatred. " I thought I told you long since at

Whitestrand to hold no further coomiunication with that
wretched being 1

"

But Winifred by this time, worn out with excitement, had
&llen back speechless and helpless on the cushions. Her feeble

strength was fairly exhausted. The fatigue of the preparations,
the stormy passage, the long spell of travelling, the night
journey, and, added to it all, this terrible interview with the
man she had once loved, but now despised and hated, had
proved too much in the end for her weakened constitution.

A fit of wild incoherence had overtaken her; she babbled idly

on her seat in broken sentences. Her muttered words were full

of "mother "and "home" and "Elsie." Hugh felt her pulse.

He knew it was delirium. His one thought now was to reach
San Remo as quickly as possible. If only she could live to

know Warren Belf had told her a lie, and that Elsie was dead
—dead—dead and buried I

Perhaps even this story about Warren Helf and what he had
told her was itself but a product of the fever and delirium!
But more probably not. The man who could open other people's

letters, the man who could plot and plan and intrigue in secret

to set another man's wife against her own husband, was capable
of telling any lie that came uppermost to hurt lus enemy and
to serve his purpose. He knew that lie woulu distress and
torture Winifred, anc' he had struck at Hugh, like a coward
that he was, through a weak, hysterical, dying woman! He
had played on the mean chord of feminine jealousy. Hugh
hated him as he had never hated him before. He bhould pay
for this soundly—the cur, the scoundrel I

l|

' '1

CHAPTER XXXVI.

THE OTHKB BIDE OF THE SHIELD.
'

That self-same night, another English passenger of our acquaint-

ance was speeding in hot haste due southward to San Remo, not
indeed by the Calais and Marseilles express, but by the rival

route via Boulogne, the Mont Cenis, Turin, and Savona. Warren
Relf had chosen the alternative road by deliberate design, lest
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Hugh Massingor and he should happen to clash by the wav, and
a needless and unseemly scone should perhaps take place before

Winifred's very eyes at some intermediate station.

It was by the merest accident in the world, indeed, that

Warren had heard, in the nick of opportunity, of the Mas-
singers' projected visit to San Remo. For some weeks before,

busy with the " boom," he had hardly ever dropped in for a
gossip at his club in Piccadilly. Already he had sent off his

mother and sister to the Riviera—this time, too, much to his

pride and delight, minus the wonted dead-weight cargo of con-

sumptive pupils—and being thus left entirely to his own devices

at 128, Bletchingley Road, he had occupied every moment of his

crowded day with some good hard work in finishing sketches

and touching up pictures commissioned in advance from his

summer studies, before sotting out himself for winter quarters.

But on the particular night when Hugh Massingor came up to

town en route for the sunny South with Winifred, Warren Relf,

having completed a fair day's work for a fair day's wage in his own
studio—he was fnfilling an engagement to enlarge a sketch of

the Martellos at Aldeburgh for some Sheffield cutlery-duke or
some Manchester cotten-marquis—strolled round in the evening
for a cigar and a chat on the comfortable lounges of the Mother
of Genius.

In the cosy smoking-room at the Choyne Row Club, he found
Hatherley already inst- ''ed in a big armchair, discussing coflFee

and the last new numl r of the Nineteenth Century.

"Hullo, Relf! The remains of the Bard were in here just

now," Hatherley exclaimed as he entered. "You've barely
missed him. If you'd dropped in only ten minutes earlier, you
might have inspected the interesting relics. But he's gone back
to his hotel by this time, I fancy. The atmosphere of Cheyne
Row seems somewhat too redolent of vulgar Cavendish for his

refined taste. He smokes nothing nowadays himself but the
best regalias

!

"

"What, Massingor?" Relf cried in some slight surprise.
" How was he, Hatherley, and what was he doing in town at

this time of year ? All good squires ought surely to be down in

the country now at their hereditary work of supplying the
market with a due proportion of hares and partridges."

*' Oh, he's a poor wreck," Hatherley answered lightly. " You've
hit it oflF exactly—sunk to the level of the landed aristocracy.

He exhales an aroma of vested interests. Real estate's his Moloch
at present, and he bows the knee to solidified sea-mnd in the
temple of Rimmon. He has no views on anything in particular,

I believe, but riparian proprietorship : complains still of the
^/ennan Ocean for disregaraing the sacred rights of property

;

and holds that the sole business of an enlightened British legisla-
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rise.

at

in

the

tnre is to keep the sand from blowing in at his own inviolable

dining-room windows. Poor company, in fact, since he deficouded

to the Squirearchy. He's never forgiven me that playful little

bantering ballade of mine, cither, that I sent to the Charing
Cross lievieWf vou remember, chafilng him about his 'Life's Tom-
foolery/ or whatever else he called the precious nonsense. For
my part, I hate such vapid narrowness. A man should be able

to bear chaff with good-humour. Talk about the genus irritahile,

indeed : your poet should feel himself superior to vindictiveness—
' Dowered with the love of love, the hate of hate, the soom of

scorn,' as a distinguished peer admirably words it."

" Ho,, long's he going to btop in town—do you know? ** Felf
asked curiously.

" Thank goodness, he's not going to stop at all, my dear
fellow. If he wore, I'd run down to Brighton for the interval.

A month of Massinger at the Cheyne Row would be a perfect

harvest for the seaside lodgings. But I'm happy to tell you he's

going to remove his mortal remains—for the soul of him's dead
—dead and buried, long ago, in the Whitestrand san Ihills—to

San llemo to-morrow. Poor little Mrs. Massinger's seriously ill,

Pm sorry to say. Too muc'i Bard has told at last upon her.

Bard for breakfast. Bard for lunch, and Bard for dinner would
undermine in time the soundest constitution. Sir Anthony finds

it's produced in her case suppressed gout, or tubercular diathe-
sib, or softening of the brain, or something lingering and humor-
ous of that sort ; and he's ordered her off, post haste, by the first

express, to the Mediterranean. Massinger objected at first to

San Kemo, he tells me, probably because, with his usual bad
taste, he didn't desire to enjoy your agreeable society ; but that
skimpy little woman, gout or no gout, has a will of her own, I

can tell you; San Remo she insists upon, and to San Remo the
Bard must go accordingly. You should have seen him chafing
with an internal fire as he let it all out to us, hint by hint, in

the billiard-ioom this evening. Poor skimpy little woman,
though, I'm awfully sorry for her. It's hard lines on her. She
had the makings of a nice small hostess in her once ; but the
Bard's ruined her—sucked her dry and chucked her away—and
she's dying of him now, from what ho tells me."
Warren Relf looked back with a start of astoni-sliment. " To

San Remo?" he cried. "You're sure, Hatherley, he said San
Remo?"

"Perfectly certain. San Remo it is. Observe, hi presto,

there's no deception. He gave me this card in case of error

:

* Hugh Massinger, for the present, Teste Restante, San Remo.'
Ko other address forthcoming as yet. He expects to settle down
at a villa when he gets there."

Relf made up his mind with a single plunge as he knocked
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his ash off. " I shall go by to-morrow's express to the Biyiera,"

he said shortly.

<*To pursue the Bard? I wouldn't, if I were you. To tell

you the truth, I know he doesn't love you."
"He has reason, I believe. The feeling is to some extent

mutual. No, not to pursue him—to prevent mischief.—Hand
me over the Continental Bradshaw, will you ?—Thanks. That'll

do. Do you know whidh line? Marseilles, I suppose? Did he
happen to mention it ?

*'

*' He told me ho was gomg by Dijon and Tiyons."

"All right. That's it. The Marseilles route. Arrive at Snn
Bemo at 4.30. I'll go round the other way by Tunu and inter-

cept him. Trains arrive within five minutes of one another, I

see. That'll be just in timo lo prevent any contretemps."
" Your people are at Saa Rcmo already, I believe V

"

" My people—yes. But how did you know ? They were at

Mentone for a while, and they only went on home to the Villa

Bossa the day before yesterday."

''So I heard from Miss Keif," Hatherley answered with a
slight cough. "She happened to be writing to me—about a
literary matter—a mere question of current art-criticism—on
Wednesday morning."
Warren hardly noticed the slight hesitation : and there was

nothing odd in Edie's writing to Hatherley: that best of
sisters was always jogging the memory of inattentive critics.

While Edie lived, indeed, her brother's name was never likely

to be forgotten in the weekly organs of artistic opinion. She
insured it, if anything, an undue prominence. For her much
importunity, the sternest of them all, like the unjust judge,
was compelled in time to notice every one of her brother's

performances.
So Warren hurried off by himself at all speed to San Remo,

and reached it at almost the same moment as Massinger. If

Hugh and Elsie were to meet unexpectedly, Warren felt the
shock might be positively dangerous.
As he emerged from the station, he hired a close carriage, and

ordered the vetturino to draw up on the far side of the road and
wait a few minutes till he was prepared for starting, Then he
leaned back in his seat in the shade of the hood, and held himself
in readiness for the arrival of the Paris train from Ventimiglia.

He had waited only a quarter of an hour when Hugh Mas-
singer came out hastily and called a cab. Two porters helped
him to carry out Winifred, now seriously ill, and muttering inar-

ticulately as they placed her in the carriage. Hugh gave ai?

inaudible order to the driver, who drove off at once with a nod
and a smile and a cheery " Si, signer."

"Follow that carriage I " Abarren said in Italian to his own
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cabmnn. The driver nodded and followed closely. They drove
up throup;h the narrow crowded little streetH of the old quarter,
and stopped at last opposite a large and dingy yellow-washed
pension, in the modern part of the town, about the middle of the
Avenue Vittorio-Emmanuele. The house was new, but congeni-
tally shabby. Hugh's carriage blocked the way already. Warren
waited outside for some ten minutes without showing his face,

till he thought the Massingers would have engaged rooms: then
he entered the hall boldly and inquired if he could have
lodgings.

" On what floor has the gentleman who has just arrived placed
himself?" he asked of the landlord, a portly Fiedmontese, of
august dimensions.

" On the second story, signer."
" Then I will go on the third," Warren Relf answered with

short decision. And they found him a room forthwith without
further parley.

The pension was one of those large and massive solid build-
ings, BO common on the Riviera, let out in flats or in single

apartments, and with a deep well of a^square staircase occupy-
ing the entire centre of the block like a covered courtyard. As
Warren Relf mounted to his room on the third floor, with the
chatty Swiss waiter from the canton Ticino, who carried his bag,
he asked quietly if the lady on the segondo who seemed so ill was
in any immediate or pressing danger.

" Danger, signor ? She is ill, certainly ; they earned her up-
stairs : she couldn't have walked it. Ill—but ill." He expanded
his hands and pursed his lips up.

—

" But what of that ? The
house expects it. They come here to die, many of these English.

The signora no doubt will die soon. She's a very bad case. She
has hardly any life in her."

Little reassured by this cold comfort, Warren sat down at the
table at once, as soon as he had washed away the dust of travel,

and scribbled off a hasty note to Edie

—

"Dearest E.,
" Just arrived. Hope you received my telegram from

Paris. For heaven's sake, don't let Elsie stir out of the house
till I have seen you. This is most imperative. Massinger
and Mrs. Massinger are here at this pension. He has brought
her South for her health's sake. She's dying rapidly. I
wouldn't for worlds let Elsie see either of them in their pre-

'

sent condition : above all, she mustn't run up against them
unexpectedly. I may not be able to sneak round to-night,

but at at all hazards keep Elsie in till I can get to the Villa

Rossa to consult with you. Elsie must of course return to

England at once, now Massinger's come here. We have to

u
( !
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face A very serions crisis. I won't write fcriiher, preferring
to come and arrange in person. Meanwhile, say nothing to
Elsie just yet ; I'll break it to her myself.

"In breathless haste,
" Yours e?er, very affectionately,

" Wabmn."

iM

ll t
Ijff li

He sent the note round with many warnings by the Swiss
waiter to his mother's house. When Edie got it, she could have
cried with chagrin. Could anything on earth have been more
unfortunate ? To think that Elsie should just have gone out
shopping before the note arrived—and should be going to call

at the Grand Hotel Boyal in that very Avenue Vittorio-

Emmanuele!
If Warren had only known that fact, he would have gone out

at all risks to intercept and prevent her. But as things stood,

he preferred to lurk unseen on his third floor till night came on.

He wanted to keep as quiet as possible. Ho didn't wish Mas-
singer to know, for the present at least, of his arrival in San
Bemo. Later on, perhaps, when Elsie had safely started for

England, he might see whether he could be of any service to

Winifred.
And to Hugh too ; for in spite of all, though he had told

Hatherley their dislike was mutual, he pitied Massinger too
profoundly now not to forget his righteous resentment at such
a moizient. If Warren's experience and connection at San
Bemo were of any avail, he would gladly place them at

Massing«!r*s disposal. Too manly himself to harbour a grudge,
he scarcely recognized the existence of vindictive feeling in

others,

Wr.rren Belf! That serpent! That reptile! That eaves-
dropper ! How strangely each of us looks to each I How gro-

tesqi^ely our perverted inner mirror, with its twists and curves,

distorts and warps the lineaments of our fellows! Warren
Belf 1 That implacable malignant enemy, for ever plotting and
planning and caballing against him I Why, Warren Belf, whom
Hugh so imaged himself in his ang^y mind, was sitting that

moment with hie Iiead beni down to the bare table, and mutter-
ing half aloud through his teeth to himself: "Poor, poor
Massinger I How hard for him to bear! Alone with that
imhappy little dying soul! Without one friend to share his

tvonbiAl ^ wish I oould do aoything on earth to help him!

"
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CHAPTER XXXVII.

PROVINO niS CASK.

i ' the pension^ Hugh had engaged in haste a dull private
sitting-room on the second floor, with bedroom and dressing-
room adjoining at the side ; and here he laid Winifred down on
the horse hair sofa, wearied cut with her long journey and her
fit of delirium, but now restored for the time being by rest and
food, in one of those marvellous momentary rallies which so
often tempt consumptive patients to use up in a single dying
flicker their small remaining reserve of vital energy. The
house itself was dingy, stingy, bare, and second rate; but the
soft Italian air and the full sunshine that flooded the room
through the op'^n windows had a certain false exhilarating

effect, like a glass of champagne ; and under their stimulating
influence Winifred felt a temporary strengtli to which she had
long Kan quite unaccustomed. The waiter had brought her up
refreshr lents on a tray, soup and sweetbreads and country wine
—the plain sound generous Ligurian clarot—and she had eaten

and drunk with an apparent avidity which fairly took her
husband's breath away. The food supplied her with a sudden
access of hectic energy. " Wheel mo over to the window," she
cried in a stronger voice to Hugh. And Hugh wheeled the sofa

over as he was bid to a point where she could see the town and
the hills and the villas and the loraon-gardens, and the tall

date-palms with their feathery foliage on the piazza opposite,

to the cobalt-blue sea, and the gracious bays, and the endless

ranges of the Maritime Alps on either side, towards Bordighera
one way and Taggia the other.

It was beautiful, beautiful, very beautiful. For the moment,
the sight soothed Winifred. She was content now to die where
she lay. Iler wounded heart asked nothing further from
unkind fortune. She looked up at her husband with a stony
gaze. "Hugh," she said, in firm but grimly resolute tones,

with no trace of tenderness or softening in her voice, " bury me
here. I like the place. Don't try to take me home in a box to

Whitestrand."
Her very callousness, if callousness it were, cut him to the

heart. That so young and frail and delicate a girl should talk

of her own death with such seeming insensibility was indeed
terrible. The proud hard man was broken at last. Shame and
remorse touched his soul. He burst into tears, and kneeling by
ber side, tried to take her hand with some passing show of
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affection in hig. "Winifred withdrew it, coldiv and silently, m
his own approached it. " Winnie," he cried, bepding over her
face, "I don't ask you to forgive me. Tou can't forgiTe me.
You could never forgive me for the wrong I've done you. But
I do ask you, from my soul I do ask you, in this last extremity,

to believe me and to listen to me. I did not lie to you last

night. It was all true, what I told you in the coupe. I've

never intrigued against you in the way you believe. I've never
deceived you for the purpose you suppose. I've treated you
cruelly, heartlessly, wickedly—I acknowledge that; but oh,

Winnie, Winnie, I can't bear you to die as you will, believing

what you do believe about me.—This is the hardest part of all

my punishment. Don't leave me so ! My wife, my wife, don't

kill me with this coldness 1

"

Winifred looked over at him more stonily than ever.

"Hufrh," she said with a very slow and distinct utterance,
" every word you say to me in this hateful strain only increases

and deepens my loathing and contempt for you.—You see I'm
dying—you know I'm dying. In your way, I really and truly

believe you feel some tiny twinge of compunction, some faint

sort of pity and regret and sympathy for me. You know you've
killed me, broken my heart; and in a careless fashion, you're

rathei sorry for it. If you knew how, you'd
i
like, without

bothering yourself much, to console me. And yet, to lie is so
ingrained in the very warp and woof of your nature, that even
so, you can't help lying to me I You can't help lying to your
own wife, at death's door, in her last extremity—your own wife,

whom you've slowly ground down and worn out with your
treachery—your own wife, whom you've betrayed and tortured
and killed at last for that other woman I—Don't I know it all,

60 that you can't deceive me ? Don't I know every thought and
wish of your heart V Don't I know how you've kept her letters

and her watch ? Don't I know how you've brooded and moaned
and vhispered about her? Don't I know how you've brought
mo \f^ San Kemo to-day, dying as I ani, to be near her and to

caress her when I'm dead and buried?—You'vo tried to hound
me and to drive me to my grave, that you might marry Elsie.

—

You've tried to murder me by slow degrees, that you might
marry Elsie.—Well, you've carried your point : you've succeeded
at last.—You've killed me now, or as good as killed me ; and
when I'm dead and gone, you can marry Elsie.—I don't mind
that. Marry her ana be done with it.—But if ever you dare to

tell me again that lying story you concocted last night so glibly

in the coupe,—Hugh Massinger, I'll tell you in earnest what I'll

do: I'll M'ijp out of that window before your very face and dash
myself to pieces on the ground in front of you."
She Bpoke with feverish and lurid energy. Hugh Massinger

,iii
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bent his head to his knees in abject wretchedness as she flung

that threat from her clenched teeth at him. His very remorse
availed him nothing. The girl was adamantine, inexorable,

impervioiis to evidence. Nothing on earth that he could say or

do would possibly move her. He felt himself unjustly treated

now ; and he pitied Winifred.
•' Winifred, Winifred, my poor wronged and injured Wini-

fred," he cried at last, in another wild outburst, " I can do or say
nothing, I know, to convince you. But one thing perhaps will

make you hesitate to disbelieve me. Look here, Winifred;
watch me closely I

"

A happy inspiration had come to his aid. He brought over
the little round table from the corner of the room and planted
it full in front of the sofa where Winifred was lying. Then
he set a chair close by the side, and selecting a pen from his

writing-case, began to produce on a sheet of note-paper, under
Winifred's very eyes, some lines of manuscript—in Elsie's hand-
writing. Slowly and "arefuUy he framed each letter in poor
dead Elsie's bold f A large-limbed angular character. Wo
didn't need now any copy to go by ; long practice had taught
him to absolute perfection each twist and curl and flourish of

her pen—the very tails of her gB, the black downstroke of her
/s, the peculiar unsteadiness of her ss and her ws. Winifred,

sitting by in haughty disdain, pretended not even to notice his

strange proceeding. But as the tell-tale letter grew on apace
beneath nis practised pen—Elsie all over, past human conceiv-

ing—she condescended at last, by an occasional hasty glimpse or

siae-glance, to manifest her interest in this singular pantomime.
Hugh persevered to the end in solemn silence, and when he had
finished the whole short letter, he handed i* to her in a sort of

subdued triumph. She took it with a gesture of supremo
unconcern. " Did any man ever take such pains before," she
cried ironically, as she glanced at it with an assumption of pro-

found indifference, " to make himself out to his wife a liar, a
forger, and perhaps a murderer 1

"

Hugh bit his lip with mortification, and watched her closely.

The tables were turned. How strange that he should now bo
all eager anxiety for her to learn the truth he had tried po long

and so successfully with all his might to conceal from her keen-

est and most prying scrutiny

!

Winifred scannea the forged letter for a minute with apparent
carelessness. But as she read and re-read it, in a mere haze of

perception, some shadow of doubt for the first time obtruded
itself faintly one moment upon her uncertain soul. For Hugh
had indeed chosen his specimen letter cleverlv—ah, tiiat hate-

ful cleverness of his! how even now it told witli full force

against him! When you have to deal with so cunning a rogue.
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yon can never be snre. The more certain things seem, the
more canse for distmsting them. He had written oyer again
from memory the single note of Elsie's—or rather of his own in
Elsie's hand—that Winifred had never happened at all to
show him—the second note of the series, the one he despatched
on the day of her father's death. It had reached her at
Invcrtanar Castle, redirected from Whitestrand, two mornings
later. Winifred had read the few lines as soon as they arrived,

and then bnmt the page in haste, in the heat and flurry of that
tearful time. But now, as the letter lay before her in fac-similo

once more, the very words and phrases came back to her
memory, as they had come back to Hugh's, with all the abnor-
mal vividness and distinctness of such morbid moments. Ill as
she was—nay, rather dying—he had fairly aroused her feminine
curiosity. " How did you ever come to know what Elsie wrote
me that day ? " she asked coldly.

" Because I wrote it myself»" Hugh answered with an eager
forward movement.
For half a minute, Winifred's soul was staggered. It looked

plausible enough; he might have forged it. He could forge
anything. Then with a sudden deep-drawn "Ahl" a fresh

solution forced itself upon her mind. " You wretch I " she
cried, holding her head with her hands ;

" I see it all now

!

How dare you lie to me? This is worse than I ever dreamt
or conceived. Elsie spent that week with you in London 1

"

With a loud groan, Hugh flung himself back on his vacant
chair. His very cleverness had recoiled upon him with deadly
force again. The inference was obvious !— too, too, too
obvious! What other interpretation could Winifred possibly

put upon the facts ? He wondered in his heart he could have
missed that easy solution himself. " She wasn't I " he cried out
with an agonized cry. "She was dead—dead—dead, I tell

you—drowned and buried at Orfordness
!

"

Winifred looked hard at him, half doubtful still. Could any
man be quite so false and heartless? Admirably as he acted,

could he act like this? What tragedian had ever such com-
mand of his countenance ? Might not that strange story of his,

so pat and straight, so consonant with the facts, bo neatly

adapted in every detail to the known circumstances, perhaps
after all bo actually true? Could Elsie be really and truly

dead ? Could ring and letters and circumstantial evidence have
fallen out, not as she conceived, but as Hugh pretended ?

She hardly knew which tMng would make her hate and
dospise him most—the forgery or the lie : that long deception,

or that secret intrigue : his silent mourning over a dead love, or

his clandestine correspondence with a living lover. Whichever
was worst, she would choose to believe; for the wickedest
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course was likelieBt to be the true one. It was a question
merely when he had lied the most—now or then ? to his dying
wife or to his betrothed loyer? Winifred gazed on at him,
scorning and loathing himu ** I can't make my mind np,** she
muttered slo-vly. *' It's hard to believe that Elsie's dead. But
for Elsie's sake, I hopo so I I hope so !—That you havo
deceived me, I know and am sure. That Elsie's deceived mc,
I should be sorry to think, though I've often thought it. Your
story, incredible as it may bo, brings home all the baseness and
cruelty to yourself. It exculpates Elsie. And I wish I could
believe Elsie was innocent. I could endure your wickedness
if only I knew Elsie didn't share it

!

"

Hugh leaped from his chair with his hands clasped.
" Believe what you will about we," he cried. " I (leserve it all.

I deserve everything. But not of her—not of her, I beg of you.

Believe no ill of poor dead I'ilsie !

"

Winifred smiled a coldly satirical smilo. " So much devotion
does you honour indeed," she said in a scathing voice. "Your
consideration for dead Elsie's reputation is truly touching.—

I

only see one flaw in the case. If Elsie's dead, how did Mr.
Relf come to tell me, I should like to know, she was living at

SanRemo?"
" Relf! " Hugh cried, taken aback once more. " Rolf! Always

that serpent! That wriggling, insinuating, back-stairs in-

triguer 1 I hate the wretch. If I had him here now, I'd wring
his wry neck for him with the greatest pleasure.—He's at the
bottom of everything that turns up against mo. He told yon a
lie, that's the plain explanation, and he told it to baffle mo. Ho
hates me, tlie cur, and he wanted to make my game harder.

He knew it would sow distrust between you and me if he told

ou that lie ; and he had no pity, like an unmanly sneak that

he is, even on a poor weak helpless woman."
"I see," Winifred nuirniiired with exasperating calmness.

" He told me the truth. It's his habit to tell it. And the
truth happens to be very disconcerting to you, by makirg what
you're frank enough to describe as your game a littlo harder.

The word's sufficient. You can never do anything but play a
game. That's very clear. I understand now. I prefer Mr,
Relf's assurance to yours, thank you !

"

** Winifred," Hugh cried, in an agony of despair, " let me tell

you the whole story again, bit by bit, act by act, scene by scene
"

—Winifred smiled derisively at the theatrical phrase—"and
you may question me out on every part of it. Cross-examine
me, please, like a hostile lawyer, to the minutest detail.—Oh,
Winnie, I want you to know the truth now. I wish you'd
believe me. I can't endure to think that you should die
mlBtaking me/'
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His imploring look and his evident earnestness shook
Winifred's wavering mind again. Even the worst of men has
his truthful moments. Her resolution f Uered. She began, as

he suggested, cross-questioning him at all. Hugh answered
every one of her questions at once witii prompt simplicity.

Those answers had the plain ring of reality about them. A
clever man can lie ingemously, but he can't lie on the spur of

the moment for long together. Winifred left no test untried.

She asked him as to the arrangement of Elsie's room ; as to the
things he had purloined from the drawers and dressing-table

;

as to her letters to the supposed Elsie in Australia, all of which
Hugh had of course intercepted and opened. Nowhere for one
moment did she catch him tripping. He ga^e his replies plainly

and straightforwardly. The fever of confession had seized hold
of him once more. The pent-up secret had burst its bounds.
He revealed his inmost soul to Winifred—he even admitted, with
shame and agony, his abiding love and remorse for Elsie.

Overcome by her feelings, Winifred leaned back on the sofa

and cried. Thank Heaven, thank Heaven, she could cry now.
He was glad of that. She could cry, after all. That poor little

cramped and cabined nature, turned in upon itself so long for

lack of an outlet, found vent at last. Hugh cried himself, and
held her hand. In her momentary impulse of womanly soften-

ing, she allowed him to hold it. Her wan small face pleaded
piteously with his heart. " Dare I, Winnie ? " he asked with
a faint tremor, and leanir.o forward, he kissed her forehead.

She did not withdraw it. He thrilled at the concession. Then
he thought with a pang bow cruelly he had worn her young life

out. She never reproached him ; her feelings went far too deep
for reproach. But she cried silently, silently, silently.

At length she spoke. " When I'm gone," she said in a fainter

voice now, " you must put up a stone by Elsie's grave. I'm glad
Elsie at least was true to me 1

"

Hugh's heart gave a bound. Then she wavered at last ! She
accepted his account! She knew that Elsie was dead and
buried! He had carried his point. She believed him!—she
believed him

!

Winifred rose, and staggered feebly to her feet. " I shall go
to bed now," she sair' in husky accents. " You may send for a
doctor. I shan't lasw long. But on the whole, I feel better so.

I wanted Elsie to be alive indeed, because I hunger and thirst

for sympathy, and Elsie would give it me. But I'm glad at

least Elsio didn't deceive me !

" She paused for a moment and
wiped hef eyes ; then she steadied herself by the bar of the
window—the air blew in so warm and fresh. She looked out at

the palms and the blue, blue sea. It seemed to calm her, the
beautiful ^outh. She gazed long and wearily at the glassy

ii >\
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Water. Bnt her dream didn't last undisturbed for many
minutes. Of a sudden, a shade came over her face. Something
below seemed to sting and appal her. She started back, totter-

ing, from the open window. *' Hugh, Hugh !

" she cried, ghastly
pale and quivering, " you said she was dead !—you said she was
dead ! You lie to me still. Oh, Heaven, how terrible !

'*

"So she is," Hugh groaned out, half catching her in his arms
for fear she should fall. *' Dead and buried, on my honour, at
Orfordness, Winifred 1

**

" Hugh, Hugh ! can yon never tell me the truth ? " And she
stretched out one thin white bony forefinger towards the street

beyond. One second she gasped a terrible gasp ; then she flung
out the words with a last wild effort: "That's shel^that'B
Elsie 1"

I ;

CHAPTER XXXVIIL

OH08T OB WOMAN?

WawiFRED spoke with such concentrated force of inner convic-

tion that, absurd and incredible as he knew it to be—for had he
not seen Elsie's own grave that day at Orfordness?—Hugh
rushed over to the window in a fever of sudden suspense and
anxioty, and gazed across the street to the exact spot where
Winifred's ghost-like finger pointed eagerly to some person or
thing on the pavement opposite. He was almost too late, how-
ever, to prove her wrong. As he neared the window, he caught
but a glimpse of a graceful figure in light half-mourning—like

Elsie's, to be sure, in general outline, though distinctly a trifle

older and fuller—disappearing in haste round the corner by the
pharmacy.
The figure gave him none the less a shock of surprise. It

was certainly a very strange and awkward coincidence. Ho
hadn't been in time to catch the face, indeed, as Winifred had
done; but the figure alone, the figure recalled every trait of
Elsie's. How singular, after Winifred liad corae to San Eemo
with this profound belief in Elsie's living there, that on the
very first day of their stay in the town they should happen to

light by pure accident upon a person so closely recalling Elsie!

Surely, surely the stars in their courses were fighting against
him. Warren Eelf could not be blamed for this. It was
destiny, sheer adverse destiny. Accidental resemblances and
horrid coincidences were falling together blindly with un-
conscious cunning, on purpose, as it were, to spite and disconcert

him. The laws of chance were setting themselves by the ears

for his special discomfiture. No oioinary calculation could
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nccount for this. It bad in it Bomething almost rapernatural.

He glanced at Winifred. She stooa triumphant there-
triumphant but heart-broken—exulting oyer his defeat with

one dying " I told you so," and chuckling out inarticulately in

her ihin small voice, with womanish persistence :
" That's she I—

that's Elsie 1"

" It's very like her !

" he moaned in his agony.
" Very like her !

" Winifred cried with a fresh burst of un-
natural strength. " Very like her !—Oh, Hugh, I despise you I

I tell you I saw her face to face ! It's Elsie—it's Elsie
!

"

A picture sometimes darts across one's eye for a brief moment,
and remains vaguely photographed for a space on the retina,

but uninterpreted by the brain, till it grows, as we dwell ujwn
it mentally afterwards, ever clearer and clearer, and at last with
a burst flashes its real significance fully home to us in a flood of

conviction. As Hugh stood there, absorbed, by the half-open

window, the picture he had caught of that slight lithe figure

sweeping round the corner with Elsie's well-known gait came
home to him thus with a sudden rush of indubitable certainty.

He no longer hesitated. He saw it was so. He knew her now

!

It was Elsie, Elsie

!

His brain reeled and whirled with the unexpected shock ; the
universe turned round on him as on a pivot. " Winifred," he
cried, "you're right 1 you're right! There can't be anybody
else on earth so like her ! I don't know how she's come back to

life I She's dead and buried at Orfordness ! It's a miracle ! a
miracle ! But that's she that we saw ! I C£ n't deny it. That's

she!—that's Elsie!"
His hat lay thrown down on the table by his side. He

snatched it up in his eager haste to follow and track down this

mysterious resemblance. He couldn't let Elsie's double, her
bodily simulacrum, walk down the street unnoticed and un-
questioned. A profound horror possessed his soul. A doubter
by nature, he seemed to feel the solid earth fuiling beneath his

feet. He had never before in all his life drawn so perilously

close to the very verge and margin of the unseen universe. It

was Elsie herself, or else—the grave had yielded up its shadowy
occupant.
He rushed to the door, on fire with his sense of mystery and

astonishment. A loud laugh by his side held him back as he
went. He turned round. It was Winifred, laughing, choking,
exultant, hysterical. She had flung herself down on the sofa

now, and was catching her breath in spasmodic bursts with
unnatural merriment. That was the awful kind of laughter
that bodes no good to those who laugh it—hollow, horrible,

mocking, delusive. Hugh saw at a glance she was dangerously
ill. Her mirth was the mirth of maniaj and worse. With a
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burning soul and a chafini? heart, ho turned back, as in duiy
bound, ^'> her side again. He must leave Elsie's wraith to walk
by itseh, unexplained and uninvestigated, its ghostly way down
the streets of 8an Bomo. He had more than enough to do at

liorae. "Winifred was dying !—dying of laughter.

And yet her laugh seemed almost hilarious. In spite of all,

it had a ghastly ring of victory and boibtorous joy in it. " Oh,
Hugh," Khe cried, with little choking chuckles, in the brief

intervals of her Rpa«;modic peals, "you're too absurd! You'll

kill me! you'll kill me!—1 can't help laugliing; it's so ridiculous.

—You tell me one minute, with solemn oaths vnd ingenious lies,

you've seen her grave—you know she's dead and buried : you
pull long faces till you almost force me to believe you—you
positively cry and mt\in and groan over lior—and then the next
second, when she passes the window before my very eyes, alive

and well, and in her ripUt mind, you soizo your hat, you want
to rush o\jt antl titid htT and on»brace her—here, thiK moment,
right under my fiico—and Uuvo mo aloiio to die by myself,

without one soul on t*arth to wait up(m me or help me! " Her
emotion supplied hev with wonls and i mges a<»ove her own
level.

—"It's just gv\>tos(iut," she wont on after a |»ciU8e. "It's

inhuman in iU a^Huidity. Wicked as you arc. and shameless
as you avo» \i>i im|;'xssil)lo for any oiio to take you seriously.

—

You're the living enuKMlimont of a liltic, incoiisenuent, meddling,
muddling, mischief-making medieval demon. You're a burU^srjue

Mephistoijhiles. You've got no soul, and you've got no fcclint^

But you make me laugh! (>h, you make me laugh! You've
broken my heart; but you'l! bo the death of nic.—Puck and
Don Juan roiled into one!—'Elsie's dead!—Why, there's dent
Elsie!'—It's too incongruous; it's too ridiculous." And she
exploded once more in a hideous semblance of laughter.

Hugh giized at her blankly, sobered with alarm. Was she
going mad ? or was he mad himself?—that he should see visions,

End meet dead Elsie! Could it really be Elsie? Ho had heard
strange stories of appearances and second-sight, such as mystics
among us love to dwell upon ; and in all of them the anpearances
were closely connected with death-bed scenes. Could any truth

lurk, after all, in those discredited talcs of wraiths and visions?
Could Elsie's ghost have come from the grave to prepare him
Iwtimes for Winifred's funeral ? Or did Wiuifreil's dying mind,
by some strange alchemy, project, as it were, an imai^'e of Elsie,

who filled her soul, on to his own eye and brain, as he sat there

beside her ?

He brushed away these metaphysical cobwebs with a dash of

his hand. Fool that he was to be led away thus by a mere acci-

dental coincidence or resemblance ! He was tired with sleepless-

ness ; emotion had unmanned him.

?}!
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Winifred's laugh dissolved itself into tears. She broke down
now, hysterically, utterly. She sobbed and moaned in agony on
the sofa. Deep si^hs and loud laughter alternated horribly in
her storm of emotion. The worst had come. She was danger-
ously ill. Hugh feared in his heart she was on the point of
dying.

" Qo !

" she burst out, in one spasmodic effort, thrusting h.ji

away from her side with the palm of her open hand. " I don't
want you here. Go—go—to Elsie ! I can oie now. I've found
you all out You're both of you alike

;
you've both of you

aeceived me."
Hugh rang the bell wildly for the Swiss waiter. " Send the

chambermaid!" he cried in his broken Italian. "The
Fitroness 1 A lady 1 The signora is ill. No time to be lost,

must run at once and find the English doctor."

When Winif^^ looked around her again, she found two or
throe strange faces crowded beside the bed on which they had
laid her, and a fresh young Italian girl, the landlady's daugh-
ter, holding hor head and bathing her brows with that universal
specific, orange-flower water. The faint perfume revived her
a little. The landlady's daughter was a comely girl, with sym-
pathetic ey. d, and she smiled the winsome Italian smile as the
poor pale child opened her lids and looked vaguely up at her.
" Don't cry, signorina," she said soothingly. Then her glance
fell, woman-like, upon the plain gold ring on Winifred's thin
and wasted fourth tinger, and she corrected herself half uncon-
sciously :

" Don't cry, signora. Your husband will soon be back
by your side : he's gone to fetch the English doctor."

"I don't want him," Winifred cried, with intense yearning,

in her boarding-school French, for she knew barely enough
Italian to understand her now little friend. ** I don't want my
husband ; I want Elsie. Keep him away from me—keep him
away, I pray.—Hold my hand yourself, and send away my hus-
band I Je ne Palme pas, cet hommela I " And she burst once
more into a discordant peal of hysterical laughter.

"The poor signora!" the girl murmured, with wide open
eyes, to the others around. "Her husband is cruel. Ah,
wicked wretch! Hear what she says! She says she doesn't
want any more to see him. She wants her sister

!

"

As she spoke, a white face appeared suddenly at the door—
a bearded man's face, silent and sympathetic. Warren Belf
had heard the commotion downstairs, from his room above, and
had seen Massinger run in hot haste for the doctor. He had
come down now with eager inquiry for poor wasted Winifred,
whose face and figure had impressed him much as he saw her
borne out by the porters at the railway station.

''Is the signora very ill?" he asked in a low voice of the
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Can I bo ofneftrest woman. " She speaks no Italian, I fear,

any use to her ?
"

"Eccol 'tis Signor Relf, the English artist!" the woman
cried, in surprise ; for all San Bemo knew Warren well as an
old inhabitant.—" Come in, signor," she continued, with Italian

frankness—for bedrooms in Italy are loss sacred than in Eng-
land. " You know the signora ? blie is ill—very ill : she is

faint—she is dying."
At the name, Winifred turned her eyes languidly to the door,

and raised herself, still dressed in her travelling dress, on her
elbows on the bed. She yearned for sympathy. If only she
could fling herself on Elsie's shoulder ! Elsie, who had wronged
her, would at least pity her. " Mr. Ilelf," she cried, too weak to

be surprised, but glad to welcome a fellow-countryman and
acquaintance among so many strangers—and with Hugh him-
self worse than a stranger—" I'm going to die. But I want to

spak to you. You know the truth. Tell me about Elsie.

Why did Elsie Challoner deceive me ?
"

" Deceive you !

" Warreu answered, drawing nearer in hia

horror. " She didn't deceive you. She couldn't deceive you.

She only wished to spare your heart from suffering all her own
heart had suffered. Elsie could never deceive any one."

" But why did she write to say she was in Australia, when
she was really living here in San Bemo?" Winifred asked
pitcously. " And why did she keep up a correspondence with
my husband ?

"

"Write she was in Australia! She never wrote," Warren
cried in haste, seizing the poor dying girl's thin hand in his.—" Mrs. Massinger, this is no time to conceal anything. I dare
not speak to you against your husband, but still

"

"I hate him!" Winifred gasped out, with concentrated

loathing. "He has dono nothinp* since I knew him but lie

to me and deceive me. Don't mind speaking ill of him ; I don't

object to that. What killu me is that Elsie has helped him I

Elsie has helped him I

"

" Elsie has not," Warren answered, lifting up her white little

hand to his lips and kissing it respectfully. " Elsie and I are

very close friends. Elsie has always loved you dearly. If she's

hidden anything from you, she hid it for your own sake alone.

—It was Hugh Massinger who forged those letters.—I can't let

you die thinking ill of Elsie. Elsie has never, never written to

him.—I know it all.—I'll tell you the truth. Your husband
thought she was drowned at Whitestrand I

"

•' Then Hugh doesn't know she's living here ? " Winifred cried

eagerly.

Warren Relf hardly knew how to answer her in this unex-

pected crisis. It was a terrible moment. He couldn't expose
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Elsie to the chance of meeting Hugh face to face. The shock
and strain, he knew, wonld bo hard for her to bear. But, on the
other hand, he couldn't let that poor broken-hearted little

woman die with this fearfal load of misery unlightencd on hor
bosom. The truth was best. The truth is always safest
" Hugh doesn't know she's living here," he answered slowly.

"But if I could only be sure that Hugh and she would not
meet, I'd brin» her round, before she leaves San Eemo, this very
day, and let you hear from her own Ups, beyond dispute, her
true story."

Winifred clenched her thin hands hard and tight. " He shall

never enter this room again," she whispered hoarsely, " till he
enters it to see me laid out for burial."

Warren Relf drew back, horrified at her unnatural sternness.
" Oh no," he cried. " Mrs. Massinger—you don't mean that

:

remember, he's your husband."
** He never was my husband," Winifred answered with a fresh

burst of her feverish energy. "He was Elsie's husband

—

Elsie's at heart. He loved Elsie. He never married me myself
at all ; he married only the manor of Whitestrand.—He shall

never come near me again while I live.—^I shall hold him off.

I'm a weak woman ; but I've strength enough and will enough
left for that.—I shall keep him at arm's-length as long as I live.

—Don't be afraid. Bring Elsie here; I want to see her. I
should die happy if only I knew that Elsie hadn't helped that
man to deceive me."

Meanwhile, Hugh Massinger was hurrying along on his way
to the English doctor's, saying to himself a thousand times
over :

'* I don't care how much she thinks ill ef vne ; but I can't

endure she should die thinking ill of poor dead Elsie. If only
I could make her believe me in that. If only she knew that
Elsie was true to her, that poor dead Elsie had never deceived
her !

" He had so much of chivalry, so much of earnestness, so
much of devotion, still left in him. But he thought most of

poor dead Elsie, not at all of poor deceived and dying Winifred.
For he no longer believed it was really Elsie he had seen in the
street : the delusion had come and gone in a flash. How could
it be Elsie? Such sights are impossible. He was no dreamer
of dreams or seer of visions. Elsie was dead and buried at

Orfordness, and this other figure—was only, after all, very, very
like her.

'I ' .r
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CHAPTER XXXIX.

li^

at

AFTTJB LONG GRIEF AND PAIN.

Ths time to stand upon trifles was past. Let him mn the risk
of meeting Massinger by the way or not, Warren Relf must
needs go round and fetch Elsie to comfort and console poor
dying Winifred. He hastened away at the top of his speed to
the Villa Rossa. At the door, both girls together met him. Elsie

had just returned, basket in hand, from the Avenue Vittorio-

Emmanuele, and had learnt from Edie so much of the contents
of Warren's hasty letter as had been intended from the first for

her edification.

Warren hadn't meant to let Elsie know that Hugh and Wini-
fred had come to San Remo ; or, at any rate, not immediately.
He wished rather to break it by gradual stages, and to prepare
her mind as quietly as possible for a hasty return home to Eng-
land. But the sight of poor Winifred's dying misery and
distress had put all that on a different footing. Even though
it cost Elsie a bitter wrench, he must take her round at all costs

to see Winifred. He kissed his sister, a mechanical kiss; then
lie turned round, and, half by accident, half by design, for the
first time in his life he kissed Elsie too, like one who hardly
knows he does it. Elsie di'ew back, a trifle surprised, but uid not
resent the unexpected freedom. Afttir all, one may always kiss

one's brother ; and she and Warren were brother and sister.

—

Did it run in the family, peradventure, that false logic of
love? Was Elsie now deceiving herself with the self-same

glea as that with which Hugh had once in his turn deceived

er?
Warren drew her aside gently into the tiny salon, and

motioned to Edie not to follow them. Elsie's heart beat high
with wonder. She was aware how much it made her pulse
quicken to see Warren again—with something more than the

mere fraternal greeting she pretended. Her little self-decep-

tion broke down at last : she knew she loved him—in an un-
practical way ; and she was almost sorry she could never, never
make him happy.
But Warren's grave face bade her heart stand still for a beat

or two next moment. He had clearly something most serious to

communicate—something that he knew would profoundly dis-

tress her. A womanly alarm came over her with a vague
surmise. Could Warren be going to tell her ? Oh no I

Impossible. She knew dear Warren too well for thatl he at

least could never be cruel.
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If Warren was going to tell her thatt her faith in her kind
would die out for ever. And then, she almost smiled to herself

at her own frank and feminine inconsistency. She, who could
never love again !—she, who had always scrupulously told him
she cared for him only as a sister for a brotLer!—she, who
wanted him to marry "some nice girl, who would make him
happy." She recognized now that if that " nice girl " had in

reality floated across Warren Selfs spiritual horizon, her life

would again be left unto her desolate. It flashed across her
mind with vivid distinctness, in that moment of painful doubt
and uncertainty, that after all she really loved him !—beyond
shadow of question, she really loved him

!

*' Well, Warren?** she asked with tremulous eagerness, draw-
ing closer up to him in her sweet womanly confidence, and
gazing into his eyes, half afraid, half affectionate. How could
she ever have doubted him, were it only for a second ?

" Elsie," Warren cried, laying his hand with unspoken tender-

ness on her shapely shoulder, " I want you to come round at

once to the 'pension on the piazza.—It's better to tell it all out
at once. Winifred Massinger's come to San Eemo, very ill

—

dying, I fear. She knows you're here, and she's asked to see

you."

Elsie's face grew red and then white for a moment, and she
trembled visibly. " Is he there ? " she asked, after a short pause.

Then, with a sudden burst of uncontrollable tears, she buried
her face in her hands on the table.

Warren soothed her with his hand tenderly, and, leaning over
her, told her, in haste and in a very low voice, the whole sad
story. "I don't think he'll be there," he added at the end.
" Mrs. Massinger said she wouldn't allow him to enter the room.
But in any case—for that poor girl's sake—you won't refuse to

go to her now, will you, Elsie ?
"

" No," Elsie answered, rising calmly with womanly dignity,

to face it all out. " I must go. It would be cruel and vidcked

of course to shirk it. For Winifred's sake, I'll go in any case—^But, Warren, before I dare to go " She broke off sud-

denly, and with a woman's impulse held up her pale face to him
in mute submission.

A thrill coursed through Warren Belfs nerves ; he stooped

down and pressed his lips fervently to hers. " Before you go,

you are mine then, Elsie I
'* he cried eagerly.

Elsie pressed his hand faintly in reply. "I am yours,

Warren," she answered at last very low, after a short pause.

"But I can't be yours as you wish it for a long time yet.

No matter why. I shall be yours in heart.—I couldn't have
gone on any other terms. And with that, I think, I can go
and face it"
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At the penaion, Hugh had already brought the English
doctor, who went in alone to look after Winifred. Hugh had
tried to accompany him into the bedroom ! but Winifred, true to

her terrible threat, lifted one stem forefinger before his swimming
eyes and cried out " Never !

" in a voice so doggedly determined
that H«gh Blank away abashed into the anteroom.
The English doctor stopped for several minutes in consulta-

tion, and Winifred spoke to him, simply and unreservedly about
her husband. " Send that man away ! " she cried, pointing to
Hugh, as he stood still peering across from the gloom of the door-
way,

^
" I won't have him in here to see me die ! I won't have

him in here I It makes me worse to see him about the place.

I hate him !—I hate him I

"

" You'd better go," the doctor whispered aoftly, looking him
hard in the face with his inquiring eyes. " She's in a very ex-

cited, hysterical condition. She's best alone,with only the women.
—A husband's presence often does more harm than good in such
nervous crises. Nobody should be near to increase her excite-

ment.—Have the kindness to shut the door, if you please. You
needn't come back for the present, thank you."
And then Winifred unburdened once more lier poor laden

soul in convulsive sobs. ** I want to see Elsie ! I want to see

Elsie!"

"Miss Challouer?" the doctor asked suggestively. He knew
her well as the tenderest and best of amateur nurses.

Winifred explained to him with broken little cries and eager

words that she wished to see Elsie in Hugh's absence.
At the end of five minutes' soothing talk, the doctor read it

all to the very bottom with professional acuteness. The poor
girl was dying. Her husband and she had never got on. She
hungered and thirsted for human sympathy. Why not gratify

her yearning little soul ? He stepped back into the bare and
dingily lighted sitting-room. *' I think," he said persuasively

to Hugh, with authoritative suggestion, " your wife would Ix)

all the better in the end if she were left entirely alone with the

womenkind for a little. Your presence here evidently disturbs

and excites her. Her condition's critical, distinctly critical. I

won't conceal it from you. She's over-fatigued with the journey
and with mental exhaustion. The slightest aggravation of the

hysterical symptoms might carry her otf at any moment. If I

were you, I'd stroll out for an hour. Lounge along by the shore

or up the hills a bit. I'll stop and look after her. She's quieter

now. You needn't come back for at least an hour."

Hugh knew in his heart it was best so. Winitred hated him,

not without cause. He took up his hat, crushed it fiercely on
his head, and, strolling down by himself to the water's edge, sat

in the listless calm of utter despair on a bare bench in the cool
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fresh air of an Italian ovening. He thought in a hopeless,

helpless, irresponsible way about poor dead Elsie and poor
dying Winifred.

Five minutes after Hugh had left the pension, Warren Relf
and Elsie mounted the big centre staircase and knocked at the
door of Winifred's bare and dingy salon. The patron had
already informed them that the signor was gone out, and that

the signora was up in her room alone with the women of the
hotel and the English doctor.

Warren Eelf remained by himself in the ante-room. Elsie

went in unannounced to Winifred.
Oh, the joy and relief of that final meeting ! The poor dying

girl rose up on the bed with a bound to greet her. A sudden
flush crimsoned her sunken cheeks. As her eyes rested once
more upon Elsie's face—that earnest, serious, beautiful face she
had loved and trusted—every shadow of fear and misery faded
from her look, and she cried aloud in a fever of delight :

** Oh,
Elsie, Elsie, I'm glad you've come. I'm glad to hold your hand
in mine again ; now I can die happy !

"

Elsie saw at a glance that she spoke the truth. That bright
red spot in the centre of each wan and pallid cheek told its own
sad tale with unmistakable eloquence. She flung her arms
fervently round her feeble little friend. "Winnie, Winnie!"
she cried—"my own sweet Winnie! Why didn't you let me
know before? If I'd thought you were like this, I'd have come
to you long ago !

"

" Then you love me still ? " Winifred murmured low, cling-

ing tight and hard to her recovered friend with a feverish

longing.

"I've always loved you; I shall always love you," Elsie

answered slowly. "My love doesn't come and go, Winnie.
If I hadn't loved you more than I can say, I'd have come long
since. It was for your own sake I kept so long away from
you."
The English doctor rose with a sign from the chair by the

bedside and motioned the women out of the roouL—"We'll
leave you alone," he said in a quiet voice to Elsie.—^** Don't
excite her too much, if you please, Miss Challoner. But I know
I can trust you. I leave her in the very best of hands. You
can only be soothing and restful anywhere."
The doctor's confidence was perhaps ill-advised. As soon as

those two were left by themselves—the two women who had
loved Hugh Massinger best in the world, and whom Hugh
Massinger had so deeply wronged and so cruelly injured, they
fell upon one another's necks with a great cry, and wept,

vx^ nar<«M>f<ed one another long in [silence. Then Winifred,
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leaning back in fatigue, said with a sudden burst :
" Oh, Elsie,

^Isio 1 I can't die now without confessing it, all, everr word to
you : once, do you know—more than once I distrusted you ! " ~i|

" I know, my darling," Elsie answered with a tearful smile,
kissing her mle white fingers many times tenderly. " I know,
I understana. Tou couldn't help it. Tou needn't explain. It
was no wonder."
Winifred gazed at her transparent eyes and truthful face. No

one who saw them could ever distrust them, at least while he
looked at them. " Elsie," she said, gripping her tight in her
grasp—the one being on earth who could truly sympathize with
her

—

" I'll tell you why : he kept your letters all in a box

—

your letters and the little gold watch he gave you.'*
" No, not the watch, darling,** Elsie answered, starting back.—'* Winnie, I'll tell you what I did with that watch : I threw

it into the sea off the pier at Lowestoft.'*

A light broke suddenly oyer Winifred's mind; she knew now
Hugh had told her the truth for once. " He picked it up at

Orfordness," she mused simply. '' It was carried there by the
tide with a woman's body—a body that he took for yours,

Elsie."
" He doesn't know Tm alive even now, dearest,** Elsie whis-

pered by her side. " I hope while I live he may never know
it; though I don't know now how we're to keep it from him, I

confess, much longer.'*

Then Winifred, emboldened by Elsie's hand, poured out her
full grief in her friend's ear, and told Elsie the tale of her long,

long sorrow. Elsie listened with a burning cheek. " If only I'd

known I " she cried at last. " If only I'd known all this ever so
much sooner 1 But I didn't want to come between you two. I
thought perhaps I would spoil all : I fancied you were happy
with one another."

" And after I'm dead, Elsie, will you—see him ?
"

Elsie started. *' Never, darling,** she cried. " Never, never I

"

" Then you don*t love him any longer, dear?'*
" Love him ? Oh no ! That's all dead and buried long ago.

I mourned too many months for my dead love, Winifred; but
after the way Hugh's treated you—how could I love him? how
could I help feeling harshly towards him? '*

Winifred pressed her friend in her arms harder than ever.
" Oh, Elsie

!

" she cried, ** I love you better than anybody else in

the whole world. I wish I'd had you always with ma If you'd
been near, I might have been happier. How on earth could I
ever have ventured to mistrust you I

"

They talked long and low in their confidences to one another,
each pouring out her whole arrears of timo, and each under-
Btandmg for the first moment many things that had long been
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strangely obscure to thenu At last Winifred repeated the tale

of her two or three lale stormy Interviews with her husband.
She told them truthfully, just as they occurred—extenuating
nothing on either side—down to the very words she had used
to Hugh : " You've tried to murder me by slow torture, that
vou might marry Elsie : " and that other terrible sentence she
had spoken out that very evening to Warren :

" He shall not
enter this room again till he enters it to see me laid out for

burial."

Elsie shuddered with unspeakable awe and horror when that

frail young girl, so delicate of mould and so graceful of feature

even still, uttered those awful words of vindictive rancour
against the man Bhe had pledged her troth to love and to

honour. " Oh, Winifred !

" she cried, looking down at her with
mingled pity and terror traced in every line of her compassion-
ate face, " you didn't say that 1 You could never have meant
it!"

Winifred clenched her white hands yet harder once more.
*' Yes, I did," she cried. " I meant it, and I mean it. He's
hounded me to death ; and now that I'm dying, he shan't gloat
over me I"

" Winnie, Winnie, he's your husband, your husband!
Remember what you promised to do when you married him."

** That's just what Mr. Eelf said to me this afternoon,"

Winifred cried excitedly. " And I answered him back :
* He

never was a husband of mine at all. He was Elsie's husband.
He loved Elsie. He never married me: he only married the
manor of Whitestrand. He shan't come near me again while I
live. I only want to know before I die that Elsie never helped
that wretch to deceive me ! '

"

" And you know that now, darling !

"

" Elsie, Elsie, I know it 1 Forgive me." She stretched out
her arms with an appealing 'glance.

Elsie stooped down and kissed her once more. " Winnie,"
she pleaded in a low soft voice, " he's your husband, after all.

Don't feel so bitterly to him. I know he's wronged you ; I know
he's blighted your dear life for you ; I can see how he's crushed
your very soul out by his coldness and his cruelty,|;and his pride
and his sternness. But for all that, I can't^bear to' hear you say
you'll die in anger—die, and leave him behind unforgiven. Oh,
for my sake, and for your own sake, Winnie, if not for his—do
see him and speak to him, just once, forgivingly."

"Never!" Winifred answered, starting up on the bed once
more with a ghastly energy. " He's driven me to the grave :

let him have his punishment !

"

Elsie drew back, more horrified than ever. Her face spoke
better than her words to Winifred. " My darling," she cried,



AFTER LOm GRIEF AND PAIN, 281

" yon must see him. You must never die and leave him bo.**

Then in a gentler voice she added imploringly :
* Forgive us

our trespasses, as we forgive them that trespass against us."

Winifred buried her face wildly in her bloodless hands. " I

can't/* she moaned out; "I haven't the power. It's too late

now. He's been too cruel to me."
For many minutes together, Elsie bent tenderly over her,

whispering words of consolation and comfort in her ears, while
"Winifred listened and cried silently. At last, after Elsie had
soothed her long, and wept over her much with soft loving
touches, Winifred looked up in her fn-ce with a wistful gaze.
*' I think, Elsie," she said slowly, " I could bear to see him, if

you would stop with me here and help me."
Elsie shrank into herself with a sudden horror. That would

be a crucial trial, indeed, of her own forgiveness for the man
who had wronged her, and her own affection for poor dying
Winifred. Meet Hugh again, so painfully, so unexpectedly !

Come back to him at once, from the tomb, as it were, to remind
him of his crime, and before Winifred's eyes—pK)or dying
Winifred's I The very idea made her shudder with alarm.
** Oh, Winnie,"she cried, looking down upon her friend with her
great gray eyes, " I couldn't face him. I thought I ^should
never see him again. I daren't do it. You mustn't ask me."

" Then you haven't forgiven him yourself I " Winifred burst
out eagerly. "You love him still! You love him—and you
hate him I—Elsie, that's just the same as me. I hate him—but
I love him ; oh I how I do love him !

"

She spoke no more than the simple truth. She r.as judging
Elsie by her own heart. With that strange womaaly paradox
we so often see, she loved her husband even now, much as she
hated him. It was that indeed that made her haJe him so

much : her love gave point to her hatred and her jealousy.

"No, darling," Elsie answered, bending over her closer and
speaking lower in her ear than she had yet spoken. *' I don't

love him; and I don't hate him. I forgive him ali ! I've

forgiven him long ago.—Winnie, I J love some one els 3 now.
I've given my heart away at last, and I've given it to a better

man than Hugh Massinger."
" Then why won't you wait and help me to see him ?** Wini-

fred cried once more in her fiery energy.
" Because—I'm ashamed. I can't look him in the face

;

that's all, Winnie."
Winifred clung to her like a frightened child to its mother's

skirts. "Elsie," she burst out, with childish vehemence,
** stop with me now to the end ! Don't ever leave me I

"

Elsie's heart sank deep into her bosom. A horrible dread
possessed her soul. She saw one ghastly possibility looming
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bcforo thom that Winifred never seemed to recognize. Hugh
kept her letters, her watch, her relics. Suppose he should come
and—recognizing her at once, betray his surviving passion for

herself before poor dying Winifred I She dared hardly face so

hideous a chance. And yet, she couldn't bear to untwine her-

self from Winifred's arms, that clung 'so tight and so tenderly

around her. There was no time to lose, however: she must
make up her mind. "Winifred," she murmured, laying her

head close down by the dying girl's, " I'll do as you say. I'll

stop here still. I'll see Hugh. As long as you live, I'll never

leave you 1

"

Winifred loosed her arms one moment again, and then flung

them in a fresh access of feverish fervour round her recovei^J

friend—her dear beautiful Elsie. " You'll stop here," she cried

through her sobs and tears ;
" you'll help me to tell Hugh I

forgive him."
"I'll stop here," Elsie answered low, "and I'll help you to

forgive him."

CHAPTER Xli.

D!;f

AT REST AT LAST.

Winifred fell back on the pillows wearily. "I love him," she
whispered once more. " He hates me, Elsie ; bnt in spite of all,

I love him, I love him."
For years she had locked up that secret in her own soul.

She had told it to no one, least of all to her husband. But,
confined to the narrow space of her poor small heart, and
battling there with her contempt and scorn, it had slowly eaten
her very life out. Hating and despising him for his crooked
ways, she loved him still, for her old love's sake: with a
woman's singleness of heart and purpose, she throned him in

her love, supreme and solitary. And the secret at last had
framed itself into words and confided itself almost against her
will to Elsie.

Her face was growing very pale now. After all this excite-

ment, she needed rest. The inevitable reaction was beginning
to set in. She fumbled with her fingers on the bedclothes
nervously; her face twitched with a painful twitching. The
symptoms alarmed and frightened Elsie; sho opened the door
of the little salon and signalled to tho English doctor to return
to the bedroom. He came in, and cast a keen glance at the
bed. Elsie looked up at him with inquiring eyes. The doctor
nodded gravely and drew his long beard through his closed
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hand. " A more question of hours," he whisporoJ in her car.

"It may be delayed; it may come at any time. She's over-

taxed her stren^-h. Hysteria, followed by proportionate pros-

tration. Her heart may fail from moment to moment."
"Where's her husband?" Elsie cried in a fover of dismay.

Her one wish now was for Hugh to present himself. She forgot

at once her own terror and false shame; she remembered no
more her feminine shrinking ; self had vanished from her mind
altogether; she thought only of poor dying Winifred. And of

Hugh too. For she couldn't bear to believe, even after all she
had heard and known of his life, that the Hugh she had once
loved and trusted could let his wife thus die in his absence

—

could let her die, himself unforgivon.

"I've sent him off about his business for an hour's stroll,"

the doctor answered with professional calmness. "She's cvi-

dentljr in a highly hysterical condition, and the sight of him
only mcreases her excitement. It's a sad case, but a painfully

common one. A husband's presence is often the very worst
thing on earth for a patient so affected. I thought it would
do her far more good to have you alone with her—you're

always so gentle and so soothing, Miss Challoner."

Elsie glanced back at him with swimming eyes. " But sup-
pose she were to die while he's gone," she murmured low with
profound emotion.
The doctor pursed up his lips philos(;phically. " It can't bo

helped," he answered with a faint shrug. "That's just what'Il

happen, I'm very much afraid. We can only do the best we
can. This crisis has evidently been too severe for her."

As he spoke, Winifred turned up from the bed an appealing
face, and beckoned Elsie to bend down closer to her. " Elsie,"

she whispered, in a low hoarse voice, " send out for Hugh. I
want him now.—I should like to kiss him before I die. I think
Tm going. I won't last much longer."

Elsie hurried out to Warren in the anteroom. "Go," she
cried eagerly, through her blinding tears—" go and find Ilugh.

Winifred wants him ; she wants to kiss him before she dies.

Look for him through all the streets till you find him, and send
him home. She wants to forgive him."
Warren gazed close at her with reverent ryes. " She wants

to forgive him, Elsie?" he cried half incredulous. "She wants
to forgive him, that hard little woman 1 You've brought her
round to that already ?

"

" Yes," Elsie answered.—" Go quick and find him. She isn't

hard; she's tender as a child. She's dying now— dying of

cramped and thwarted affection. In another half-hour, it may
be 00 late. Go at once, I beg of you."

/arren answered her never a single word, but, nodding

1
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acquiescence, rushed down by himself to the esplanade and
the shore in search of his enemy. Poor baffled enemy, how
his heart ached for him ! At such a moment, who could help
pitying him?

•* Is he coming ? " Winifred asked from the bod feebly.
" Not yet, darling," Elsie answered in a hushed voice ;

" but
Warren's gone out to try and find him. He'll be here soon.

Lie still and wait for him."
Winifred lay quite still for some minutes more, breathing

hard and loud on the bed where they had laid her. The
moments appeared to spread themselves over hours. But no
Hugh came. At last she beckoned Elsie nearer again, with
a frail hand that seemed almost to have lost all power of motion.

Elsie leant over her with her ear laid close to Winifred's lips.

The poor girl's voice sounded very weak and all but inaudible

now. "I can't last till he comes, Elsie," she murmured low.
" But tell him I forgave him. Tell him I asked him to forgive

me in turn. Tell him I wanted to kiss him good-bye. But
even that last wish was denied me. And Elsie "—her fingers

clutched her friend's convulsively—"tell him all along I've

always loved him. I loved him from the very depths of my
soul. I never loved any one as I loved that man. When I

hated him most, I loved him dearly. It was my very love that

made me so bate him. He starved my heart; and now it's

broken."
Elsie stooped down and kissed her forehead. A smile played

lambent over Winifred's face at the gentle kiss. The doctor
lifted his open hand in warning. Elsie bent over her with
gathered brows and strained her eyes for a sign of breath for

a moment. " Gone ? " she asked at last with mute lips of the
doctor.
" Gone," the calmer observer answered with a grave inclina-

tion of his head toward Elsie. "Kapid collapse. A singular

case. She suffered no pain at the last, poor lady."

Elsie flung herself wildly into an easy-chair and burst into

tears more burning than ever.

A touch on her shoulder. She looked up with a start. Could
this be Hugh ? Thank Heaven, no 1 It was Warren who touched
her shoulder lightly. Half an hour had passed, and he had
now come back again. But, alas, too late. " No need to stop

here any longer," he said reverently. "Hugh's downstairs,

and they're breaking the news to him. He doesn't know yet

you're here at all. I didn't speak to him. I thought some
other person would move him more. I saw him on the quay,
and I sent an Italian I met on the beach to tell him he was
wanted, and his wife was dying.—Come up to my room on the

/
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floor aboTe. Hngh needn't know even now, perhaps, that you're

here at San Bemo."
Too full to speak, Elsie followed him blindly from the chamber

of death, and stumbled somehow up the broad flight of stairs to

Warren's apartments on the next story. As she reached the

top of the open flight, she heard a voice—a familiar voice, that

would once have thrilled her to the very heart—on the landing;

below, by Winifred's bedroom. Shame and fascination drew
her different ways. Fascination won. She couldn't resist the

dangerous temptation to look over the edge of the banisters for

a second. Hugh had just mounted the stairs from the big

entrance hall, and was talking by the door in measured tones
with the English doctor.

" Very well," he said in his cold stem voice, the voice he had
always used to Winifred—a little lowered by conventional re-

spect, indeed, but scarcely so subdued as the dootor's own.
"I'm prepared for the worst. If she's dead, say so. You
needn't be afraid of shocking my feelings ; I expected it shortly."

She could see his face distinctly fi'om the spot where she
stood, and she shrank back aghast at once from the sight with
Buiprise and horror. It was Hugh to be sure, but oh, what a
Hugh I How changed and altered from that light and bright

young dilettante poet she had loved and worshipped in the old

days at Whitestrand ! His very form and features, and limbs
and figure were no longer the same ; all were unlike, and the
difference was all to their disadvantage. The man had not only
grown sterner and harder ; he was coarser and commoner and
less striking than formerly. His very style had suffered visible

degeneration. No more of the jaunty old poetical air ; turnips

and foot-and-mouth disease, the arrears of rent and the struggle

against reduction, the shifting sands and the weight of the
riparian proprietors' question, had all loft their mark stamped
deep in ugly lines upon his face and figure. He wa-^ handsome
still, but in a less refined and delicate type of mi^nly beauty.

The long smouldering war between himself and Winifred had
changed his expression to a dogged ill-humour. His eyes had
grown dull ana sordid and selfish, his lips had assumed a sullen

set, and a ragged beard with unkempt ends had disfigured that

clear-cut and dainty chin that was once so eloquent of poetry
and culture. Altogether, it was but a pale and flabby version

of the old, old Hugh—a replica from whose head the halo had
faded. Elsie looked down on him from her height of vantage
with a thrill of utter and hopeless disillusionment. Then she
turned with a pang of remorse to Warren. Was it really pos-

sible? Was there once a time when she thought in her heart
that self-centred, hard-hearted, cold-featured creature more
than a match for such a man as Warren ?

I-

i

iii

it
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" She 18 dead," the doctor answered with professional respect.

"She died half an hour ago, quite happy. Her one regret

seemed to bo for your absence. She was anxiously expecting

you to come back and see her."

Hugh only answered :
" I thought so. Poor child." But the

very way ho said it—the half-unconcerned tone, the lack of any
real depth of emotion, nay, even of the decent pretence of tears,

shocked and appalled Elsie beyond measure. She rushed away
into Warren's room, and gave vent once more to her torrent of

emotion. The painter laid his hand gently on her beautiful

hair. " Oh, Warren," she cried, looking up at him half doubtful,
'* it makes me ashamed " And she checked herself suddenly.

" Ashamfld of what ? " "barren asked her low.

In the fever of her overwrought feelings, she flung herself

passionately into his circling arms. " Ashamed to think," she

answered with a sob of distress, " that I once loved him !

"

\M

¥

CHAPTER XLL

rbdiviva!

Hugh sat that evening, that crowded evening, alone in his

dingy, stingy rooms wjth his dead Winifred. Alone with his

weary, dreary thoughts—^his thoughts, and a corpse, and a
ghostly presence ! Two women had loved him dearly in their

time, and he had killed 'them both—Elsie and Winifred. That
was the burden of his moody brooding. What curse, he asked
himself, lay upon his head ? And his own heart told him, in

fitful moments of remorse, the curse of utter and ingrained
selfishness. He pretended not to listen to it or to bolieve its

witness ; but he knew it spoke true, true and clear in spite of

itself.

He sat there bitterly, late into the night, with two candles
burning dim on the bare table by his side, and his head buried
between his feverish hands in gloomy misery. It was a hateful
night—hateful and ghastly ; for in the bedroom at the side, the
attendants of death, despatched by the doctor, were already
busy at their gruesome work, performing the last duties for

poor martyred Winifred.
He had offered her up on the altar of his selfish remorse and

regret for poor martyred Elsie. The last victim had fallen on
the grave of the first. She, too, was dead. And now his house
was indeed left unto him desolate.

Somehow, as he sat there, with whirling brain and heated
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brow, on lire in sonl, he thonght of Elsie far more than of
Winifred. The new bereayement, snch as it was, seemed to

quicken and accentuate the sense of the old one. Was it that
Winifred's wild belief in her recognition of Elsie that day in the
street had roused once more the picture of his lost love's face

and form so vividly in his mind ? Or was it that the girl whom
Winifred had pointed out to him did really to some slight extent
resemble Elsie ? and so recall her more definitely before him ?

He hardly knew ; but of one thing he was certain—Elsie that

night monopolized his consciousness. His three-year-old griet

was still fresh and green. He thought much of Elsie, and little

of Winifred.

It was a fixed idea with poor Winifred, he knew, that Elsie

was alive and settled at San Bemo. How the idea first came
into her poor little head, he really knew not. He thought now
the story abou»» Warren Relf having given her the notion was
itself a mere piece of her dying hysterical delirium. So was
her confident immediate identification of the girl in the street as
the actual Elsie. No trusting, of course, to a dying woman's
impressions. Still, it was strange that Winifred should have
died with Elsie, Elsie, Elsie, floating ever in her mind's eye
before her. Strange, too, that the second victim of his selfish

love should have died with her soul so fiercely intent upon the
fixed and permanent image of the first one. Strange, further-

more, that a girl seen casually in the street should as a matter
of fact, even in his own unprejudiced eyes, have so closely and
curiously resembled Elsie. It was all odd. It all fitted in to a
nicety with the familiar patness of that curious fate that seemed
through life to dog him so persistently. Coincidouce jostled

against coincidence to confound him : opportunity ran cheek by
jowl with occasion to work him ill. And yet, had he but known
the whole truth as it really was, he would have seen there was
never a genuine coincidence anywhere in it all—that every-

thing had come pat by deliberate design : that Winifred had
fixed upon San Eemo on purpose, because she actually knew
Elsie to be living there : and that the girl they had seen in the
street that afternoon was none other than Elsie herself—his
very Elsie in flesh and blood, not any vain or deceptive

delusion.

Late at night, the well-favoured landlady came up, courteous
and Italian, all respectful sympathy, in a black gown and a
mourning head-dress, hastily donned, as becomes those who
pay visits of condolence in whatever capacity to the recenUy
bereaved. As for Hugh himself, he wore still his rough
travelling suit of gray homespun, and the dust of his journey

lay thick upon him. But he roused himself listlessly at the

landlady's approach. She was bland, but sympathetic. Where

ni.
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would Monsieur sleep? the amiable proprietress inquired in

lisping French. Ilugli started at the inquiry. He had never
thought at all of that. Anywhere, he answered, in a careless

Toice : it was all the same to him : sous les toits, if necessary.

The landlady bowed a respectful deprecation. She could offer

him a small room, a most diminutive room, unfiL for Monsieur,

in his present condition, but still a chambre de maitre, just above
Madame. She regretted she was unable to afford a better ; but
the house was full, or, in a word, crowded. The world, you see,

was beginning to arrive at San Bemo for the season. Proprietors

in. a health-resort naturally resent a death on the premises,

especially at the very outset of the winter : they regard it as

a slight on the sanitary reputation of the place, and incline to

be rude to the deceased and his family. Yet nothing could be
more charming than the landlady's manner; she swallowed her
natural internal chagrin at so untoward an event in her own
house and at such an untimely crisis, with commendable polite-

ness. One would have said that a death rather advertised the
condition of the house than otherwise. Hugh nodded his head
in blind acquiescence " Oil vous voulez, Madame," he answered
wearily. *' Upstairs, if you wish. I'll go now.—I'm sorry to

have caused you so much inconvenience ; but we never know
when these unfortunate affairs are likely to happen."
The landlady considered in her own mind that the gentleman's

tone was of the most distinguished. Such sweet manners ! So
thoughtful—so considerate—so kindly respectful for the house's

injured feelings 1 She was conscious that his courtesy called

for some slight return. " You have eaten nothing, Monsieur,"
she went on, compassionately. '* In effect, our sorrow makes us
forget these details of everyday life. You do not derange us at
all ; but you must let me send you up some little refreshment."
Hugh nodded again.

She sent him up some cake and red wine of the country by
the Swiss waiter, and Hugh ate it mechanically, for he was not
hungry. Excitement and fatigue had worn him out. His game
was played. He followed the waiter up to the floor above, and
was shown—into the next room to Warren's.
He undressed in a stupid, half dead-alive way, and lay down

on the bed with his candle still burning. But he didn't sleep.

Weariness and remorse kept him wide awake, worn out as he
was, tossing and turning through the long slow hours in silent

agony. He had time to souiid the whole gamut of possible
human passion. He thought of Elsie, the weary night through

:

of dead Elsie, and at times, more rarely, of dead Winifred too,

alone in the chamber of death beneath him. Elsie, in her
namek ss grave away at Orfordness : Winifred, unburied below,

here a San Bemo. A wild unrest possessed his fevered limbs
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He murmnred Elsie's name to himself, in audible tones, a
hundred times over.

Strange to say, the sense of freedom was the strongest of all

the feelings tiiat crowded in upon him. Now that Winifred
was dead, he could do as he chose with his own. He was no
longer tied to her will and her criticisms. When he got back
Id England—as he would get back, of course, the moment he
had decently buried Winifred—he meant to put up a fitting

gravestone at Orfordness, if he sold the wretched remainder of
Whitestrand to do it. A granite cross should mark that sacred
spot. Dead Elsie's grave should no longer be nameless. So
much, at least, his remorse could effect for him.
For Winifred was dead, and Whitestrand was his own. At

the price of that miserable manor of blown sand he had sold

his own soul and Elsie's life ; and now he would gladly get rid

of it all, if only he could raise out of its shrunken relics a
monument at Orfordness to Elsie. For three long years,

that untendcd grave had silently accused the remnants of
his conscience: he determined it should accuse his soul no
longer.

He would have to begin life all over again, of course. This
first throw had turned out a fatal error. He had staked
everything upon winning Whitestrand; and with what result?
Elsie lost, and Whitestrand, and Winifred! Loss all round:
loss and confusion. In the end, he found himself far worse off

than he had ever been at the very outset, when the world was
still before him where to choose. No now career now opened
its doors to him. The bar was closed : he had had his chance
there, and missed it squarely. Bohemia was estranged ; small
room for him now in literature or journalism. Whitestrand had
spoilt his whole scheme of life for him. He was wrecked in

port And he could never meet with another Elsie.

The big clock on the landing ticked monotonously. Each
swing of the pendulum tortured him afresh ; for it called aloud
to his heart in measured tones. It cried as plain as words could
say: "Elsie, Elsie, Elsie, Elsie!"
Ah, yes ! He was young enough to begin life afresh, if that

were all. To begin all over again is less than nothing to a
brave man. But for whom or for what? Selfish as he was,

Hugh Massinger couldn't stand up and face the horrid idea of

beginning afresh for himself alone. He must have some one to

love, or go under for ever.

And still the clock ticked and ticked on : and still it cried in

the silence of the night :
" Elsie, Elsie, Elsie, Elsie

!

"

At last day dawned, and the morning broke. Pale sunh'ght

streamed in at the one south window. The room was bare—a
mere servant's attic. Hugh lay still and looked at the gaping
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cracks that diversified the gaudily painted Italian ceiling. All

night through, he had foryently longed for the morning, and
thought when it came he would seize the first chance to nse
and dress himself. Now it had really come, he lay there un-
moved, too tired and too feeble to think of stirring.

Five—six—^half-past six—seven. He almost dozed out of pure
weariness.

Suddenly, he woke with a quick start. A knock at the door\

—a timid knock. Somebody come with a message, apparently.

Hugh rose in haste, and held the door just a little ajar to ask in

his bad Italian, " What is it ?
"

A boy's hand thrust a letter sideways through the narrow
opening. " Is it for you, signer ? '* he asked, peering with black
eyes through the chink at the Englishman.
Hugh glanced at the letter in profound astonishment. Oh,

Heavens, what was this? How incredible—how mysterious!
For a moment the room swam wildly around him ; he hardly
know how to believe his eyes. Was it part of the general
bewilderment of things that seemed to conspire by constant
shockt« against his perfect sanity ? Was he going mad, or was
some demy trying to confuse and confound him ? Had some
wretch been dabbling in hideous forgeries? For the envelope
was addressed—Oh, horror of horrors !—in dead Elsie's hand

;

and it bore in those well-known angular characters the simple
inscription, *' Warren Eelf, Esq., Villa della Fontana (Piano
3°), Avenue Vittorio Emmanuele, San Remo.'*

He recognized this voice from the grave at once. Dead Elsie

!

To Warren Relf ! His lingers clutched it with a fierce mad grip.

He could never give it up. To Warren Belf ! And from dead
Elsie I

" Is it for you, cignor ? " the boy asked once more, as he let it

go with reluctance from his olive-brown fingers.
" For me ?—Yes," Hugh answered, still clutching it eagerly.

" For me !—Who sends it ?
"

" The signorina at the Villa Rossa—Signorina Cialoner," the
l)oy replied, getting as near as his Italian lips could manage to

the sound of Challoner. "She told me most stringently to

deliver it up to yourself, signor, into your proper fingers, and
on no account to let it fall into the hands of the English gentle-

man on the second story."
" Good,** Hugh answered, closing the door softly. " That's

quite right. Tell her you gave it me." Then L»e added in

English with a cry of triumph :
" Gk>od morning, jackanapes !

"

After which he flung himself down on the bed once more in a
perfect frenzy of indecision and astonishment.

For two minutes he couldn't make up his mind to break open
that mysterious missive from theworld of the dead, so strangely
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delivered by an unknown hand at hifl own door on the very
morrow of Winifred's sadden death, and addressed in buried
Elsie's hand, as clear as of old, to his dearest enemy. What a
horrible concatenation of significant circumstances ! He turned
it over a?d over again, unopened, in his awe ; and all the time
that morose clock outside still ticked in his ear, less loudly ttian
before : " Elsie, Elsie, Elsie, Elsie

!

"

At last, making up his mind with a start, he opened it, half
overcome with a pervading sense of mystery. And this was
what he read in it, beyond shadow of doubt, in dead Elsie's

very own handwriting

:

" Villa BoBsa, Thursday, 7.80, morning.
"Dbabest Warren,

" I will be ready, as you suggest, by the 9.40. But
you mustn't go with me farther than Paris. That will allow
you to get back to Edie and the Motherkin by the 6.39 on
Saturday evening.—^I wish I could have waited here in San
l{emo till after dear Winifred's funeral was over; but I quite
see with you how dangerous such a course might prove. Every
moment I stop exposes me to the chance of an unexpected
meeting. Tou must call on Hugh when you get back from
Paris, and give him poor Winifred's last forgiving message.
Some day

—

you know when, dearest—^I may foce seeing him
myself, perhaps ; and then I can fulfil my promise to her in
person. But not till then. And that may be never. I hardly
know what I'm writing, I feel so dazed ; but I'll meet you at

the station at the hour you mention.—No time for more. In
great haste—my hand shakes with the shock still

—

" Yours ever lovingly and devotedly,
" Elsie."

The revulsion was awful. For a minute or two Hugh failed

to take it all in. Tou cannot unthink past years at a jump.
The belief that Elsie was dead and buried at Orfordness had
grown so ingrained in the fabric of his brain that at first ho
suspected deliberate treachery. Such things have been. He
had forged himself: might not Warren Belf, that incarnate

fiend, be turning his own weapon—meanly—against him ?

But as he gazed and gazed at dead Elsie's hand—dead Elsie's

own hand—unmistakably hers—no forger on earth (not even
himself) was ever half so clever—the truth grew gradually

clearer and clearer. Bead Elsie was Elsie dead no longer ; she

had escaped on that awful evening at Whitestrand. It wasn't

Elsie at all that was buried in the nameless grave at Orford-

ness. The past was a lie. The present alone—the present was
true. Elsie was here, to-day, at San Remo I
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With a great thrill of joy, that fact at last came clearly home
to him. The world whirled back through the ages again.

Then Elsie, his Elsie, was still Uving ! He hadn't killed her.

He was no murderer. It was all a hideous, hideous mistake.

The weight, the weight was lifted from his soul. A mad delight

usurped its place. His heart throbbed with a wild pulsation.

The clock on the staircase ticked loud for joy :
" Elsie, Elsie,

Elsie, Elsie!"
He buried his face in his hands and wept—wept as he never

had wept for Winifred—wept as he never had wept in his life

before—wept wiih frantic gladness for Elsie recovered.

Slowly his conceptions fi-amed themselves anew. His mind
could only take it all in piecemeal. Bit by bit he e^et himiself

to the task—no less a task than to reconstruct the universe.^
Winifred must have known Elsie was here. It was Elsie her-

self that Winifred and he had seen yesterday.

Fresh thoughts poured in upon him in a bewildering flood.

He was dazzled, dazed, dumfounded with their number. Elsie

was alive, and he had something left, therefore, to live for.

Yesterday morning that knowledge would have been less than
nothing worth to him while Winifred lived. To-day, thank
Heaven—for Winifred was dead—^it meant more to him than all

the wealth of Croesus.

He saw through that miserable money-grubbing now. Gk>ld,

indeed! what better was gold than any other chemical ele-

ment ? Next time—next time, he would choose more wisely.

Wisdom in life, he thought to himself with a flash of philo-

sophy, means just this—to know what things will bring you
most happiness.

How opportunely Winifred had disappeared from the scene

!

In the nick of time—on the very stroke and crisis of his fate!

At the turn of the tide that leads on to fortune I Felix oppor-

tunitate mortis^ indeed ! He had no regret, no remorse now, for

poor betrayed and martyred Winifred.
Winifred! What was Winifred to him, or he to Winifred, in

a world that still held his own beloved Elsie ?

How vividly those words came back to him now :
" Don't I

know how you've brought me to San Bemo, dying as I am, to

be near her and to see her when I'm dead and buried ! You've
tried to murder me by slow degrees, to marry Elsie !—Weil,
you've carried your point : you've killed me at last ; and when
I'm dead and gone, you can marry Elsie."

He hadn't meant it ; he had never dreamt of it. But how
neat and exact it had all come out I How fortune, whom he
reviled, had been playing his game ! His sorrow was turned at
once into wild rejoicing. Winifred dead and Elsie living!

What fairy tale ever ended so pat ? He repeated it over and
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over again to himself: "T.iey were both married and lived
happilJ ever after."

All's well that ends well. The Winifred episode hed come
and gone. Bnt Elsie remained as permanent background.
And how strangely Winifred herself, in her mad desire, had

contributed to this very denouement of his troubles. " I shall
go to San Remo, if I go at all, and to nowhere else on the whole
Riviera. I prefer to face the worst, thank you! " The words
flashed back with fresh meaning on his soul. If she hadn't so
set her whole heart on San Remo, he himself would never have
thought of going there. And then, he would never have known
about Elsie. For that, at least, he had to thank Winifred.

" When I'm dead and gone, you can marry Elsie 1

"

But what was this discordant note in the letter—Elsie's

letter—to Warren Relf—Warren Relf, his dearest enemy?
Was Warren Relf at the pension, then? Had Warren Relf
been conspiring against him? In another flash, it all came
back to him—the two scenes at the Cheyne Row Club—Warren's
conversation with his friend Potts—the mistakes and errors of
his hasty preconceptions. How one fundamental primordial
blunder had coloured and distorted all his views of the case I

He felt sure now, morally sure, that Warren Relf had rescued
Elsie—the sneak, the eavesdropper, in his miserable mud-boat

!

And yet—if Warren lielf hadn't done so, there would be no
Elsie at all for him now to live for. He recognized the fact;

and he hated him for it. That he should owe his Elsie to that

cur, that serpent

!

And all these yeari? Warren Relf—insidious creature—^had

kept her in hiding, for his own base objects, and had tried to

wriggle himself, with snake-like and lizard-like contortions and
twistings, into Hugh's own rightful i)lace in Elsie's affections!

The mean, mean reptile ! to worm his way in secret into the

sacred love of another man's maiden ! Hugh loathed and hated
him!

Discordant no^e! Why, yes—see this: "Some day

—

you
know when, dearest—I may face seeing him myself, perhaps.*'

—

Then surely Elsie must have consented to fling herself away
upon Relf, as he, Hugh, had flung himself away upon Winifred.

But that was before Winifred died. He was free now—free,

free as the wind, to marry Elsie. And Elsie would marry him

:

he was sure of that. Elsie's heart would come back to roost

like his own, on the old perch. Elsie would never belie her

love ! Elsie would love him ; Elsie would marry him.
What! Accept that creature Relf in his own place? Hy-

perion to a Satyr ! Impossible! Incredible! Past all concep-

tion! No Eve would listen to such a serpent nowadays.
Especially not when he, Hugh Massinger, was eager and keen

1
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to woo and wed hor. " The crane," ho thought, with his old
knack of seeing everything through a haze of poetry—"the
crane may chatter idly of the crane, The dove may murmur of

the dove, but I—An eagle—clang an eagle to the sphere."

When once he appeared in his panoply before her eyes as Elsie's

suitor, your Warren Relfs and your lesser creatures would be
forgotten and forsaken, and he would say to Elsie, like the
Prince to Ida :

" Lay thy sweet hands in mine and trust to

me.n

And Elsie, Elsie herself felt it ; felt it already—of that he
was certain. Felt this Eelf creature was not worthy of her;
felt she must answer to her truer instincts; felt her old love

must soon return. For did she not say in this yery letter,
" But not till then. And that may be never " ?

That may be never ! Oh, precious words I She was leaving
the door half-open, then, for her poet.

Poetl His heart leaped up at the thought. New vistas—old
vistas long since closed—opened out afresh in long perspective
before him. Ay, with such a fount of inspiration as that, to
what heights of poetry might he not yet attain I What peaks
of Parnassus might he not yet scale ! On what pinnacles of
glory might he not yet poise himself! Elsie, Elsie, Elsie,

Elsie ! That was a talisman to crush all opposition, an " Open
Sesame " to prise all doors. With Elsie's love, what would be
impossible to him?

Life floated in new colours before his eager eyes. He dreamed
dreams and saw visions, as he lay on his bed in those golden
moments. Earth was dearer, fairer, than he ever deemed
it. The fever of love and ambition and hate was u])on him
now in full force. He reeled and revelled in the plenitude of

his own wild and hectic imagination. He could do anything,
everything, anything. He could move mountains in his fervent

access of faith; he could win worlds in his mad delight; he
could fight wild beasts in his sudden glory of heroic temper.
And all the while, poor dead Winifred lay cold and white in

the bedroom below. And Elsie was oflP—off to England—with
Warren Belf—that wretch ! that serpent! by the 9.1^.

CHAPTER XLn.

FACE TO FACE.

Tbat hint sobered him. He roused himself to actual action at

last. It was now eight, and Elsie was off by the 9.40 ! Too
many thoughts had crowded him too fast That single hour



FACE TO FACE. 205

enclosed for Hugh Massinger a whole eternity. Earth had
become another world for him since the stroke of seven. The
sun h(id gone back upon the dial of his life, and left him once
more at the same point where he had stood before he ever met
"Winifred. At the same point, but oh, how diflferently circum-
Btanced ! He had gained experience and wisdom since then

:

he had learned the lessons of A Life's Philosophy. All was not
gold that glittered, he knew nowadays. The life was more than
food, the body than raiment, love than Whitestrand, Elsie than
Winifred. He would never go astray after the root of all evil,

as long as he lived and loved, again. Ho would be the Demas
of no delusive silver mine. On his voyage of discovery, he had
found out his own soul—for he had a soul, a soul capable of

appreciating Elsie; and he would not fling it away a second
time for filthy lucre, common dross, the deceitfulness of riches,

the mammon of unrig' teousness. He had a soul capable of

appreciating Elsie: he repeated to himself with the minor
poet's intense delight in the ring and flow of his own verses,

those two lines, the refrain of a villanelk he had once—years and
years ago—sent her :

" So low I She loves me ! Can I be so

low? So base! I love her! Can I be so base?" He loved
Elsie. And Elsie was off by the 9.40.

There was the key to the immediate future. He rose and
dressed himself with all expedition, remembering—though by
an afterthought—for decency's sake to put on his black cutaway
coat and his darkest trousers—he had with him none black save

those of his evening suit—and to approach as near to a mourning
tie as the narrow resources of his wardrobe permitted. But it

was all a hollow, hollow mockery, a transparent farce, a mere
outer semblance : his coat might be black, but his heart was
blithe as a lark's on a bright May morning.
He drew up the blind : the sun was flooding the bay and the

hillsides with Italian lavishness. Flowers were gay on the

parterres of the public garden. "Who could pretend to be sad
at soul on a day like this, worthy of whitest chalk, when the

sun shone and flowers bloomed and Elsie was alive again?
Let the dead bury their dead. For him, Elsie ! for Elsie was
»live again.

He lived cnce more a fresh life. What need to i)lay the

hypocrite, here, alone, in his own hired house, in the privacy of

his lonely widowed bedchamber ? He smiled to himself in the

narrow looking-glass fastened against the wall. He laughed
hilariously. He showed his even white teeth in his joy : they

shone like pearl. He trimmed his beard with unwonted care

;

for now he must make himself worthy of Elsie. " If I be dear

to some one else," he murmured, with the lover in Mavd, " then

I should be to myself more dear." And that he was dear to

li



«MI

296 TBI8 MORTAL COIL.

Elsie, he was quite certain. Her love had suffered eclipse,

no doubt: Warren Belf, like a shadow, had flitted for a
moment in between them; but when once he, Hugh, burst
forth like the sun upon her eyes once more, Warren Eelf, paled
and ineffectual, would hide his diminished head and Tanish into

vacancy.
"Warren Relfl That reptile—that vermin! Ha, ha! I

liave you now at my feet—my heel on your neck, you sneaking
traitor. Hiding my Elsie so long from my sight! But I nick
you now, on the eve of your victory. You think you have her
safe in the hollow of your hand. You'll carry her off away from
me to England ! Fool ! Idiot I Imbecile ! Fatuous I You
reckon this time without your hostess. There's many a slip

'twixt the cup and the lip. I'll dash away this cup, my fine

fellow, from yours. Your lip shall never touch my Elsie's.

Nectar is for gods, and not for mudlarks. I'll bring you down
on your marrow-bones before me. You tried to outwit me. Two
can play at that game, my friend.**—He seized the bolster from
the bed, and flinging it with a dash on the carpetless floor,

trampled it in an access of frenzy underfoot, for Warren in

effigy. The relief from his strain had come too quick. He was
beside himself now with love and rage, mad with excitement,
drunk with hatred and joy and jealousy. That creature marry
his Elsie, forsooth! He danced in a fever of prospective
triumph over the prostrate body of his fallen enemy.

Warren Eelf, meanwhile, by himself next door, was saying to
himself, as he dressed and packed, in sober sincerity :

" Poor
Massinger! What a terrible time he must be having, down
there alone with his dead wife and his accusing conscience!
Ought I to gc down and lighten his burden for him, I wonder ?

Such remorj ) as his must be too heavy to bear. Ought I to tell

him that Elsie's alive ?—that that death at least doesn't lie at
his door ?—that he has only to answer for poor Mrs. Massinger ?

—No. It would be useless for me to tell him. He hates me too
much. He wouldn't listen to me. Elsie shall break it to him
in her own good time. But my heart aches for him, for all that,

in spite of his cruelty. His worst enemy could wish him no
harm now. He must be suffering agonies of regret and repent-

ance. Perhaps at such a moment he might accept consolation
even from me. But probably not. I wish I could do anything
to lessen this misery for him."
Why did no answer come from Elsie? That puzzled and

surprised Warren not a little. He had begged her to let him
know first thing in the morning whether she could get away by
the 9.40. He wondered Elsie could be so neglectful—she, who
was generally so thoughtful and so trustworthy. Moment after

i
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moment he watched and waited: a letter must Burely come
from Elsie.

After a while, Hugh's access of mania—for it was little less-
cooled down somewhat. He began to face the position like a
man. He must be calm ; he must be sane ; be must deliberate

sensibly.

Elsie was going by the 9.40 ; and Warren Relf would be there
to join her. '• I'll meet you at the station at the hour you men-
tion." But not unless Belf received that letter. Should he ever
receive it ? That was the question.
He glanced once more a^ the envelope—torn hastily open :

" Wabren Relf, Esq., Villa della Fontana (Piano 3°)." Then
Warren Eelf was here, in this selfsame house—on this very floor

—next door, possibly 1 He would like to go in and wring the

creature's neck for him I—But that would be rash, unadvisable
—pren)t*inre, at any rate. The wise man dissembles his hate—
for a while—till occasion oflfers. Some other time. With better

means and more premeditation.
If he wrung thj creature's neck now, a foolish prejudice

would hang him for it, under all the forms and pretences of law.

And that would be inconvenient—for then he could never marry
Elsie!

How inconsistent! that one should be permitted to crush
underfoot a lizard or an adder, but be hanged, by a wretched
travesty of justice, for wringing the neck of that noxious vermin 1

He stamped with all his might upon the bolster (vice Warren
Relf, not then producible) and gnashed his teeth in the fury of
his hatred. "Some day, my fine fellow, it'll be your own tum,"
he mut*;ered to himself, " to get really danced upon. And when
your turn comes, you shall find no mercy.'*

Curses, says the proverb, come home to roost.

Again he sobered himself with a violent effort. It was hard
to be calm with Elsie alive, and Warren Relf, as yet uncboked,
separated from him perhaps by no more than a thin lath-and-

plaster partition. But the circumstances absolutely demanded
calmness. He would restrain himself; he would be judicial.

What ought he to do in rs this letter ? Destroy it at once, or
serve it upon the person for whom it was intended ?

Happy thought! If he let things take their own course,

Relf would probably never go down to the station at all, wait-

ing like a fool to hear from Elsie; and then—why, then, ho
might go himself and—^well—why not?—run away with her
himself o£fhand to England!

There, now, would 1^ a dramatic triumph indeed for you I

At the very moment when the reptile was waiting in his lair

for the heroine, to snatch her by one bold stroke from his slimy
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grasp, and leavo him, disconsolate, to fieok lior in vain in an
empty waiting-room! It was splendid!—it was magnificent!

The humour of it made his moutn water.

But no! The scandal—the gossip—the indecency! With
Winifred dead in the room below I He must shield Elsie from
BO grave an imputation. He must bide his time. He must
simulate ffciai. He must lot a proper conventional interval

elapse. Elsie was his, and he must guard her from evil

tongues and eyes. He must do nothing to compromise
Elsie.

Still, he might just go to the station to meet her. To satisfy

his eyes. No harm in that. Why give the note at all to the

reptile?

But looking at it impartially, the straight road is always
the safest. The proverb is right. Honesty appears to be on
the whole the best policy. He had tried the crooked path
already, and found it wanting. Lying too often incurs

failure. Henceforth, he would be—reasonably and moderately
—-honest.

Excess is bad in any direction. The wise man will therefore

avoid excess, be it either on the side of vice or of virtue. A
middle course of external decorum will be found by average
minds the most prudent. On this, British ratepayer, address
yourself!

Hugh took from his portmanteau an envelope and his writing-

case. With Elsie's torn envelope laid before him for a model,
he exercised yet once more his accustomed skill in imitating

to the letter—to the very stroke, even—the turns and twists of

that sacred handwriting. But oh, with what different feelings

now 1 No longer dead Elsie's, but his living love's. She wrote
it herself, that very morning. Addressed as it was to Warren
Belf, he pressed it to his lips in a fervour of delight, and kissed

it tenderly—for was it not Elsie's ?

His beautiful, pure, noble-hearted Elsie! To write to that

reptile! And "Dearest Warren," too! What madness! What
desecration ! Pah ! It sickened him.
But it was not for long. The sun had risen. Before its rays

the lesser Lucifers would soon efface themselves.
He rang the bell, and after the usual aristocratic Italian

interval, a servant presented himself. Your Italian never
shows a vulgar haste in answeijig bells. Hugh handed him
the letter, readdressed to Warren in a forged imitation of

Elsie's handwriting, and asked simply :
" This gentleman is in

the pension^ is he ?
"

Luigi bowed and smiled profusely. " On the same floor

;

next door, signer," he answered, indicating the room with a
jerk of his elbow. The Italian waiter lacks polish. Hugh
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Doted the gesture with Briiifth disapprovaL His tastes wore
fine : he disliked familiarity.

On the same floor—as yet tmeboked I And he conldn't got
at him. Horrible! horrible!

Hugh dared not stop at the peruion for breakfast. He was
afraid of meeting Relf face to face, and till his plan was carried

into ezccntion—for he had indeed once more a plan—he thought
it wisest and safest for the present to avoid him studiously. Ho
wanted to make sure with his own two eyes that Elsie was in
ery truth alive. The legal side of him craved evidence. When
a woman has been dead, undoubtedly dead, for three long
years, only ocular demonstration in propria persond can fully

convince a reasonable man she is quite resuscitated. The age
of miracles is now past : the age of scepticism is here upon
us. Hugh knew too well, from his own private experience, that
documentary evidence may be but a fallible guide to the facts

of history. Some brute might perhaps have meanly stooped to
the caddish device of forgery to confound him. Ho wouldn't
have forged for such a purpose himself: he would use that
doubtful weapon in self-defence only. Let Belf go down to the
station by ail means : he would follow after, at a safe distance,

or go before, if that seemed bettor, and on the unimpcachablo
authority of his own retina and his own discriminative optio

nerves make perfectly certain he saw Elsie. Unseen, of course

;

for at present he meant to keep quite dark. Elsie perhaps
would nardly like to know he had stolen away at such a
moment—even to see ^cr—from dead Winifred.

For Elsie's sake he must assume some regret for dead
Winifred.
So he told the landlady with a sigh of sensibility he had no

heart that morning to taste his breakfast. He would go and
stroll by the sea-shore alone. Everything had been arranged
about the poor signora. ** What grief? " said the landlady.
" Look you, Luigi, he can eat nothing."

At a shabby trattoria in the main street, he took his break-
fast—a sloppy breakfast; but the coffee was good, with tbo
exquisite aroma of the newly roasted berry, and the fresh fruit

was really delicious. On the Mediterranean slope, coffee and
fresh frruit cover a multitude of sins. What could you have
nicer, now, than these green figs, so daintily purpled on the
sonny side, and these small white grapes from the local vine-

yards with their faint undertone of musky flavour? The olives.

too, smack of the basking soil ; "the luscious glebe of vine-clad

lands," he had called it himself in that pretty song in ^ A Life's

Philosophy."—He repeated the lines for his own pleasure, rolling

them on his palate with vast satisfaction, as a connoisseur rolls

good old Madeira

:

r
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*' My thirsty bosom pants for Bunlit waters,
And luscious glebe of vine clad-lands,

And chanted psalms of freedqyi's bronze-cheeked daughters,
And sacred grasp of brotherly hands."

dThat was written before he knew Winifred I His spirits were
'high. He enjoyed his breakfast. A quarter to nine by the
big church clock ; and Elsie goes at 9.40.

He strolled down at his leisure to the station with his hands
in his pockets. Fresh air and sunshine smiled at his humour.
He would have liked to hide himself somewhere, and "see
unseen/' like Paris with the goddesses in the dells of Ida ; but
stern fact intervened, in the shape of that rigid continental red-

tape railway system which admits nobody to the waiting-rooms
without the passport of a ticket. He must buy a ticket for

form's sake, then, and go a little way on the same line with
them; just for a station or two—say to Monte Carlo.—He
presented himself at the wicket accordingly, and took a first

single as far as the Casino.

In the waiting-room he lurked in a dark corner, behind the
bookstall with the paper-covered novels. Elsie and Relf would
have plenty to do, he shrewdly suspected, in looking after their

own luggage without troubling their heads about casual

strangers. So he lurked and waited. The situation was a
strange one. Would Elsie turn up? His heart stood still.

After so many years, after so much misery, to think he was
waiting again for Elsie 1

As each new-comer entered the waiting-room, his pulse
leaped again with a burst of expectation. The time went
slowly: 9.30, 9.35, 9.36, 9.37—would Elsie come in time for the

9.40?
A throb! a jump!—alive! aUye! It was Elsie, Elsie, Elsie,

Elsie I

She never turned; she never saw. She walked on hasti]>,

side by side with Warren, the serpent, the reptile. Hugh let

her pass out on to the platform a*!d choose her carriage. His
flood of emotion fairly overpowered him. Then he sneaked out
with a hrngdog air, and selected another compartment for him-
self, a long way behind Elsie's. But when once he was seated

in his place, at his ease, he let his pent-up feelings have free

play. He sat in his comer, and cried for joy. The tears followed

one another unchecked down his cheeks. Elsie was aliye 1 He
had seen Elsie

!

The train rattled on upon its way to the frontier. Bor-
dighera, Ventimiglia, the Roya, the Nervia, were soon passed.

They entered France at the Pont St. Louis.

Elsie was crying in hsr carriage too—crying for poor tortured,

heart-broken Winifred. And not without certain pangs of

' flg'l
'JPJ.T'.

'
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regret for Hugh as well She ha^ loved him once, and he was
her own cousin. "Oh, Warren," she cri^, for they had no
others with them in their through-carriage—it was the season
when hardly anybody travels northward—" how teiribly he must
feel it, all alone by himself in a strange land, with that poor
dead girl that he hounded to death for his only company ! I
ean't bear to think how much he must be suffering. Perhaps at
Marseilles you'd better telegraph to him your profound sympathy,
and tell him that Winifred said before she died—said earnestly
she loved him and forgave him."

" I will," Warren answered. " I thought of him myself not
without some qualms at the pension this morning. Perhaps at
times, for your sake, knowing what you suffered, I've been too
harsh towards him.—Elsie, he's a very heartless man, we both
know ; but even he must surely feel this last blow, and his own
guilt for it. We've never spok >n of him together before ; let's

never speak of him together again. This word's enough. The
telegram shall be sent, and I hope and trust it will save him
something of his self-imposed misery."
And all the time Hugh Massinger, in his own carriage, was

thinking—not of poor dead Winifred ; not of remorse, or regret,

or penitence ; not of his sin and the mischief it had wrought

—

but of Elsie. The bay of Mentone smiled lovely to his eyes. The
crags of the steep seaward scarp on the Cap Martin side glistened

and shone in the morning sunlight. The rock of Monaco rose
sheer like a painter's dream from the sea in front of him. And
as he stepped from the carriage at Moute Carlo station, with the
mountains above and the gardens below, flooded by the rich

Mediterranean sunlight, he looked about him at the scene in

pure SBsthetic delight, saying to himself in his throbbing heart
that the world after all was very beautiful, and that he might
still be happy at last with Elsie.

CHAPTER XLin,

AT MONTE OABLO.

Hugh had not had the carriage entirely to himself all the way

;

a stranger got in with him at Mentone station. But so absorbed

was Hugh in his own thoughts that he hardly noticed the new
comer's presence. Full of Elsie and drunk with joy, he had
utterly forgotten the man's very existence more than once.

Crying and laughing by turns as he went, he must have im-

pressed the stranger almost like a madman. He had smiled

and frowned and chuckled to himself, exactly as if he had been
i '
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quite alone ; and though he saw occasionally, with a careless

glee, that the stranger leaned back nervously in his seat and
seemed to shrink away from him, as if in bodily fear, he scarcely

troubled his head at all about so insignificant and unimportant
a person. Bis boul was all CDgrossed with Elsie. What was a
casual foreigner to him, with Elsie, Elsie, Elsie, recovered ?

The Casino gardens were already filled with loungers and
children—gamblers' children, in gay Parisian dresses—but the
gaming-rooms themselves were not yet open. Hugh, who had
come there half by accident, for want of somewhere better to go,
and who meant to return to San Bemo by the first train, strolled

casually without any thought to a seat on the terrace. Pre-
occupied as he was, the loveliness of the place nevertheless took
him fairly by surprise. His poet's soul lay open to its beauty.
He had never visited Monte Carlo before; and even now he had
merely mentioned the name at random as the first that occurred
to him when he went to take his ticket at the San Kemo
booking-office. He had stumbled upon it wholly by chance.
But he was glad he had come ; it was all so lovely. The smiling
aspect of the spot took his breath away with wonder. And the
peaceful air of all that blue bay soothed somewhat his feverish

excitement at the momentous discovery that Elsie, his Elsie, was
still living.

He gazed around him with serene delight. This was indeed
a day of joyful surprises. The whole place looked more like a
scene in fairyland in full pantomime time than like a prosaic
bit of this workaday world of ours. In front lay the cobalt-
blue Mediterranean, broken on every side into a hundred tiny
sapphire inlets. Behind him in serried rank rose tier after tier

of Maritime A.lps, their solemn summits mysteriously clouded
in a fleecy hazo. To the left, on the white rock that stretched
upon the bay as some vast Miltonic monster suns his huge
length on th^ broad Atlantic,

How like a gem the sea-girt city

Of little Monaco basking glowed

!

He had never before fully understood the depth and beauty of

those lines of Tennyson's : he repeatei^ them over now musingly
to himself, and drank in their truthfulness with a poet's appre-
ciation. To the right, the green Italian shore faded away by
degrees into the purple mountains which guard like sentinels

the open mouth of the Gulf of Genoa. Lovely by nature, that
exquisite spot—the fairest, perhaps, in all Europe—has been
made still lovelier by all the resources of human art. From
the water's edge, terraces of luscious tropical vegetation rise

one after another in successive stepfi towards the grand fagade
of the gleaming Casino, divided from one another by parapets

c^
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of marble balustrades, and connected together from place to
place by broad flights of Florentine staircases. Fantastic
clusters of palms and aloes, their base girt round with rare
exotic flowers, thrust themselves cunningly into the foreground
of every beautiful view, so that the visitor looks out upon the
bay and the mountains through artistic vistas deftly arranged
in the very spot where a Tuscan painter's exuberant fancy
would have wished to set them for scenic effect. To Warren
Relf, to be sure, Monte Carlo seemed always tfo meretriciously
obtrusive to deserve his pencil ; but to Hugh JMassinger's more
gorgeous oriental taste it revealed itself at once in brilliant

colours as a dream of beauty and a glimpse of Paradise.
From the bench where he sat, he gazed across to Monaco

past a feathery knot of drooping date branches : he caught a
glimpse of Bordighera on the other side through a graceful
framework of spreading dracssnas and quaint symmetrical
rosettes of fan-palms. The rock itself delighted and rejoiced

his poet's soul : his fancy, quickened by that day's adventures,
saw in it a thousand strange similitudes. Now it was a huge
petrified whale, his back rising two hundred feet or more above
the water's edge : and now it was some gigantic extinct saurian,

his head turned toward the open sea, and his tail just lashing
the last swell of the mainland at the narrow isthmus where it

joined the mountains. Perched on its summit stood the tiny
town, with its red-tiled houses and clambering streets, and the
mediaeval bastions of its petty Prince's disproportioned palace.

Through that clear Italian air he could see it all with the
utmost distinctness—the tall gray tower with its Mauresque
battlements, the long white facade with its marble pillars, the
tiny Place d'Armes with its rows of plane-trees, its dozen brass

cannon, and its military forces engaged that moment before his

very eyes in duly performing their autumn manoeuvres. For
the entire strength of the Monegasque army was deploying just

then before his languidly attentive vision : anything more gro-

tesque thin its petty evolutions he had never before beheld

—

outside un opera bouffe of Offenbach's. Twenty fantastically

dressed soldiers, of various sizes, about one-half of whom were
apparently officers, composed the entire princely service ; and
they went through their mock-drill with a mixture of gravity

and casual nonchalance which made Hugh, who observed them
from a distance through his pocket field-glass, smile in spite of

himself at the ridiculous ceremonial—it recalled so absurdly
the " Grand Duchess of Gerolstein." He laughed a soft little

laugh below his breath: he was blithe to-day, for Winifred was
dead, and he had seen Elsie.

He looked away next to the nearer foreground. The dream-
land of Monte Carlo floated in morning lights before his en-

c>
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chanted eyes. The great and splendid turreted Casino, the
exauisite green lawns and gardens, the brilliant rows of shops
ana cafes, the picturesqne villas dotted up and down the smooth
and English-looking sward, the Italian* terraces with their
marble steps, the glorious luxuriance of waving palm*trees,
massive agaves, thick clustering yucca blossoms, and heavy
breadths of tropical foliage—^all alike fired and delighted his
poetical nature. The bright blue of Mediterranean seas, the
dazzling white of Mediterranean sunshine, the brilliant russet
of Mediterranean roofs, soothed and charmed his too exalted
mood. He needed repose, beauty, and nature. He looked at

his watch and consulted the little local time-table he had bought
at San Remo.—After all, why return to that lonely pension and
to dead Winifred so very soon ? It was better to be here—here,

where all was bright and gay and lively. Ho might sit in the
gardens all day long and return by the last train to-night to
Winifred. No need to report himself now any longer. He was
free, free : he would stop at Monte Carlo.

Why leave, indeed, that glorious spot, the loveliest and
deadliest siren of our civilization? He felt his spirit easier

here, with those great gray crags frowning down ujpon him
from above, and those exquisite bays smiling up at him from
below. Nature and art hud here combined to woo and charm
him. It seemed like a poet's midsummer dream, crystallized

into lasting and solid reality by some gracious wave of Titania's

wand.
He murmured to himself those lines from the " Daisy "

—

Nor knew we well what pleased us most

;

Not the dipt palm of which they boast

;

But distant colour, happy hamlet,
A moulder'd citadel on the coast

;

Or tower, or high hill-convent, seea
A light amid its olives green

;

Or olive-hoary cape in ocean

;

Or rosy blossom in hot ravine.

Exquisite lines ! He looked across to Cap Martin and under-
stood them all. Then his own verses on his first Italian tour
came back with a burst of similarity to his memory. In Lis

exultation and unnatural excitement he had. the audacity to

compare them with Tennyson's own. Why might not he, too,

build at last that mansion he had talked about long, long ago,

on the summit of Parnassus?

I found it not, where solemn Alps and gray
Draw purple glories from the new-bom day

;

Nor where huge sombre pines loom overhanging
Niagara's rainbow opray.
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Nor !n loud psalms whose palpitating strain

Thrills the vast dome of Buonarotti's fane

;

On canvas quick with Guidons earnest passioui
Or Titian's statelier vein.

Tennyson indeed! Who prates about Tennyson? Were not
his own sonorous round-mouthed verses worth every bit as
much as many Tennysons ? He repeated them over lovingly

to himself. The familiar ring intoxicated his soul. He was a
poet too. He would yet make a fortune, for himself and for

Elsie!

Echoes, echoes, mere echoes all of them! But to Hugh
Massinger, in his parental blindness, quite as good and true as
their inspired originals. So the minor poet for ever deceives

himself.

Guido, to be sure, he now knew to be feeble. He'd outlived

Guido, and reached Botticelli. Not that the one preference
was any profounder or truer at bottom than the other; but
fashion had changed, and he himself had changed with it. He
wrote those verses long, long ago. In those days Guido was
not yet exploded. He wished he could find now some good
dissyllabic early Italian name (with the accent on the first) that
would suit modern taste and take the place in the verse of that
too tell-tale Guido.
For Elsie was alive, and he must be a poet still. He must

build up a fortune for himself and for Elsie.

Somebody touched his elbow as he sat there. He looked up,
not without some passing tinge of annoyance. What a bore to

be discovered ! He didn't want to be disturbed or recognized
just then—at Monte Carlo—and with Winifred lying dead on
her bed at San Bemo

!

It was a desultory London club acquaintance—a member of

the Savage—and with him was the man who had comd with
Hugh in the train from Mentone.
"Hullo, Massinger," the desultory Savage observed com-

placently: "who'd have ever thought of meeting you here.

Down in the South for the winter, or on a visit ? Come for

pleasure, or is your wife with you ? Whitestrand too much for

you in a foggy English November, eh ?
"

Hugh made up his mind at once to his course of action : he
would say not a single word about Winifred. " On a visit," he
answered, with some slight embarrassment. " I expect to stop
only a week or two." As a matter of fact, it was not his in-

tention to remain very long after Winifred's funeral. He was
in haste, as things stood, to return to England—and Elsie.^
"I came over with your friend from Mentone this morning.
Lock."
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" And he took yon for a maniao, my dear boy," the other

answered with a quiet smile. ** I've duly explained to him that

yon are not mad, most noble Massinger; you're only a poet.

The terms, though nearly, are not quite synonymous." Then
he added in French: "Let me introduce you now to one
another. M. le Lieutenant FMor Baffalevsky, of the Bussian
navy."
M. Baffaleysky bowed politely. "I fear. Monsieur," he said,

with a courtly air, " I caused you some slight surprise and dis-

comfort by my peculiar demeanour in the train this morning.

—

To tell you the truth, your attitude discomposed me. I was
coming to Monte Carlo to join in the play, and I carried no less

a sum for the purpose than three hundred thousand francs about
my body. Not knowing I had to deal with a person of honour,
I felt somewhat nervous, you may readily conceive, as to your
muttered remarks and apparent abstraction. Figure to yourself

my situation. So much money makes one naturally fanciful!

Monsieur, I trust, will have the goodness to forgive me."
" To say the truth," Hugh answered frankly, " I was so much

absorbed in my own thoughts that I scarcely noticed any little

hesitation you may have happened to express in your looks and
manner. Three hundred thousand francs is no doubt a vei /
large sum. Why, it's twelve thousand pounds sterling—^isn't it,

Lock?—You mean to try your luck, then, en grosy Monsieur?"
The Russian smiled. " For once," he answered, nodding his

head good-humouredly. "I have a system, I believe: an in-

fallible system. I'm a mathematician myself by taste and habit.

I've invented a plan for tricking fortune—the only safe one ever
yet discovered."

Hugh shook his head almost mechanically. "All systems
alike are equally bad," he replied in a politely careless tone.

Gambler as he had always been by nature, he had too much
common-sense to believe in martingales. '• The bank's bound to
beat you in the long run, you know. It has the deepest purse,
and must win in the end, if you go on long enough."
The Bussian's fnce wore a calm expression of superior wisdom.

" I know better," he answered quietly. " I've worked for years
at the doctrine of chances. I've calculated the odds to ten
places of decimals. If I hadn't, do you think I'd risk three

hundred thousand francs on the mere turn of a wretehed
roulette table?"
The doors of the Casino were now open, and players were

beginning to crowd the gambling rooms. "Let's go in and
watoh him," Lock suggested in English. " There can be no
pairiicular harm in looking on. I'm not a player myself, like

yon, Massinger; but I want to see whether this fellow really

wins or loses. He believes in his own system most profoundly,
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idly,

I observe. He's a very nice chap, the Paymaster of the Russian
Mediterranean squadron. I picked him up at the Gercle
Nautique at Nice last week; and he and I have been going
everywhere in my yacht ever since together."
" All right," Hugh answered, with the horrible new-bom care-

less glee of his recent emancipation. " I don't mind twopence
what I do to-day. Vogue la galere ! I'm game for anything,
from pitch-and-toss to manslaughter." He never suspect^
himself how true those casual words of the stock slang ex-
pression were soon to become. Pitch-and-toss first, and after-

wards manslaughter.
They strolled round together to the front of the Casino, that

stately building in the gaudiest Hausmannized Parisian style,

{)lanted plump down with grotesque incongruity beneath the
ofty crags of the Maritime Alps. The palace of sin faces a
large and handsome open square, with greensward and fountains
and parterres of flowers; and all around stand coquettish shops,

laid temptingly out with bonnets and jewelry and rosthetic pro-
ducts, for people who win largely disburse freely, and many
ladies hover about the grounds, with fashionable dresses and
shady antecedents, by no means slow to share the good fortune

of the lucky and all too generous hero of the day. Hugh
mounted the entrance staircase with the rest of the crowd, and
pushed through the swinging glass doors of the Casino. Within,
they came upon the large and spacious vestibule, its roof sup-
ported by solid marble and porphyry pillars. Presentation of

their cards secured them the right of entry to the salles de j'eu,

for everything is free at Monte Carlo—except the tables. You
may go in and out of the rooms as you please, and enjoy for

nothmg—so long as you are not fool enough to play—the use of

two hundred European newspapers, and the music of a theatre,

where a splendid band discourses hourly to all comers the en-

livening strains of Strauss and of Gungl. But all that is the

merest prelude. The play itself, which forms the solid core of

the entire entertainment, takes place in the gambling saloons

on the left of the Casino.

Furnished with their indispensable little ticket of introduc-

tion, the three new-comers entered the rooms, and took their

place tentatively by one of the tables. The Bussian, selecting

a seat at once, addressed himself to the task like one well accus-

tomed to systematic gambling. Hugh and his acquaintance

Lock stood idly behind, to watch tho outcome of his infallible

method.
And all the time, alone at San Rome, Winifred's body lay on

the solitary bed of death, attended only at long intervals I7 the

waiting-women and landlady of th« shabby pension.
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CHAPTER XLIV.

** LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, MAKE TOUB GAME I
"

Though play had only just begun when Hugh and his com-
panions entered the saloon, the rooms were already pretty well

crowded with regular visitors, who came early to secure their

accustomed seats, and who leant forward with big rolls of gold
piled high in columns on the table before them, marking down
with a dot on their tablets the winning numbers, and staking
their twenty or thirty napoleons with mechanical calmness on
every turn of that fallacious whirligig. Hugh had often heard
or read sensational descriptions of the eagerness depicted upon
every face, the anxious gaze, the rapt attention, the obvious
fascination of the game for its votaries ; but what struck him
rather on the first blush of it all was the exact opposite : the
stolid indifference with which men and women alike, inured to

the varying chances of the board, lost or won a couple of dozen
pounds or so on each jump of the pea, as though it were a
matter of the supremest unconcern to them in their capacity of

gamblers whether they or the bank happened to take up each
particular little heap of money. They seemed, indeed, to be
mostly rich and hlase people, suffering from a chronic plethora

of the purse, who could afford to throw away their gold like

water, and who threw it away carelessly out of pure wantonness,
for the sake of the small modicum of passing excitement yielded
by the uncertainty to their jaded palates.

One player in particular Hugh watched closelv—an austere-

looking man wit.*i the air and carriage of a rural dean—to detect

if possible some trace of emotion in his eyes or muscles. He
could observe none ; the man's features were rigid as if carved
in stone. A slight twitching of the fingers from time to time
perhaps faintly betrayed internal excitement ; but that was all.

The clear-cut face and thin lips moved no more than the busts

of those Elizabethan Meyseys, hewn in marble or carved in

wood, in the cold chancel at sand-swept Whitestrand.
Nevertheless, he remarked with surprise from the very first

moment that even at that early hour of the morning, when the

day's work had hardly yet got well under weigh, the rooms,
though large and lofty, were past all belief hot and close, doubt-
less from the strange number of feverish human hearts and
lungs, all throbbing and panting their suppressed excitement,

in that single Casino, and warming the air with their internal

fires. He raised his eyes and glanced for a moment around the

111
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saloon. It was spacious and handsome, after its own gaudy
fashion, richly decorated in the Mauresqne style of the Spanish
Alhambra, though with far less taste and harmony of colour
than in the restorations to which his eye had been long familiar-
ized in London and Sydenham. At Monte Carlo, to say the
truth, a certain subdued tinge of vulgar garishness jnst mars
the native purity of the style into perfect accord with the
nature and purposes of that temple of Mammon in his vilest

avatar.

Hugh, however, for his part had no scruples in the matter of
gambling. He gazed up and down at the ten or twelve roulette
tables that crowded the salles de jeu, with the utmost com-
placency. He liked play, and it diverted him to watch it,

especially when the man he meant to observe was the pro-
pounder of a new and infallible syeterj. Infallible systems are
always interesting: they collapse with a crash—amusing to

everybody except their propounder. He bent his eyes closely

upon the hands of the Russian, who had l^ow pulled out his roll

of gold and silver, and was eagerly beginnirg to back his chosen
numbers, doubtless with the blind and stupid confidence of the
infatuated system-monger.

Ba£fa1evsky, however, played a cautions opening. He started
modestly with four five-franc pieces, distributed about on a
distinct plan, and each of them staked on a separate number.
The five-franc piece, in fact, is the minimum coin permitted to

show its face on those aristocratic tables ; and six thousand francs

is the maximum sum which the bank allows any one player to

hazard on a single twist of the roulette : between these extreme
limits, all possible systems must needs confine themselves, so

that the common martingale of doubling the stakes at each
unsuccessful throw becomes here practically impossible. Ba£fa-

levsky's play had been carefully calculated. Hugh, who was
already well versed in the mysteries of roulette, could see at a
glance that the Russian had really a method in his madness.
He was working on strict mathematical principles. Sometimes
he divided or decreased his stake; sometimes, at a bound, he
trebled or quadrupled it. Sometimes he plunged on a single

number; sometimes for several turns together he steadily

backed either red or black, pair or impair. But on the whole,
by bap or cvnning, he really seemed to be winning rapidly. His
sustained success made Hugh more anxious than ever to watch
his play. It was clear he had invented a genuine system.
Might it be after all, as he said, an infallible one?

If only Hugh could find it out! He must, he would marr*
Elsie. How grand to marry her, a rich man I He would love

to lay at Elsie's feet a fortune worthy of his beautiful Elsie.

Things were all changed now. He had somethiog to live, to
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work, to gamble for 1 If only he could say to bis recoTorel

Elsie: ''Take me, rich, famous, great—take me, and White-
strand, no longer sand-swepi I lay it all in your lap for your
gracious acceptance—these piles of gold—these heaps of coins 1

"

But he had nothing, nothing, save the few napoleons he carried

about him. If he had but the Bussian's twelve thousand
pounds now 1 he would play and win—win a fortune at a stroke

for his darling Elsie.

Fired with the thought, he watched Raffalevsky more clofely

than ever. In time, he began to perceive by degrees upon what
principle the money was so regularly lost and won. It was a good
principle, mathematically correct. Hugh worked it out hastily on
the back of an envelope. Yes, in one hundred and twenty chances
out of one hundred and thirty-seven, a man ought to win ten louis

a turn, against seven lost, on an average reckouiug. At last,

Baffalevsky, after several good hazards, laid down five louis

boldly upon 24. Hugh touched his shoulder with a gentle hand.
"Wrong," he murmured in French. "You make a mistake
there. You abandon your principle. You ought to have backed
27 this time."

The Russian looked back at him with an angry smile; so
slight a scratch at once brought out the Tartar. " Back it your-
self, then. Monsieur," he said sullenly. "I make my own game.
—Pray, don't interrupt me. If your calculations go so very
deep, put your own money down, and try your luck against me.
My principles, when I first discovered them, were not worked
out on the back of an envelope."
The gibe offended Hugh. In a second he saw that the fellow was

wrong : he was misinterpreting the nature of his own discovery.

He had neglected one obvious element of the problem. The
error was mathematical : Hugh snapped at it mentally with us
keen perception—he had taken a first in mathematics at Oxford
—and noted at once that if the Hussion pursued his present
course for many turns together he was certain before long to go
under hopelessly. For the space of one deep breath he hesitated

and held back. What was the use of gambling with no cai>ital

to go upon? Then, more for the sake of proving himself right
than of winning money, he dived into his pocket with a sudden
resolution, and drawing forth five napoleons from his scanty
purse, laid them without a word on 27, and awaited patiently

the result of his action.
" The game is mado," the croupier called out as Hugh with-

drew his hand. After that warning signal, no stakes can be
further received or altered. Whir-r-r went the roulette. The
pea span round with whizzing speed. Hugh looked on, all

eager, in a fever of suspense. He half regretted he had backed
27. He was sure to lose. The chances, after all, were so enor-
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mous againRt him. Thirty-six to one ! If you win, it's a fluke.

What a fool he had been to run the risk of making himself look
small in this gratuitous way before the cold eyes ot that unfeel-
ing Russian

!

He knew lie was right, of course : 27 was the system. But a
sensible system never hangs upon a single throw. It depends
upon a long calculation of cHances. You must let one risk

balance another. Raffalevsky had twelve thousand pounds to
fall hack upon. If he failed once, to him that didn't matter : he
could go on still and recoup himself in the end by means of the
system. Only under such circumstances of a full purse can any
method of gambling ever by any possibility be worth anything.
Broken reeds at the best, even for a Rothschild, they must
almost necessarily pierce the hand that leans upon them if it

ventures to try them on a petty scrap of pocket capital. And
Hugh's capital was grotesquely scrappv for such a large venture
—he had only some seventy-five pounds about him.
How swift is thought, and how long a time it seemed before

the pea jumped ! He had reasoned out all this, and a thousand-
fold more, in his own mind with lightning speed while that

foolish wheel was still whirling and spinning. If he won at all,

it could only be by a rare stroke of fickle fortune. Thirty-six

to one were the odds against him 1 And if he lost, he must
either leave off at once, or else, in accordanco with the terms of

the system, stake ten louis next turn on 14, or nine louis on odd
or even. At that rate, his poor little capital would soon be
exhausted. How he loDgcd for Raffalevsky's twelve thousand
to draw upon ! He would feel so small if 27 lost. And if there

was anything on earth that Hugh Massinger hated it was feeling

small : the sense of ignominy, and its opposite the feeling of

personal dignity, were deeply rooted in the very base and core

of his selfish nature.

At last the pea jumped. A breathless second ! The croupier
looked over at it and watched its fall. " Yingt-sept," he cried

in his stereotyped tone. Hugh's heart loapt up with a sudden
wild bound. The fever of play had sei7.ed on him now. He
had won at a stroke—a hundred and seventy-five louis.

Here was a capital indeed upon which to begin. He would
back his own system with this against Raffalevsky's. Or rather,

he would back Raffalevsky's discovery, as rightly apprehended
and worked out by himself, against Raffalevsky's aiscovery as
wrongly applied and distorted through an essential error of

detail by its original inventor.

It was system pitted against system now. The croupier

raked in the scattered gold heaped on the various cabalistio

numbers, squares, and diamonds^-and amongst them, Raffa-

levsky's five napoleons upon 24. Then he paid the lucky
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players their gains ; counting oat three thousand five hundred
francs with practised case, and handing them to Hugh, who was
one among the principal winners by that particular turn. In
two minutes more, the board was cleared ; the wooden cue hod
hauled in all'the bank's receipts; the fortunate players had
added their winnings to the heap before them; and all was
ready for a further yenture. " Messieurs et mesdames, faites le

jeu " the harsh Toice of the croupier cried mechanically. The
players laid down their stakes once more ; the croupier
waited the accustomed interval. " Le jeu est fait, rien ne ya
plus," he cried at last ; and the pnea again went buzzing and

;
whizzing. Hugh was backing his system this time on the
regular rule : three louis on the left-hand row of numbers.
He lost. That was but a small matter, of course. He had

won to begin with ; and a stroke of luck at the first outset is

responsible for the greater part of the most reckless playing.

Time after time he staked and played—staked and played—
staked and played again, sometimes losing, sometimes winning;
but on the whole, the system, as he had anticipated, proved
fairly trustworthy. The delirium of play had taken full pos-
session of him, body and soul, by this time. He was piling

up gold ;
piling it fast ; how fast, he never stopped to think or

count : enough for him that the system won ; as long as it won,
what waste of time at a critical moment to stop and reckon the
extent of his fortune.

He only knew that every now and then he thrust a fresh

handful of gold or notes into his pocket—for Elsie—and went on
playing with feverish eagerness with the residue of his winnings
left upon the table.

By two o'clock, however, he began to get hungry. This sort

of excitement takes it rapidly out of a man. Lock had dis-

appeared from the scene long since. He wanted somebody to go
and feed with. So he leaned over and whispered casually to

Baffalevsky :
** Shall we turn out now and take a mouthful or

two of lunch together?
"

BafTalevsky looked back at him with a pale face. " As you
will," he said wearily. " I'm tired of this play. Losses, losses

all along the line. The system breaks down here and there, I
find, in actual practice."

So Hugh haa observed with a placid smile for the last hour or
two.
They left the tables, and strolled across the squ::re to the

stately, portals ^of the Hotel de Paris. Hugh was in excellent

spirits mdeed. "Permit me to constitute myself the host,

Monsieur," he said with his courtliest air to BafTalevsky. He
had won heavily now, and was in a humour on all grounds to
spend his winnings with princely magnificence.
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The RuBsian bowed. "Ton are very kind, monsieur,** ho
answered with a smile. Then he add^, half apologetically, at
the end of a pause :

'* And after all, it was my own system."
The carte was tempting, and money was cheap—cheaper than

in London. Hugh ordered the most sumptuous and recherche of
luncheons, with wine to match, on a millionaire scale, and they
sat down together at the luxurious tables of that lordly restau-

rant. While they waited for their red mullet, Hugh pulled out
a stray handful of notes and gold and began to count up the
extent of his winnings. He trembled himself when he saw to
how Tery large a sum the total amounted. He had pocketed no
less in tbat short time than fourteen hundred louis I Fools that

Elod ard toil and moil in London for a long, long year upon
alf that pittance! How he pitied and despised them! In

three brief hours, by the aid of a system, he bad won offhand
fourteen hundred louis I

He mentioned the sum of his winnings with bated breath to

the unsympathetic Russian. Raffalevsky bit his lip with undis-
guised lealousy. ** And I," he said curtly, in a cold voice,
•* have dropped sixteen hundred."

It's wonderful with what placid depths of heroism the
winners can endure the losses of the losers. " Never mind, my
friend," Hugh answered back cheerily. " Fortune always takes
a turn in the long run. Her wheel will alter. You'll win soon.

And besides, you know, you have an infallible system."
" It's the cursed system tbat seems to have betrayed me," the

Russian blurted back with a savage outburst of unchecked
temper. "It worked out so well on paper, somehow; but on
these i)recious tables, with their turns and their evolutions,

sometmng unexpected is always bobbing up to spoil and prevent
my Intimate triumph. Would you believe it, now, last turn
but one, and the turn before it, I had calculated seven hundred
and twenty-two distinct chances all in my favour to a miserable
solitary one against me : and not one of the seven hundred and
twenty-two good combinations ever turned up at all, but just

the one beastly unlucky conjunction that made against me and
ruined my speculations. Ton might play for seven hundred
and twenty-two turns on an average again without that ever
happening a second time to confound you."
At the table behind them, a philosophically minded French-

man of the doctrinaire type—a close-shaven old gentleman with
an official face, white hair, and an unimpeachable necktie—was
discoursing aloud to a friend beside him of the folly of gam-
bling. " I'm not going to moralize," he remarked aloud, in that

ery clear and audible tone which the doctrinaire Frenchmen
generally adopts when he desires to air his own private

opinions; "for Monte Carlo's hardly the place, let us admit, for
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& deliberate oonference. B\it on the whole, viewed merely as
betting, it's a peculiarly bav^ way of risking your money.
Imagine, for ezar^ple, that ycu want to gamble; there are
many other ranch better and fairer methods of gambling than
this. Figure to yourself, first, that you and I play rouge et noir
by a turn of the cards at a louis a cut : eh bien, we stand to lose

or win on an absolute equality one with the other. That is

just, so. We back our luck at no special disadvantage. But
figure to yourself, on the contrary, that we play against a bank
which gives itself one extra chance in its own favour out of

every thirty-seven, and, understand well, we are backing our
luck against unequal odds, so that in the long run the bank
must win from us. You have only to play so many times running
on an average in order to contribute with almost unerring cer-

tainty one napoleon towards the private income of the Prince of
Monaco. For me, I do not care for his Serenity : I prefer to

spend my napoleon on a good dinner, and to let the fools who
frequent the Casino keep up the music and the gardens and the
theatre for my private amusement."
From his seat in front, Hugh thoroughly despised that dose-

shaven Frenchman to the bottom of his soul. Mean wretch,
who could thus coldly calculate the chances of loss, when he
himself had just won at one glorious sitting fourteen hundred
golden louis ! He turned round in his chair, flushed red with
success, and flung the fact, as it were, full in front of the
Frenchman's doctrinaire foldiing eye-glasses.

The philosopher smiled. "Monsieur," he answered with
perfect good-humour, and an olive poised on the tip of his fork,

"you are one of the few whose special good fortune, occasion-

ally realized, alone attracts the thousands of unfortunate
pigeons. Every now and then, in effect, one hears at Monte
Carlo of people who at a few strokes of the wheel have won for

themselves prodigious fortunes. But then, one must remember
that the chances are always rather against you than for you,
and above all that the longest purse has always the advantage.
A few people win very large sums; a few more win moderate
sums; a good many win a little ; and by far the most part

—

say two out of three—lose, and often lose heavily. Voilti tout

!

We have there the Iliad of gambling in a nutshell. Ton have
been lucky enough yourself to win; that is well.—And Mon-
sieur your friend there—pray, what has he done also?"

"" Lost sixteen hundred," the Bussian burst out with a sulky
nod.
The close-shaven gentleman smiled pleasantly. " So the bank

gains two hundred on the pair, it seems," he murmured with a
faint shrug.—^" Thank you. Monsieur: you prove my point If

ever I should be seized with a desire for gambling, which
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Heaven forbid, I shall gamble wnere the chances that make for

roe are at least as good as the chances that tell against me.
I dislike a game where I must lose if I keep on long enough. I
have no desire to increase the revenues of that amiable crowned
head, the Prince of Monaco."
Hngh's ccitempt for that man knew no bounds. A mere

^vretched purblind political economist, no doubt, reasoning and
calculating on a matter like that, when he, Hugh, with his suc-

cessful boldness, had a thousand pounds neatly tucked away in

gold and notes in his own trousera pockets ! Thus do fools fling

away fortune! He laughed to seem thoso London lawyers and
money-lenders. Here was the true Eldorado indeed : here a
genuine Pactolus flowed full and free through a Tom Tiddler's

ground of unimaginable wealth, unchecked in its course by
seven per cent, or by mean barriers of collateral security. He
would soon be rich—rich, rich, for Elsie.

CHAPTER XLV.

PACTOLUS INDEEDl

Afteb a sumptuous lunch, they returned to the rooms. To
the rooms !—say rather to the treasure-house of Croesus I On
the steps, they passed a young English lad, who looked barely
twenty. "Don't tell mamma I played," he was saying' to a
companion ruefully as they passed him. "She'd break her
heart over it, if she ever knew it." But Hugh had no time
to notice in passing the pathos of the remark. Who could
bother his head about trifles like that, forsooth, when he's

coining his hundreds on the turn of a roulette table ?

He meant to win hundreds—thousands—now. He meant to

build up a co'ossal fortune—for Elsie, for Elsie.

These years had taught him a certain sort of selfish unselfish-

ness. It was no longer for his own use that he wanted money

;

he longed to lay it all down at Elsie's feet She was his Queen

:

he would do her homage.
The tables had filled up three files deep with players by this

time. Hugh had hard work to edge his way dexterously in
between them: the Russian followed with equal difficulty.

But a croupier, recognizing them, motioned both with a cour-
teous wave of his hand to two vacant chairs he had kept on
puipose. Men who win—or lose—large sums command respect
instinctively at Monte Carlo. Hufh and the Russian had each
qualified, on one or other of these opposite grounds, for a seat at

the table. Hugh's turn by the system, however, had not yet
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oome on : he had to wait, according to his self-imposed law, till

one of the four middle numbers should happen to turn up
before he again began stakirg. So he gazed around with placid

interest for some minutes at his crowded fellow-players. Success
excites some nervous heads; it always made Hugh Massinger

Elacid. There they sat and stood, not less, he thought, than five

undred busy men and women, fifty or sixty jostling one another
round each separate board, playing away as if for dear life, and
risking fortunes giddily on the jump of a pea in that meaningless
little whirligig of a spinning roulette wheel. She was a German,
he conjectured, that flat-fiEUsed impassive lady opposite, gambling
cautiously but very high, and laden on her neck and arms and
ears with an atrocious dead-weight of vulgarly expensive jewelry.

Then the bold but handsome young girl at her side, with the ex-

quisite bonnet and well-cut mantle,and the remarkably full-blown
Pennsylvanian twang, must surely by her voice be an American
citizen. By her voice and by her play ; for she risked her broad
gold hundred-franc pieces with true-bom American recklessness

of consequence. And there, a little way ofT, stands a newly
married Englishman, with his pretty small bride nestling close

up to him in wifely expostulation. Hugh could even catch
snatches of their wMspered colloquy :

" Don't, Gee rr<», don't."

—

" Just this once, Nellie : a napoleon on red."—li.ack wins : he
loses.—" H'm, the chances there are only even. If I win next
time, I get nothing but my own old napoleon back again. I'll

go it one better now : a nap on a column. Then if I win, you
see, I get four times my stake, Nellie."—Lost again ! How fast

they rake it in 1
—

" Well, then, I'll back a number this time."

—

"Oh, but, George dear, you know you really can't afifbrd it."—
George, unabashed by her wifely reproof, plumps down his

napoleon on 32. Whirr goes the roulette.—" I)ix-huit," cries the
croupier, and sweeps in the gold with a careless curve of his

greedy hand-rake. Poor souls 1 In his heart, Hugh Massinger
was genuinely sorry for them. If only they had known his

infallible system

!

But even as he thought it, he roused himself with r i;!irt.

Eighteen was one of the very numbers he had just been yv.' r'rg

for. No time for otiose reflections now ; no time for foolish w jte

of sympathy: the moment had arrived for vigorous acl.oi.

With a sharp decisive air, he plunged down a hundred louis

on white. Bystanders stared and whispered and nudged one
another. White won, and he took up his winnings with the
utmost complacency. How quickly one accustoms one's self to

these big figures ! A hundred louis seemed nothing now, in pur-
suance of tiie system. Then he glanced across at George, poor
luckless George, with a mute inquiry. How that smooth-faced
young Engliwman envied him his success; for George, poor
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George, had lost again. " Madame," Hugh said, addressing him-
self with an apologetic smile to the pretty young wife, "allow
me to venture ten louis for you."—The blushing girl shrank
back timidly. Hugh laid down ten pieces of gold on a number
again, backing his own luck separately by the regular rule on a
column of figures. Chance seemed to favour him : he was " in

the vein/' as gamblers say in their hateful dialect. The number
won for poor shrinking little Mrs. Nellie, and the column also

won as well for Hugh himself. He pulled in his own pile of

gold carelessly, and handed the other to the pretty young
Englishwoman. " It isn't ours," she murmured with a shy look.
" You mustn't ask me ; I really couldn't take it."

Hugh laughed, and pressed it on the anxious husband, who
cast a sidelong glance at the heap of gold, and finally in some
vague half-hearted way decided upon accepting it.

'* Now go,"

Hugh said with a fatherly air. " You don't understand this sort

of thing, you know. You belong to the class predestined to be
cheated. The sooner you leave this place the better. Let nothing
induce you ever to risk another penny as long as you live at

these precious tables." We can all be so wise and prudent for

others.

"But it's really yours," the young Englishman went on,
glancing down at it sheepishly. " You risked your own money,
you see, to win it."

" Not at all," Hugh answered with his pleasantest smile ; he
knew how to do a gracious act graciously. " I've taken back
my own ten louis out of it for myself. The rest is your wife's. I

staked it in her name. It was her good luck alone that won for

both of us. If you compel me to keep it, you spoil my break.

A burst of fortune must end somewhere. Don't stand in my
way, please, for such a mere trifle."

The Englishman's hand closed, half reluctantly, over the ill-

gotten money, and Hugh, undisturbed, turned back again with
a nod to his own gambling. The episode warmed him up to his

work. A pleasant sense of a generous action prettily performed
inspired and invigorated his play from that moment. He went
on with his game with an approving conscience. Some people's

consciences approve so blandly. The other players, too, observed
and applauded. Gamblers overflow with petty superstitious.

One of their profoundest is the rooted belief that meannes] and
generosity bring each its due reward : whoever gambles in a
lavish, free-hearted, open-handed way is sure, they think, to

become the favourite of fortune.

The Russian, on the other hand, kept on losing steadily.

Now and again, indeed, he won for awhile on some great coup,

raking in his fifty or a hundred louis; but that was by ex-

ception : for the most part, he frittered away his winnings time

-;ss^..
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after time, and had recourse with alarming frequency of itera-

tion to his bundle of notes, from which he changed a thousand
francs every half-hour or so with persistent ill-fortune. Turn
upon turn, he saw his money ruthlessly swept in by the relent-

less bank with unvarying regularity. Now it was zero that
turned up, to confound his reckoning, and the croupier with
his bow made a clean sweep, offhand, of the entire table : now
it was a long succession of left-hand numbers that won with
a rush, while he had staked his gold with unvarying mishap
upon the right-hand column. It was agonizing each time to

him to see the bank carelessly ladling out large sums to Hugh,
while ho himself went on losing and losing. But at all hazards,
he would follow his calculations to the bitter end. Luck must
have a turn somewhere ; and at any rate, plunging would never
improve matters. Hugh pitied him from his heart, poor igno-

rant devil. Why couldn't he find out with an exercise of reason
that obvious flaw in his own system?
A thousand francs on seven! The table stares, gapes, and

whispers. Heavy for a number I Who puts it on? This Mon-
sieur on the oeat here—pointing to Hugh. The croupier shrugs
his shoulder and spins. Out jumps the pea. Fourteen wins.

—

Monsieur was very nearly right again, voyez-vous ?—Fourteen,
my friend, is just the precise double of seven. Monsieur's luck
is something truly miraculous.—He goes a thousand francs once
more, still on seven. Ciell but ue has the courage of his con-
victions, mon ami! Twenty-three wins—Wrong again! He
drops on that a second thousand. But with what grace! A
thousand francs is nothing to these milords. Hugh smiles

imperturbably and stakes a third. On seven again ! The man
is wonderful. What wins this time?—"Sept gagne," cries

everybody in hushed admiration ; and Hugh, more sphinx-like

in his smile than ever, but conscious of a dozen admiring eyes
fixed full upon him, takes coolly up his thirty-five thousand.
Thirty-five thousand francs is not to be sneezed at. Fourteen
hundred pounds sterling ! The biggest haul yet, but nothing
when you're accustomed to it. What a run of luck 1 Monsieur
was in the vein indeed. He played on and on, more elated !>han

ever. At this rate, he would soon earn a fortune for Elsie.

Elsie, Elsie, Elsie, Elsie I Through the din and noise of that
crowded gambling-hell, one sacred name still rang distinct and
clear in his ears. It was all for Elsie, for Elsie, for Elsie ! He
must make himself rich, to marry Elsie.

He played on still with careless eagerness till the tables closed

—played with a continuous run of luck, often varying, of course
—for who minds a few hundreds to the bad now and then when
he's winning one time with another his thousands ?—but on the
whole a run of luck persistently favourable. Baffalevsky, mean-

f
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while, had played and lost. At the end of the day, as the
lackeys came in to bow the world out with polite smiles, they
both rose and left the rooms together. Then a sudden thought;

flashed across his soul. Too late to return to San Bemo now!
Awkward as it was, he must stop the night out at Monte Carlo.

Full of himself—of play and of Elsie—he had actually forgotten

all about Winifred

!

They walked across side by side to the Hotel de Paris. Hugh
was far too feverishly excited now with his day's play to care
in the least about the slight and the insult to that poor dead
girl. The mere indecency of it was all that he minded. A
cynical hardness possessed him at last. Nobody need know.
He strolled to the telegraph office and boldly sent off a message
to the pension

:

"Detained at Mentone with sympathizing friends. Betum
to-morrow. Make all arrangements on my account.

—

Mas-
BINOBB."
Then he presented himself at the bureau of the Hotel de Paris.

Monsieur had no luggage ; but no matter for that : the hotel

made haste to accommodate him at once with the best of rooms,
not even requiring r. deposit beforehand. All Monte Carlo knew
well, indeed, that Monsieur had been winning. His name and
fame had been noised abroad by many-headed trumpeters. His
pockets were literally stuffed with gold. He was the hero of

the day. He had carried everything at the Casino before him.
Attentive servants awaited his merest beck or nod ; everybody
was pleased; the world smiled on him. Alphonse, Marie, look

well after Monsieur! Monsieur has had the very best of

fortane.

He supped with Raffalevsky in a beautifully decorated talle-

drmanger. They recounted to one another, gleefully, gloomily,

their winnings and losses. The totals were heavy. They totted

them up with varying emotions, Hugh had won three thousand
four hundred pounds. Baffalevsky had made a hole in his

larger capital to the tune bf something like two thousand seven
hundred. At the announcwnent, Hugh smiled his most benevo-
lent and philosophical smile. ''After all," he said, as he scanned
the wine-card, toothpick in hand, in search of a perfectly sound
Burgundy, "if one man wins, another must lose. You have
there the initial weak point of gambling. It's at bottom a
truly anti-social amusement. But these things equalize them-
selves in the long run ; they equalize themselves by the doctrine

of averages. Taken collectively, we're better off than we were
at lunch at any rate. Then, his Serenity t c Monaco had pocketed

a couple of hundred louis out of the pair of us, viewed in the

lump. This evening, on the contrary, we're seven hundred
pounds to the good, as a firm, against him.—I like to best these

1
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hereditary plunderers. It's a comfort to think that, in spite

of everything, we're more than even with him on the day's
transactions!"

Raffalevsky, however, strange to say, appeared to derive but
scanty consolation from this very vicarious joint-stock triumph

;

he didn't see things in the proper light. The man was sullen,

positively sullen. Apparently, a person of morose disposition 1

People oughtn't to let a little reverse of fortune produce such
obviously damping effects upon their minds and spirits. At all

hazards, they should at least be polite lu general society. "If
you'd lost fifty or sixty thousand francs yourself, Monsieur," the
liussian cried petulantly, " you wouldn't talk in quite so airy

and easy a way about our joint position."
" Possibly not," Hugh answered, with perfect good-humour,

showing his even row of pearl-white teeth in a pleasant smile,

and toying with the pickle-fork. Fortune had favoured him.
He would bear it gracefully. No meanness for him ! He would
do things on the proper scale now. He'd stand Baffalevsky a
splendid supper. He summoned the waiter with a lordly wave
of his languid hand and ordered a bottle of the very finest white
Hermitage.

CHAPTER XLVI.

THE TURN OF THE TIDE.

At Paris, Warren Relf parted with Elsie. He saw her safely

to the Northern Railway Station, put her into the first night-

train for Calais, and then wriggled back himself to his temporary
lair, a quiet hotel on the Cours-la-Reinc, just behind the Palais

de rindustrie. He went back to bed, but not to sleep. It was
a gusty night, that night in Paris. The wind shook and rattled

the loose panes in the big French windows that opened on to

the balcony ; the rain beat wildly in sudden rushes against the
rattling glass ; the chimney-pots on all the neighbouring roofs

moaned and howled and shivered in concert. Warren Relf
reproached himself bitterly, as he listened to its sound, that
he hadn't decided on escorting Elsie the whole of her way across

to England. Mrs. Grundy would no doubt have disapproved,
to be sure ; but what did he care in his heart, after all, for that
strange apotheosis of censorious matronhood ? It would have
been better to have seen Elsie safe across the Channel, Mrs.
Grundy to the contrary notwithstanding, and installed her
comfortably in London lodgings. He wished he had done it,

now he heard how the wind was roaring and tearing; a north-
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east wind, yet damp and rain-laden. Warren Relf knew its

ways and its manners full well. It must be blowing great-

guns across the North Sea now, he felt only too sure, and
forcing whole squadrons of angry waves through the narrow
funnel of the Straits of Dover.
As the night wore on, however, the wind rose steadily, till it

reached at last the full dignity of a regular tempest. Warren
Belf couldn't sleep in his bed for distress. He rose often, and
looked out on the gusty street for cold comfort. The gas was
flaring and flickering in the lamps; the wind was sweeping
fiercely down the Cours-la-Reine ; and the few belated souls

who still kept the pavement were cowering and running before

the beating rain with heads bent down and cloaks or overcoats

wrapped tight around them. It must indeed be an awful night
on the English Channel; Warren stood aghast to think to
himself how awful. What on earth could ever have possessed
him, he wondered now, to let Elsie make her way alone, on
such a terrible evening as this, without him by her side, across

the stormy water!
He would receive a telegram, thank Heaven, first thing in the

morning. Till then, his suspense would be really painful.

As for Elsie, she sped all unconscious on her way to Calais,

comfortably ensconced in her first-class compartment "pour
dames seules," of which she had fortunately the sole monopoly.
The rain Ieat hard against the windows, to be sure; and the
wind shook the door with its gusts more than once, or made
the feeble oil-lamp in the roof of the carriage flicker fitfully

;

but Elsie, absorbed in deeper affairs, hardly thought of it at all

in her own mind till she reached the stretch of open coast that
abuts on the mouth of the Somme near Abbeville. There the
fact began at last to force itself upon her languid attention that
the Channel crossing would be distinctly rough. Still, even
then, she hardly realized its fnll meaning, for the wind was off-

shore along the Picardy coast; and it was not till the train

drew up with a dash en the quay at Calais that she fully under-
stood the serious gravity of the situation. The waves were
breaking fiercely over the mouth of the harbour, and the sea

was rising so high outside that passengers were met with stem
resolve at the terminus wall by the curt notice

:

" Owing to the rough weather prevailing to-night, the Dover
boat will not sail till morning."

"A cause du mauvais temps." Cause enough, to be sure, with
such a sea running ! Elsie saw at a glance that to cross through
such a mountain of waves would have been quite impossible.

Did the Boulogne boat intend to start ? she asked helplessly.—

No, madame; the service all along the coast was interrupted

to-night, by stress of weather. There would be no steamer till

V
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the wind moderated. To-monow morning, perhaps, or to-

morrow evening.

So Elsie went perforce to an hotel in the town and waited
patiently for the sea to calm itself. But she, too, got po sleep

;

she lay awake all night, and thought of Winifred.
Away at Monte Carlo, no wind blew. Hugh Massinger went

to rest there at his ease at the Hotel de Paris, and slept his sleep

out with perfect complacency. No qualms of conscience, no
thoughts of Winifred, disturbed his slumber. He had taken
the precaution to doubly lock and bolt his door, and to lay

his winnings between the bolster and the mattress ; so he had
nothing to trouble about. He had also been careful to purchase
a good six-chambered revolver at one of the numerous shops
that line the Casino gardens. It isn't safe, indeed, at Monte
Carlo, they say, for a successful player, recognized as such, to

go about with too much money as hard cash actually in his

possession. Baffalevsky, in fact, had told him, with most un-
necessary details, some very unpleasant stories, before he retired

to rest, about robberies committed at Monte Carlo upon the
helpless bodies of heavy winners. Raffalevsky was clearly in

a savage ill-temper that evening at having dropped a few
thousand pounds at the tables— strange, that men should
permit themselves to be so deeply affected by mere transient

trifling monetary reverses—and he took it out by repeating or
inventing truculent tales, evidently intended to poison the calm
rest of Hugh Massinger's innocent slumbers. There was that
ugly anecdote, for example, about the lucky hotUevardier in the
high financial line who won three hundred thousand francs at

a couple of sittings—and was murdered in a first-class carriage
on his way back to Nice by an unknown assailant, never again
recognized or brought to justice. There was that alarming
incident of the fat Lyons silk-merchant with the cast in his

eye who deposited his gains, like a prudent bourgeois that he
was, with a banker at Monaco, but was nevertheless set upon
by an organized band of three well-dressed but ill-informed

ruffians, who positively searched him from head to foot, stripped
him, and then threw him out upon the four-foot way, a helpless

mass, in the Mont Boron Tunnel, happy to escape with bare life

and a broken leg from the merciless clutches of the gang of

miscreants. And there was that dramatic incident of the
Nevada heiress who, coming to Monte Carlo with the gold of
California visibly bulging her capacious pockets, had i<o fight

for her life in her own bedroom at this very hotel, and defend
her property from unholy hands by the summary process of
shooting down with her own domestic revolver two of her
cowardly midnight visitors. She was complimented by the
authorities on her gallant defence, and repliea with spirit that.
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to- for the matter of that, this sort of thing was really no novelty
to her; for she'd shot down more than one importunate suitor
for her hand and heart already in Nevada.
Then Saffalevsky had grown more Ingnbrious in his converse

still, and descended to tales of the recurrent suicides that diver-
sify the monotony of the Monegasque world. He estimated that
twelve persons at least per annum, on a moderate average, blew
their brains out in the Oasiuo and grounds, after risking and
losing their last napoleon at the roulette tables. To kill your-
self in the actual saloons themselves, he admitted with a sigh,
was indeed considered by gentlemanly players as a boorish
solecism : persons of breeding, intent on an exit from this vale

of tears, usually retired for the purpose of shooting themselves
to a remote and sequestered spot in the Casino gardens, behind
a convenient clump of picturesque date-palms. This spot was
known to habitual frequenters of Monte Carlo as the Place
Hari-kiri, or Happy Despatch Point. But if, by hazard, any
inconsiderate person was moved to shoot himself in the mllat

dejeu, a rapid contingent of trained lackeys stood ever at hand
ready to rush in at a moment's notice to drag away the offender's

body or wipe up the mess; and play proceeded at once the same
as usual.

Baffalevsky dilated upon all the particulars of the various
murders, suicides, and robberies, with a wealth of diction and
a fertile exuberance of sanguinary detail that would certainly

have done honour in its proper place to M. Zola or a penny
dreadful. It shocked Hugh's fine sense of the becoming in

language—his keen feeling for reserve in literature—to listen

to so many revolting and sickening items. But the Russian
was clearly in a humour that evening for blood and wounds.
He spared no strong point in his catalogue of horrors. He
revelled in goro. He insisted on the minutest accuracy of

anatomical description. He robbed and murdered like one
who loved it. He even strained the resources of the French
language, sufSciently rich, for the rest, in terms of awe, as ho
rang the changes and piled up the agonies in his vivid recital

of crimes and catastrophies.

Neverthelet^9, Hugh slept soundly in spite of it all in his bed
till morning, and when he woke, found his goodly pile of gold
and notes intact as ever betwoen bolster and mattress. He had
never slept so well since he went to Whitestrand.

But at Whitestrand itself that night things were quite other-

wise. Such a storm was hardly remembered on the German
Ocean within the memory of the oldest sailors. Early in the

evening, the coastguardman at the shelter just beyond the Hall

groun(&, warned by telegram from the Meteorological Office,

,;

ei
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had raised the cone for heavy weather from the north-east By
nine o'clock, the surf was seething and boiling on the bar, and
the waves were dashing themselves in huge sheets of foam
against Hugh Massinger's ineffectual breakwater. The sand
flew free before the angry gusts : it blinded the eyes and filled

the lungs of all who tried to face the storm on the sea-front

:

oven up the river and at the Hall itself it pervaded the air with
a perfect bombardment of tiny grains. It was only possible to

remain outdoors by turning one s back upon the fierce blast, or

by covering one's face, not with a veil, but with a silk pocket-
handkerchief. The very coastguardmen, accustomed by long use
to good doses of solid silica in the lungs, shrank back with
alarm from the idea of facing that running fire of driven sand-
particles. As for the smacks and boats at large on the sea,

they were left to their fate—nothing could be done by human
hands to help or save them.
By midnight, tide was well at its full, and, the beach being

covered, the bombardment of sand slowly intermitted a little.

But sheets of foam and spray still drove on before the wind, and
fishermen, clad in waterproof suits from head to foot, stood
facing them upon the shore to watch the fate of Hugh Mas-
singer's poor helpless breakwater. The sea was roaring and
raving round its sides now like a horde of savages, and the
scour was setting in fiercer than ever to wash away whatever
remained of Whitestrand.
"Will it stand, Bill?" the farm-bailiff asked in anxious tones

of Stannaway the innkeeper, as they strained their eyes through
the gloom and spray to catch sight of the frail barrier that

alone protected them—the stone breakwater which had taken
the place of the old historical Whitestrand poplar.

Stiannaway shook his head despondently. "Sea like that's

bound to wash it away," he answered hard through the teeth
of the wind. "It'd wash away anything. An' when it goes,

it's all up with Whitestrand."
The whole village, indeed, men, women, and children alike,

had collected by this time at the point by the river, to watch
the progress of the common enemy. There was a fearful interest

for every one of them in seeing the waves assail and beat down
that final barrier of their hearths and homes. If the break-
water went, Whitestrand must surely follow it, now or later,

bit by bit, in piecemeal destruction. The sea would swallow
it up wholesale, as it swallowed up Duuwich and Thorpe and
blaughden. Those domestic examples gave point to their

terror. To the Suffolk coast-dwellers, the sea indeed envisages
itself ever, not as a mere natural expanse of water, but as a
Blow and patient yet implacable assailant.

By two in the morning, a fresh excitement supervened to keep
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up the interest : a collier hull, deserted and waterlogged, came
drifting in by slow stages before the driving gale across the
broad sand-flats. She was a dismasted hulk, rackety and un-
seaworthy, abandoned by all who had tried to sail her ; and she
drifted slowly, slowly, slowly on, driven before the waves, foot
by foot, a bit at a time, over the wet sands, till at last, with one
supreme effort of force, the breakers cast her up, a huge burden,
between the shore and the breakwater, blocking with her broad-
side one entire end of the channel created by the scour behind
the spot once occupied by the famous poplar. The waves, in
fact, dashed her full against the further end of the breakwater,
and jammed her up with prodigious force between shore and
wall, a temporary barrier against their own advances. Then
retiring for a moment to recruit their rage, they broke in sheets
of helpless foam against the wooden bulwark they had raised
themselves in the direct line of their own progress.

What followed next, followed so fast that even the sturdy
"Whitestranders themselves, accustomed as they were to heavy
seas and shifting sands and natural changes of marvellous
rapidity, stood aghast at its suddenness and its awful energy.
In a few minutes, before their very eyes, the sea had carried
huge masses and shoals of flying sand over the top of the wall
axid the stranded ship, and lodged them deep in the hollow
btolow that the scour had created in the rear of the breakwater.
The wall was joined as if by some sudden stroke of a conjurer's

wand to the mainland beyond ; and the sea, still dashing madly
against the masonry and the ship, set to work once more to

erect fresh outworks in front against its own assaults by piling

up sand with incredible speed in dunes and mounds upon their

outer faces. Even as they looked, the breakwater was rapidly

lost to view in a mountain of beach : the broken stump of mast
on the wrecked collier hardly showed above the level of the
mushroom hillock that covered and overwhelmed with its hasty

debris the buried hull of the unknown vessel. Hummock after

hummock grew apace outside with startling rapidity in suc-

cessive lines along the shore to seaward. >Iew land was form-
ing at each crash of the waves. The ^olian sand was doing
its work bravely. By five in the morning, men walked secure

where the sea had roared but six hours before. It had left the

buried breakwater now a quarter of a mile inland at least, and
was still engaged with mad eagerness in its rapid task of piling

up fresh mounds and heaps in endless rows, to seaward and to

seaward and ever to seaward.
Whitestrand was saver^ Nay, more than that: it was gaining

once more in a single night all that it had lost in twenty years

to the devouring ocean.

When morning broke, the astonished Whi:cstranders could
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hardly recognize their own beach, their own shore, their own
salt marshes, their own riyer. Everything was changed as if

by magic. The estuary was gone, and in its place stretched
a wide expanse of undulating sandhills. The Char had turned
its course visibly southward, bursting the dikes on the Tond-
stream farms, and flowing to the sea by the old channel from
which Oliver's engineers had long since diverted it. The Hall
Btood half a mile farther from the water's edge than it had dono
of old, and a belt of bare and oi>en dune-land lay tossed between
its grounds and the new high-tide mark. The farm-bailiff ex-
amined them in the gray dawn with a practical eye. " If we
plant them hills all over with maramgrass and tamarisk," he
said reflectively, *' they'll mat like the other ones, and Squire'll

have as many acres of new pasture-land north o' Char as ever
he lost o' salt marsh and meadow south of the old river."

If Hugh Massinger had only known it, indeed, the storm and
the strange chances of tempest had done far more for him that
single night while he slept at Monte Carlo than luck at roulette

had managed to do for him the day before in that hot and
crowded sink of iniquity in the rooms of the Casino.
For from that day forth Whitestrand was safe. It was more

than safe ; it began to grow again. The blown sand ceased to
molest it: the sea and the tide ceased to eat it away: the
breakwater had done its work well, after all ; and a new barrier

of increasing sandhills had sprung up spontaneously by the
river's mouth to guard its seaward half fron' 'uture encroach-
ment. If Hugh could only have known ai relieved it, the
estate was worth every bit as much that wi. ^jrning as ever
it had been in the palmiest days of the Elizabethan Meyseys.
And the family solicitor, examining the mortgages in his own
office, remarked to himself with a pensive glance that the
Squire might have raised that little sum, if only he'd waited,

at scarcely more than half the interest, on his own security and
his improved property. For Whitestrand now would fetch

money.

CHAPTER XLVII.

FORTUNE OF WAB.

At Monte Carlo, on the other hand, day dawned serene and
calm and cloudless. Hugh Massinger rose, unmindful of his

far-away Suffolk sandhills, and gazed with a pleasant dreamy
feeling out of the window of his luxurious first-floor bedroom^
It was a strange outlook. On one side, the ornate and over-
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leaded Parisian architecture of that palace of Ciroe, plumped
down BO grotesquely, with its meretricious town*brcd airs and
graces, among the rugged scenery of the Maritime Alps : on the
other side, the inaccessible crags and pinnacles of the TSte-de-
Ghien, gray and lonely as any mountain side in Scotland or
Savoy—the actual terminus of the main range of snow-clad
Alps, whose bald peaks topple over sheer three thousand foet

into the blue expanse of the Mediterranean, that washes the
base of their precipitous blufis. The contrast was almost ludi-

crous in its quaint extremes. If wit be rightly defined as the
juxtaposition of the incongruous, then is Monte Carlo 'indeed a
grand embodiment of the praoticallv witty. The spot would bo
a Paradise if it were not a Hell. The Casino stands on its lodge
of terrace like s fragment of Paris in its worst phase, dropped
down from the clouds by some Merlin's art amid the wiloest

and most exquisite rocky scenery on the whole glorious stretch

of enchanted coast that spreads its long and fantastic panorama
in unbroken succession of hill and mountain from the quays of
Marseilles to the palaces of Genoa.
He did not wholly approve the desecration. Hugh Mas-

singer's tastes were not all distorted. Dissipation to him was
but a small part and fraction of existence. He took it only as
the mustard of life—an agreeable condiment to be sparingly
partaken of.—The poet's instinct within him had kept alive and
fresh his healthy interest in simpler things, in hill and dale, in
calm and peaceful country pleasures. After that feverish day
of gambling at Monte Carlo, he would dearly have loved to rise

early and saunter out alone for a morning walk ; to scale before
breakfast the ramping cliffs of the Tete-de-Chien, and to reach
the mouldering Roman tower of Turbia, that long mounted
guard on the narrow path where Gaul and Italy marched
together. But that hateful pile of gold and notes between the
pillow and the mattress restrained his desire. It would be
dangerous to wander among the lonely mountains with so large

a sum as that concealed about his person ; dangerous to leave
it unguarded at the hotel, or to entrust it to the keeping
of any casual stranger. ''Cantabit vacuus coram latrone

viator/' he murmured to himself half aloud with a sigh of
regret, as he turned away his eyes from that glorious semicircle

of jagged peaks that bounded his horizon. He must stop at
!iome and take care of his money-bags, like any vulgar cheese-

mongering millionaire of them all. Down, poet's heart, with
your unreasonable aspirations for the lonely mountain heights I

Amaryllis and asphodel are not for you. Shoulder your muck-
rake with a manful smile, and betake you to the Casino where
Circe calls, as soon as the great gate swings once more on its

grating hinges. You cannot serve two masters. Yon have
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chosen Mammon to-day, and him yon must worship. No
mountain air for your lungs this morning ; but the close and
crowded atmosphere of the roulette tables. Keep true to your
creed for a little while longer : it is all far Elsie's sake !—For
!EIsieI For Elsie!—He withdrew his head from the window
with a faint flush of shame. Ah, heaven, to think he should
think of Elsie in such a connection and at such a moment I

He had the grace himself to be heartily disgusted at it.

Gambling was indeed a hateful trade. When once he had won
a fortune for Elsie, be would never again touch card or dice,

never let her learn whence that fortune had been gathered. He
would even try to keep her out of his mind, ibr her purity's

sake, while he remained at Monte Carlo. He loved her too well

to drag her into that horrid Casino, were it but in memory. A
man is himself, one and indivisible ; bat still he must hold the
various parts of his complex nature at arm's-length, sometimes

:

he must prevent them from clashing: he must refrain from
mixing up what is purest and truest and profoundest in his

heart wltn all that is vilest and lowest and ugliest and most
money-grubbing. Hugh had an unsullied shrine left vacant
for Elsie still : he would not profane that inmost niche of his

better soul with the poisonous air of the gambling htlls of

Monaco. Let him sink where he would, he was yet a poet.

He dressed himself slowly and went down to breakfast.

Atiertive waiters, expectant of a duly commensurate tip,

sniffing pour-boire from afar, crowded round for the honour of

his distinguished orders. Baffalevsky joined him in the salle-d'

manger shortly. The Bussian was haggard and pale from sleep-

iessness : dark rings surrounded his glassy black eyes : his face

was the face of a boiled codfish. No waiter hurried to receive

his commands : all Monte Carlo knew him well already for a
heavy loser. Your loser seldom overflows into generous tipping.

Hugh beckoned him over to his own table : he would extend to
the Russian the easy favour of his profuse hospitality. Baffa-

levsky seated himself in a sulky humour by the winner's side.

He meant to play it out still, he said, to the bitter end. He
couldn't aflbrd to lose and leave off; that game was for capi-
talists. For himself, he speculated—^well—on borrowed funds.
He must win all back or lose all utterly. In the latter case—

a

significant gesture completed the sentence. He put up his
hand playfully to his right ear and clicked with his tongue,
like the click of a revolver barrel. Hugh smiled responsive his
most meaning smile. "Esperons toujours," he murmured
philosophically in his musical voice and perfect accent. No
man on earth could ever bear with more philosophical com-
posure than Hugh Massinger the misfortunes of others.

Before he left the breakfast-table that morning, a waiter

ll .V
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presented the bill, all deferential politeness. " I sleep here to-

night again," Hugh observed with a yawn, as he noted atten-

tively the lordly conception of its various items. The waiter
bowed a profound bow.—'* At Monte Carlo, Monsieur," he said

significantly, "one pays daily."—Hugh drew out a handful of
gold from his pocket with a laugh and paid at once. But the
omen disquieted him. Who wins to-day may lose to-morrow.
Clearly the hotel at least had thoroughly learnt that simple
lesson.

They filed in among the first at the doors of the Casino.
Once started, Hugh played, with scarcely an intermission for

food, till the tables closed again. He kept himself up with
champagne and sandwiches. That was indeed a glorious day I

A wild success attended his hazards. He staked and won;
staked and lost ; staked and won ; staked and lost again. But
the winnings by far outbalanced the losses. It went the round
of the tables, in frequent whispers, that a young Englishman, a
poet by feature, was breaking the bank with his audacious
plunging. He plunged again, and again successfully. People
crowded up from their own game at neighbouring boards to

watch and imitate the too lucky Englishman. *' Give him his

head! He's in the vein!" they said. "A man in the vein
should always keep playing." The young lady with the fine

Pennsylvanian twang remarked with occidental plainness of
speech that she '* wouldn't object to running a partnership."
Hugh laughed and demurred.—"You might dilute the luck,

you know," he answered good-humouredly. "But if you'll

hand me over a hundred louis, I don't mind putting them on
31 for vou." He did, and they won. The crowd of gamblers
applauded, all hushed, with their usual superstitious awe and
veneration. "He has the run of the numbers," they said in

concert. To gamblers generally, fate is a goddess, a living

reality, with capricious likes and dislikes of her own. They are

ever ready to back her favourite for the time being ; they look
upon play as a predestined certainty.

Baffalevsky meanwhile lost and lost with equal persistence.

He drank as much champagne as Hugh ; but the wine inspired
no lucky guesses. When they came to count up their gains

and losses at the end of the day, they found it was still a neck-
and-neck race, in opposite ways, betweeu them. Hugh had
won altogether close on nine thousand pounds. Baffalevsky
had lost rather more than eight thousand five hundred.

" Never mind," Hugh remarked with his inexhaustible buoy-
ancy. " We're still to the good against his Monegasque High-
ness. There's a balance of somethmg like five hundred pounds
in our joint favour."
" In other words," Baffalevsky answered with a grim smiley
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" you've won all my money and some other fellow's too. You're

the sponge that sucks up all my lifeblood. I've got barely

three thousand five hundred left. "When that goes " And
he repeated once more the same expressive suicidal pantomime.
That nighty Hugh slept at Monte Carlo once more. He had

lost all sense of shame and decency now. He sent off a note for

two thousand francs to the people at the pension, just as a
guarantee of good faith—as the newspapers say—and to let

them know he was really returning. But he had formed a
shadowy plan of his own by this time. He would wait another
day at the Casino and go home to San Bemo with Warren Eelf

by the train that reached there at 6.39—the train by which
Elsie had said in her note he would be returning.

Why he wished to do so, he hardly with distinctness knew
himself. Certainly he did not mean to pick a quarrel ; be only
knew in a vague sort of way he was going by that train ; and
until it started, he would keep on playing.

And lose every penny he'd won, perhaps! Why not leave off

at onco, secure of his eight thousand? Bah! what was eight

thouFiand now to him? He'd win a round twenty before he left

oft—for Elsie.

So he played next day from morning till night
;
played, and

drank champagne feverishly. Such luck had never been known
at the tables. Old players stood by with observant faces and
admired his vein. Was ever a system seen like his? Such
judgment, they said; such restraint ; such coolness!

But inwardly, Hugh was consumed all day by a devouring
fire. His excitement at last knew no bounds. He drank cham-
pagne by the glassful to keep his nerve up. He had won before

nightfall, all told, no less a sum than eleven thousand pounds
sterling. What was the miserable remnant of Whitestrand,
now, to him ! Let Whitestrand sink in the sea for all he cared
for it ! He had here a veritable mine of wealth. He would go
back to San Bemo to bury Winifred—and return to heap up a

gigantic fortune.

Eleven thousand pounds! A mere bagatelle. At five per
cent, five hundred and fifty a year only

!

His train was due to start at five. About four o'clock, Baffa-

levsky came up to him from another table. The Bussian's face

was white as death. *' I've lost all," he murmured hoarsely,

drawing Hugh aside. " The whole, the whole, my three hun-
dred thousand francs of borrowed capital !—And what'a worse
still, I borrowed it from the chest—government money—the
treasury of the squadron ! If I go back alive, I shall be court-
martialed.—For H'i^aven's sake, my friend, lend me at least a few
hundred francs to retrieve my luck with !

"

Hugh put his hand to his pile and drew out three notes of a
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thousand francs each—a hnndred and twenty pounds sterling

in all. It was nothing, nothing. " Qood luck go with them,"
he cried good-humouredly. " When those are gone, my dear
fellow, come back for more. I'm not the man, I hope and trust,

to turn my back upon a comrade in misfortune.*'

The Bussian snapped at them with a grateful gesture, but
without hesitation or spoken thanks, and returned in hot haste
to his own table. Gamblers have little time for needless talking.

At a quarter to five, after a last hasty draught of champagne
at the buffet, Hugh turned to go out, with his cash in his

pocket In front of him he saw just an apparition of Baffa-

feysky, rushing wildly away with one hand upon hin forehead.

The man's face was awful to beliold. Hugh felt sure the Bus-
sian had lost all once more, and been too much ashamed even
to renew his application.

The great door swung slow upon its hinges, and Baffalevsky
burst into the outer corridor, bowed from the room with great
dignity, in spite of his frantic haste, by a well-liveried attendant.

There is plenty of obsequiousness at Monte Carlo for every
player, even if he has lost his last louis.

They emerged once more upon the beautiful terrace, the
glorious view, the pencilled palm-trees. All around, the sink-

ing Italian sun lit up that fairy coast with pink and purple.

Bay and rock and mountain-side showed all the more exquisite

after the fetid air of those crowded gaming saloons. High up
on the shoulders of the inaccessible Alps the great square
Boman keep of Turbia gazed down majestically with mute con-
tempt on the feverish throng of miserable idlers who poured in

and out through the gaudy portals of the garish Casino. A
serene delight pervaded Hugh Massinger's placid soul ; he felt

himself vastly superior to thesehuman butterflies ; he knew his

own worth as he turned entranced from the marble steps to the
beautiful prospect that spread everywhere unrolled like a pic-

ture around him. Poet as he was, he despised mere gamblers

;

and he carried eleven thousand pounds odd of wiiinings in

notes in his pocket
B'r'rl A sharp report! Aery! A concourse! Something

uncanny had surely happened. People were running up where
the pistol went off. Hugh Massinger turned with a shudder of

disgust. How discomposing! The usual ugly Monte Carlo
incident! Baffalevsky had shot himself behind the shade of

the palm-trees.

Theman was lying, a hideous mass, in a crimson pool of his

own blood, prone on the ground—hit through the temple with
a well-directed bullet. It was a horrid sight, and Hugh's
nerves were sensitive. If it hadn't been for the champagne, he
would really have fainted. Besides, the train was nearly due. If

111111 iimi
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you hover about where men hare killed themselyes, you're liable

to be let in for whatever may happen to the Monegasque equiva-
lent for that time-honoured institution, our own beloved British

coroner's inquest. He might be hailed as a witness. Is that
law? Ay, marry, is it? Crowner*s quest, law! Better give it

all a wide berth at once. The bell was ringing for the train below.

With a sudden shudder, Hugh hurried away from the ghastly
object. After all, he had done his best to save him—lent him
or given him three thousand francs to retrieve his losses. It

was none of bis fault. If one man wins, another man loses !

Luck, luck, the mere incalculable chances of the table ! If their

places had been reversed, would that morose, unsociable, ill-

tempered Russian have volunteered to give him three thousand
francs to throw away, he wondered ? Never, never : 'twas all

for the best. The Bussian had lost, and he had won—eleven

thousand pounds odd, for Elsie.

He rushed away and dashed headlong into the station. His
own revolver was safe in his pocket. He carried eleven thousand

Eounds odd about him. No man should rob him without a fight

etweeu here and San Bemo.

CHAPTER XLVIIL

AT BAY.

Honest folk give lucky winners a wide berth at the Casino
railway station, lest they shonlo^. be suspected of possible evil

designs upon their newly got money. Hugh found, therefore,

he could pick his own s&i.t quite at will, for nobody seemed
anxious to claim the dubious honour of riding alone with him.

So he strolled along the train, humming a ^y tune, and in-

specting the carriages with an attentive eye, till he reached
a certain first-class compartment not far from the front, where
a single passenger was quietly seated. The single passenger
made his heart throb; for it was Warren Relf—alone and
unprotected.
He hardly knew why, but, flushed with wine and continued

good fortune, he meant to ride back in that very carriage, face

to face with the baflSied and defeated serpent; for Hugh nad
already discounted his prospective victory. Warren was looking
the opposite way , and did not perceive him. Hugh waited,

theretore, till the train was just about to start from the station,

and thou he jumped in—too late for Warren, if he would, to

change his carriage.

In a second, the painter turned round and recognized his
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companion. Ho gave a nudden start. At last the two men had
met in earnest. A baleful light beamed in Hugh's dark eye.

His blood was up. He had run too fast through the whole
diapason of passion. Roulette and champagne, love and
jealousy, hatred and vindictiTeness, had joined together to fire

and inflame his heart. He was at white-heat of exultation and
excitement now. He could hardly contain his savage joy.
" Have I found thee, C my enemy ? " he cried out, half aloud.

Another time, it was just the opposite way. " Hast thou found
me, my enemy ? " he had cried to Warren with an agonized
cry at their last meeting in the club in London.
Warren Relf, gazing np in surprise, answered him back never

a word ; he only thought to himself silently that he was no j and
had never been Hugh Massinger's enemy. From the bottom
of his heart, the painter pitied him : he pitied him ten thousand
times more than he despised him.
They stood at gaze for a few seconds. Then, " Where have

you been ? " Hugh asked at last inselently. The champagne had
put him almost beside himself. Drunk with wine, drunk with
good fortune, he allowed his true nature to peep forth for once
a little too obviously. He would make this fellow Relf know his

proper place before gentlemen at last—a mere ignorant upstart,

half way between a painter and a common sailor.
" To Paris," Warren answered with curt decision. He was

in no humour for a hasty quarrel to-day with this half-

drunken madman.
"What for?" Hugh continued, as rudely as before. Then

he added with a loud and ugly laugh : " You need tell me
no lies. I know already. I've found you out.—To see my
cousin Elsie across to England."
At the word, Warren's face fell somewhat ominously. He leaned

back, half irresolute, in the corner of the carriage and played
with twitching fingers at the leather window-strop. " You are
right," he answered low, in a short sharp voice. "I never
lie. I went to escort Miss Ghalloner from you and San Remo."
Hugh flung himself into an attitude of careless ease. This

colloquy delighted him. He had the fellow at bay. He began
to talk, as £f to himself, in a low monologue. " Heine says
somewhere," he observed with a sardonic smile, directing his

observation into blank space, as if to some invisible third

person, " that he would wish to spend the evening of his days
in a cottage by the sea, within sound of the waves, with his

wife and children seated around him—and a large tree grow-
ing just outside his grounds, from whose branches might dangle
the body of his enemy."
Warren Relf sat still in constrained silence. For Elsie's

Bake, he would allow no quarrel to arise with this madman,
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flown with insolence and wine. He saw at once what had
happened: Massinger was drank with lack and champagne.
Bat he wonld avoid tiie conseqnences. He would change car-

riages when they stopped on the frontier at Yentimiglia.

The bid for an angry repartee had failed. So Hagh tried

again ; for he would quarrel. '* A great many murders take
place on this line," he remarked casually, once more in the air.

*'It's a dangerous thing, they tell me, for a winner at Monte
Carlo to go home alone in a carriage by himself with one other
passenger."

Still Warren Relf held his peace, undrawn.
Hugh tried a third time. He went on to himself in a

musing monologue. " Any man who travels anywhere by train

with a large sum of money about his person is naturally ex-
posed to very great peril," he said slowly. " I've been to

Monte Carlo, playing, to-day, and I've won eleven thousand
pounds; eleven—^thousand—pounds—sterling. I've got the
money now about me. There it is, you see, in French bank-
notes. A very large sum. Eleven—thousand—^pounds

—

sterling."

Still Warren said nothing, biting his lip hard, but with an
abstracted air looked out of the window. Hugh was working
himself up into a state of frantic excitement now, though well

suppressed. Fate had delivered his enemy plump into his

hands, and he meant to make the very best use of his splendid
opportunit.
"A fool in Paris once called in a barber," he went on quietly,

with a studious outer air of calm determination, " and ordered
him, for a joke, to shave him at once, with a pistol lying before
him on the dressing-table. ' If your hand slips and you cut my
skin,' the fool said, 'I'll blow your brains out.' To his sur-

Erise, the barber began without a word of reply, and shaved
im clean with the utmost coolness. When he'd finished, the

patient paid down ten pounds, and asked the fellow how he'd
managea to keep his hand from trembling. 'Oh,' said the
barber, ' easy enough : it didn't matter the least in the world
to me. I thought you were mad. If my hand had slipped,

I knew what to do: I'd have cut your throat without one
moment's hesitation, before you had time to reach out for your
pistol. I'd say it was an accident ; and any jury in all Paris
would without a doubt at once have acquitted me.'—The story's

illustrative. I hope, Mr. Belf, you see its applicability ?"
" I do not," Warren answered, surprised at last into answer-

ing back, and with an uneasy feeling that Massinger was
developing dangerous lunacy. " But I must beg you will have
the goodness not to address your conversatiuo to mo any
farther."

I !!

I
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** The application of my remark," Hugh went on to himself,

groping with his hand in his pocket for his revolver, and with-
drawing it again as soon as he felt qnite reassured that the
deadly weapon was safely there, " ought at once to be obvious
to the meanest understanding. There are some occasions where
homicide is so natural that everybody jumps at once to a par-
ticular conclusion.—Observe my argument. It concerns you
closely.—Many murders have taken place on this line—murders
of heavy winners at Monte Carlo. Many travellers have com-
mitted murderous assaults on the persons of winners with large
BumK of money about them.—^Now follow me closely. I give
you fair warning.—If a winner with eleven thousand pounds in

his pocket were to get by accident into a carriage with one other
person, and a quarrel were by chance to arise between them,
and the winner in self-defence were to fire at and kill that other
person—do you think any jury in all the world would convict
nim for protecting his life from the aggressor? No, indeed,

my good sir ! In such a case, the other person's life would be
wholly at the offended winner's mercy.—^Do you follow my
thought? Do you understand me now?—Aha, I expected so

!

Warren Half, I've got you in my power. I can shoot you like

u dog; I can do as I like with you."
With a sudden start, Warren Keif woke up all at once to a

consciousness of the real and near danger that thus nnexpectadly
and closely confronted him. It was all true; and all possible!

Hugh was mad—or maddened at least with play and drink: he
deliberately meant to take his enemy'j life, and trust to the
authorities accepting his plausible story that he was forced to
do so in self-defence or in defence of his money.
" You blackguard !

" the painter cried as the truth came home
to him in all its naked ugliness, facing Hugh in his righteous
indignation like a lion. "How dare you venture on such a
cowardly scheme? How dare you concoct such a vile plot?
How dare you confess to me you mean to put it into execution?"
'Tm a gentleman," Hugh answered, smiling across at him

still with a hideous smile of pure drunken devilry, and finger-

ing once more the revolver in his pocket " I'll shoot no man
without due explanation and reason given. I'll tell you why.
You've tried to keep Elsie out of my way all these long years
for your own vile and designing purposes—to beguile and entrap
that innocent girl into marrying you —such a creature as you are

;

and by your base machinations you've succeeded at last in gain-

ing her consent to your wretched advances. How she was so
lost to all sense of shame and self-respect—she, a Massinger on
her mother's side—as to give her consent to such a degrading
engagement, I can't imagine. But you extorted it somehow

—

by alternate threats and cringing, I suppose—by scolding her
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and cajoling her—by lies and by slanders—by frightening her

and libelling tm—till the poor terrified girl, tortured out ot

her wits, decided to accept you, at last, out of pure weariness.

A Man would be ashamea, I say, to act as you have done ; but
o Thing like you—^pah—there—it revolts me even to talk to
you!"
Warren Belfs face was livid crimson with fiery indignation

;

but he would not do this drunken madm£*.n the honour of contra-

dicting or arguing with him. Elsie to him was far too sacred
and holy a subject to brawl over with a half-tipsy fool in a
public conveyance. He clutched his hands hard and kept his

temper; he preferred to sit still and take no outer notice.

Hugh mistook his enforced calm for cowardice and panic.
" Aha !

" he cried again, " so you see, my fine friend, you've
been found out ! You've been exposed and discredited. You've
got no defence for your mean secretiveness. Going and hiding
away a poor terrified, friendless, homeless girl from her only
relations and natural protectors—working upon her feelings by
your base vile tricks—setting your own wretched womankind to

bully and badger her by day and by night, till she gives her con-
sent at last—out of pure disgust and weariness, no doubt—to your
miserahle proposals. The sin and the shame of it! But you
forgot you had a Man to deal with as well ! You're brought to

book now. I've found you out in the nick of time, and I mean
to take the natural and proper advantage of my fortunate dis-

covery. Listen here to me, now, you infernal sneak : before I
shoot you, I propose to make you know my plans. I shall have
my legitimate triumph out of you first. I shall tell you all ; and
then, you coward —I'll shoot you like a dog, and nobody on earth
will ever be one penny the wiser."

Warren saw the man had fairly reached the final stage of
dangerous lunacy. He was simply raving with success and
excitement. His blood was up, and he meant murder. But
the painter fortunately kept his head cool. He didn't avtempt
to disarm or disable him as yet; he waited to see w]iether

Hugh had or had not a pistol in his pocket. Perhaps Hugh,
with still deeper cunning, was only trying to egg him on into

a vain quarrel, that he might disgrace him in the end by a
horribly plausible and vindictive charge of attempted robbery.

"I've won eleven thousand pounds," Hugh went on dis-

tinctly, with marked emphasis, in short sharp sentences. " My
wife's c7oad, and I've inherited Whitestrand. I mean to marry
Elsie Ghalloner. I can keep her now as she ought to be kept;

I can make her the wife of a man of property. You alone

stand in my way. And I mean to shoot yon, just to get rid,

of you offhand.-—Sit still there and listen : don't budge an inch
or, by Heaven, I'll fire at once and blow your brains out. Lift

ha
to

th(

to
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hand or foot and you're a dead man.—Wanen Belf, I mean
to shoot yon. No good praying and cringing for yonr life, like

the coward that you are, for I won't listen. Even if you were
to renounce your miserable claim to my Elsie this moment, I
wouldn't spare you ; I'd shoot you still. Tou shall be punished
for your presumption—a creature like you ; and when you're
dead and buried, I shall marry Elsie.—Think of me, you cring-

ing miserable cur—when you're dead and gone, enjoying myself
for ever with Elsie.—Yes, I mean to make vou drink it, down to

the very dregs. Hear me out. You shall die like u dog ; and
I shall marry Elsie."

Warren Relfs eye was fixed upon him hard, watching him
close, as a cat watches, ready to spring, by an open mouse-
hole. This dangerous madman must be disarmed at all hazards,

the moment he showed his deadly weapon. For Elsie's sake, he
would gladly have spared him that fin&I exposure. But the man,
in his insolent drunken bravado, made parley useless and mercy
impossible. It was a life-and-death struggle between them now.
Warren must disarm him ; nothing else was feasible.

As he watched and waited, Hugh dived with his hand into his

pocket for his revolver, and drew it forth, exultant, with maniao
eagerness. For a single second, he brandished it, loaded, in

Warren's face, laughing aloud in his drunken joy; then he
pointed it straight with deadly resolve at the painter's forehead.

\ I

CHAPTEE XLIX.

THE UNFORESEEN.

Quick as lightning, Relf leaped upon his frantic assailant, and
with one powerful arm, stiffened like an iron bar, dashed down
the upraised hand, and the revolver in its grasp, with all his

might, toward the floor of the carriage. A desperate struggle

ensued in that narrow compartment. The two men, indeed,

were just evenly matched. Warren Belf, strong from his

yachting experience, with sinewy limbs much exercised by
constant outdoor occupation, fought hard in sheer forc« of

thew and muscle, with the consciousness that therein lay his

one chance of saving Elsie from still further misery. Hugh
Massinger on the other hand, well knit and wiry, now mad
with mingled dxcitenent and drink, grappled wildly with his

adversary in the ferce strength of pure adventitious nervous
energy. The man's whole being seemed to pour itself forth

with a rush in one frantic outburst of insane vigour. He
gripped the revolver with his utmost force, and endeavoured

z
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to wrench it, in spite of Warren's strong hand, from his enemy's
grasp, and to tarn it by sheer power of wrist and arm onoe more
upon Elsie's new loyer. '* Blackguard 1 " he cried, through his

clenched teeth, as he fought tooth and nail with frenzied

struggles against his powerful opponent. " You shan't get ofif.

You shall never have her. If I hang for you now, I'll kill you
where you stand. Fve always hated you. And in the end I

mean to do for you."
With a terrible eflfort, Warren wrested the loaded revolver at

last from his trembling hands. Hugh battled for it savagely
like a wild beast in a life-and-death struggle. Every chamber
had a cartridge jammed home in its recess. To fight for the
deadly weapon would be downright madness. If it went off by
accident somebody would be wounded ; the ball might even go
through the woodwork into the adjoining compartments. With-
out one moment's hesitation Warren raised the fatal thing aloft

in his hand high above his head. The window on the seaward
side was luckily open. As he swung it, Hugh leaped up once
more and tried to snatch the loaded pistol afresh from his

opponent's fingers; but the painter was too quick for him;
before he could drag down that uplifted arm with his whole
weight flung upon the iron biceps, Warren Belf had whirled the
disputed prize roand his head and flung it in an arch far out to
sea through the open window. The railway runs on a ledge of
rock overhanging the bay. It fell with a splash into the deep
blue water. Hugh Massinger, thus helplessly balked for the
moment of his expected revenge, sprang madly on his foe in a
wild assault, with teeth and nails and throttling fingers, as a
wounded tiger springs in its vindictive death-throes on the
broad flanks of an infuriated elephant.
Next instant, they were plunged in the deep arch of a tunnel,

and continued their horrible hand-to-hand battle for several

minutes in utter darkness. Bolhng and grappling in the
gloom together, they rose and fell, now one man on top and
now the other, round after round, like a couple of angry
wrestlers. The train rushed out into the light once more and
plunged a second time into a still blacker tunnel. But still

they fought and tore one another fiercely. All the way from
Monte Carlo to the frontier, indeed, the line alternates between
bold ledges that just overhang the deep blue bays and tunnels
that pierce with their dark archways the intervening headlands.
When they emerged a second time upon the light of day, Hugh
Massinger had his hands tight pressed in a convulsive grasp
upon Warren Belfs throat ; and Warren Belf, purple and black
in the face, was tearing them away with horrible contortions of
arms and legs, and striving to defend himself by brute force

from the would-be murderer's close-gripped clutches.
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" Aha 1 " Hugh cried, as he held his enemy down on the seat

with a gnrgle in his throat, "I have you now! I've got you;
IVe done for you. Ton shall choke for your insolence I Ton
shall choke—you shall choke for it."

With an awful rally for dear life, Warren Belf leaped np and
turned the tables once more upon his overspent opponent
Seizing Hugh round the waist in his powerful arms, in an
access of despair, he flung him from him as one might fling a
child, with all his store of gathered energy. If only he could
hold the man at bay till thev reached Mentone, help would come
—the porters would see ana would try to secure him. He had
no time to think in the hurry of the moment that even so all

the world would believe he himself was the aggressor, and
Hugh Massingor, with that great roll of notes stowed away in

his pocket, was the injured innocent. Fighting instinctively

for life alone, he flung his mad assailant right across the
carriage with his utmost force. Hugh; staggered and fell

against the door of the compartment; his head struck sharp
against the inner brass handle. With a loud cry, the would-be
murderer dropped helpless on the floor. Warren saw his temple
was bleeding profusely. He seemed quite stunned—stunned or

dead ? His face, which but a moment before had glowed livid

red, grew pale as death with a horrible suddenness. Warren
leaned over him, flushed with excitement, and hot with that

terrible wild-beast-like struggle. Was the man feigning, or

was he really killed?— heaventi. would they say he, Warren,
bad murdered him ?

In a moment the full horror of the situation came over him.
He felt Hugh's pulse: it was scarcely beating. He peered

into his eyes: they were glazed and senseless. He couldn't

tell if the man were dead or alive; but he stood aghast now
with equal awe at either horrible and unspeakable predicament.

Only four minutes or so more till Mentone! What time to

decide how to act in the interval? O dear heaven, those

accusing, tell-tale bank-notes! Those lying bank-notes, with
their mute false witness against his real intentions ! If Hugh
was dead, who would ever believe he had not tried to rob and
murder him? Whatever ctune of it, he must try to recover

Hugh from his dead-faint at all hazards. Water, water 1 Oh,
what would he not give for one glass of water ! He essayed t«

bind up the wound on the head with his own handkerchief.

It was all of no avail : the wound went bleeding steadily on.

It went bleeding on; that looked as though Hugh were still

alive. For if Hugh was dead, they would take him for a
murderer

!

Four minutes only till they reached Mentone; but oh, what
an eternity of doubt and terror! In one single vivid panoramic
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picture, the whole awfulness of his Bituation burst fall apon
him. He saw it all—all, just as it would happen. What other
interpretation could the outside world hy any possibility set

upon the circumstances ? A winner at Monte Carlo, returning
home to San Bemo with a vast sum in bank-notes concealed

about his person, gets into a carriage alone with a fellovsr-

countryman of his acquaintance, to whom he would naturally

at once confide the fact of his luck and his large winnings. He
is found dead or dying in the train at the next station, his coat

torn after a frantic struggle, and the carriage bearing every

Sossible sign of a desperate fight for life between aggressor and
efender. His revolver gone, his head broken, his arms black

with numerous bruises, who could doubt that; he had fought

hard for his life and his money, and succumbed at last by slow
degrees to the most brutal violence ? Who would ever believe

the cock-and-bull story which alone Warren Keif could set up
in self-justification? How absurd to protend that the man
with the money was the real aggressor, and that the man with
none acted only in pure self-defence, without the slightest in-

tention of seriously injuring his wild assailant! An accident,

indeed I No jury on earth would accept such an incredible line

of defence. It was palpably past all reasonable belief—to any
one but himself and Hugh Massinger—on the very face of it.

And then, a still more ghastly scene rose clear before his eyes,

with the vividness and rapidity of a great crisis. At such
supreme moments, indeed, we do not think in words or logical

phrases at all ; we see things unrolled in vast perspective as a
living tableau of events before us; we feel and realize past,

present, and future in incredible lightning-like flashes and
whirls of some internal sense : our consciousness ceases to be
bound and cabined by the narrow limits of space and time : a
single second suffices for us to know and recognize at a glance

what in other phases it would take us a whole hour deliberately

to represent bj analytic stages to our mental vision. Warren
Belf, alone in that cramped compartment with Hugh Massinger,

or Hugh Massinger's corpse—he knew not which—beheld in his

mind's eye in a graphic picture a court of justice, installed and
inaugurated: advocates pleading his case in vain: a juge
^instruction cross-questioning him mercilessly with French
persistence on every detail of the supposed assault : a jury of

stolid bourgeois listening with saturnine incredulity in every
line of their faces to his improbable explanations—^a delay—^a

verdict—a sentence of death : and behind all—^Elsie, Elsie, Elsie,

Elsie.

Therein lay the bitterest sting of the whole tragedy. That
Elsie should ever come to know he had been forced by circum-
Btances, however imperious, into laying violent hands on Hu^h



THE UNFORESEEN. 341

lifassinger, was in itself more than his natiye equanimity could
possibly endure. What would Elsie say? That was his one
distinct personal thought. How could he eyer bring himself
even to explain the simple truth to her? He shrank from the
idea with a deadly loathing. She must neyer know Hugh had
tried to murder him—and for her as the prize. She must neyer
know he had been compelled in self-defence to fling Hugh from
his throat, and unwillingly to inflict that awful wound—for

death or otherwise—upon his bleeding forehead.
Three minutes, pernaps, to Mentona still. On those three

minutes hung all his future—and Elsie's happiness.
In the midst of the confused sea of images that surged up in

endless waves upon his mind, one definite thought alone now
plainly shaped itself in clear-cut mental outline before him.
He must save Elsie—he must save Elsie: at all hazards, no
matter how great—let him live or die—he must save Elsie.

Through the mist of horror and agony and despair that dimmed
his sight, that thought alone loomerl clear and certain. Save
Elsie the anguish of that awful discovery: save Elsie the in-

expressible pain of knowing that the man she now loved and
the man who once pretended to love her, had closed together in

deadly conflict, and that Warren had only preserved Hugh from
a murderer's guilt by himself becoming, in a moment of despair,

perhaps Hugh's unwilling and unwitting executioner.

He glanc^ once more at the senseless mass that lay huddled
in blood upon the floor of the carriage. Alive or dead. ? What
hope of recovery? What chance of restitution? What room
for repentance? If Hugh lived, would he clear Warren? or
would he die in some hospital with a lie on his lips, condemning
bis enemy for the very assault he had himself so madly yet

deliberately committed ? What matter to Warren ? Whichever
way things happened to turn, the pain would be almost the same
for Elsie. Concealment was now the only possible plan. He
must conceal it all—all, all, from Elsie.

The train was slowing round a dangerous curve—a curve
where the line makes a sharp angle round a projecting point—

a

triumph of engineering, experts consider it—with the sheer
rock, rising straight above, and the blue sea dimpling itself into

ripples below. He moved to the door, and gazed anxiously out.

Ko room to jump just there ; the rock and sea hemmed lum in

too closely. But beyond, by the torrent, a loose bank of earth

on the further side might break his fall, if he chose to risk it

Madness, no doubt, ay, almost suicide; but with only two
minutes more to Mentone, he had no time to think if it were
madness or wisdom : time only to act, to act fbr the best, on
the spur of the moment, while action of some sort still was
possible. At such times, indeed, men do not reason: they

I)

i
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follow only the strongest and deepest impulse. Warren Belf
did not wait to argue out the results of his conduct with him-
self. If he leaped from the train, he must almost certainly be
stunned or maimed, perhaps even killed outright by the con-
cussion. At best, he must soon be taken by the myrmidons of
justice and accused of the murder. To get away unperceived,
along that single track of open coast, backed up in the rear by
high mountains, was simply impossible. Had he stopped to

reason, he might have remainea where he was—^and lost all.

But he did not stop to reason ; he only felt, and felt profoundly.
His instincts urged him to leap while there was still time. He
opened the door as he reached the torrent, and looking out
upc^ the bank with cautious deliberation, prepared to jump for

it at the proper moment.
The train was slowing much more distinctly ^ 3W. He

thought the brake must be put on hard. He coaid surely
jump as he reached the corner without serious danger. He
stepped with one foot on to the open footboard. It wasn't
much to risk for Elsie. A single plunge, and all would be
settled.

CHAPTEB L.

I

THE OAP MABTIN OATASTBOPHB.

As he paused there one second, before he jumped, he was dimly
aware of a curious fact that ^arght his attention, sideways, even
at that special moment of doubt and danger : many other doors
on the landward side of the train stood also open, and other
passengers beside himself, with fear and surprise depicted 7isibly

on their pale faces, were stepping out, irresolute, just as he him-
self had done, upon the narrow footbop^d. Gould they have
heard the struggle? he wondered vaguely to himself. Gould
they have gained some hasty inkling of the tragic event that had
taken place, so secretly, all unknown as he supposed, in his own
compartment ? Had some neighbouring traveller caught faintly

the mufiSed sounds of a desperate fight? Had he suspected an
attack upon some innocent passenger? Had he signalled the
guard to stop tho train? for it was slowing still, slowing yet

more sensibly and certainly each moment. More and more pale
&ce8 now appeared at the doors; and a Frenchman standing on
the footboard of the next comparUnent, a burly person of ndiitary
appearance, with an authoritative air, cried aloud in a voice
of quick command, "Sautez, doncl Sautezl" At the word,
Warren leaped, he knew not why, from the doomed carriage.
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The Frenchman leaped at the self-same moment. All down the
train, a dozen or two of passengers followed suit as if by a con-
certed order. Warren had no idea in his own mind what was
really happening, bnt he knew the train had slackened speed
immeasely, and that he had landed on his feet and hands on the
mbbly bank with no more result, so far as he himself could see
just then, than a sprained anklo and some few bleeding wounds
on his knees and elbows.
Next instant a horrible crash resounded through the air, and

bellowed and echoed with loud reyerberation from the rocky
walls of those sheer precipices. Thud, thud, thud followed close

on the crash, as carriage after carriage shocked fiercely against
the engine and the compartments in froiit of it. Then a terrible

sight mot his eyes. The train had just reached the ledge of cliff

beyond, and with a wild rocking disappeared all at once over the

steep side into the sea below. Nothing in life is moro awful
in its unexpectedness than a great railway accident. Before
Warren haa even time to know what was taking place by his

Bide, it was all over. The train had fallen in one huge mass
oyer the edge of the cliff, and Hugh Massinger, with his eleven
thousand pounds safe in his pocket, was hurried away without
warning or reprieve into ten fathoms deep of blue Mediterranean.
Everybody r aembers the main features of that terrific

accident, famous in the history of French railway disasters as
the Gap Martin catastrophe. Shortly after passing Roquebruno
station (wnore the through-trains do not stop), one of the engine-
wheels becam3 loosened by a violent shock against a badly-laid

sleeper, and, tiius acting as a natural brake, brought the train

almost to a stand-still for a few seconds, just opposite the very
dangerous ledge known locally as the Borrigo escarpment The
engine there left the rails with a jerk, and many of the pas-

sengers, seeing something serious was likely to take place, seized

the opportunity, just before the crash, of opening the doors on
the landward side, and leaping from the train while it had reached

its slowest rate of motion, on the very eve of its final disaster.

One instant later, the engine oscillated violently and stopped
altog:ether; the other carriages telescoped against it; and the

entire train, thrown off its balance with a terrible wrench,
toppled over the sheer precipice at the side into the deep water
that skirts the foot of the neighbouring mountains. That was
the whole familiar story as the public at large came, bit by bit,

to learn it afterwards. But for the moment, the stunned and
horrified passengers on the bank of the torrent only knew that a
frightful accident had taken place with incredible rapidity, and
that the train itself, with many of their fellow-travellers scaled

within, had sunk like lead in the twinkling of an eye to the

bottom of the bay, leaving the few survivors there on dry Uud



844 THI8 MORTAL COIL.

I

aghast at the inexpressible suddenness and awfulness of this

appalling calamity.

As for Warren Eelf, amid the horror of his absorbing life-and-

death straggle with Hugh Massinger, and the abiding awe of its

terrible consummation, he had never even noticed the angry
jerking of the loosened wheel, the whirr that jarred through the
shaken carriages, the growing oscillation from side to side, the
evident imminence of some alarming accident. Sudden as

the catastrophe was to all, to him it was more sudden and
unexpected than to any one. Till the actual crash itself came,
indeed, he did not realize why the other passengers were hanging
on so strangely to the narrow footboard. The whole episode

happened in so short a space of time—thirty seconds at best

—

that he had no opportunity to collect and recover his scattered

senses. He merely recognized at first in some stunned and
shattered fashion that he was well out of the fatal train, and
that a dozen sufferers lay stretched in evident pain and danger
on the low bank of earth beside him.
For all the passengers had not fared so well in their escape as

he himself had done. Many of them had suffered serious hurt
in their mad jump from the open doorway, alighting on jagged
points of broken stone, or rolling down the sides of the steep ravine

into the dry bed of the winter torrent. The least injured turned
with one accord to help and tend their wounded companions.
But as for the train itself, it had simply disappeared. It was as

though it had never been. Scarcely a sign of it showed on the
unrufSed water. Falling sheer from the edge of that precipitous

crag into the deep bay, it had sunk like a stone at once to the

very bottom. Only a few fragments of broken wreckage appeared
here and there floating loose upon the surface. Hardly a token
remained beside to show the outer world where that whole long

line of laden carriages had toppled over bodily into the profound
green depths that still smiled so sweetly between Boquebrune
and Mentone.
For a while, distracted by this fresh horror, Warren could

only think of the dead and wounded. His own torn and blood-

stained condition excited no more attention or curiosity now on
the part of bystanders than that of many others among his less

fortunate fellow-passengers. Nor did he even reflect with any
serious realization that Elsie was saved and his own character
practically vindicated. The new shock had deadened the sense

and vividness of the old one. In the face of so awful and general

a calamity as this, his own private fears and doubts and anxieties

seemed to shrink for the moment into absolute insignificance.

In time, however, it began slowly to dawn upon his bewildered
mind that other trains might come up from Monaco or Mentone
and dash madly among the \no\ift* debris of the shattered

I
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carriagei. Whatever caused their own accident might canse

accidents also to approaching engines. Moreover, the wounded
lay scattered abont on all sides upon the track, some of them in

a condition in which it might indeed be difficult or even danger-

ous to remove them. Somebody must certainly go forward to

Montone to warn the chef de gave and to fetch up assistance.

After a hurried consultation with his nearest neighbours,

Warren took upon himself the task of messenger. He started

off at once on this needful errand, and plnnged with a heart

now strangely aroused into the deep darkness of the last

remaining tunne].

His sprained ankle caused him terrible pain at eve^ step;

but the pain itself, joined with the consciousness of periorming
an imperative duty, kept his mind from dwelling too much for

the moment on his own altered yet perilous situation, is he
dragged one foot wearily after the other through that long tunnel,

his thoughts concentrated themselves for the time being on but
one object—to reach Mentone and prevent any further seric^us

accident.

When he had arrived at the station, however, and despatched
help along the line to the other sufferers from the terrible

disaster, he had time to reflect in peace for a while upon the

sudden change this great public calamity had wrought in his

own private position. The danger of misapprehension had
been removed by the accident as if by magic. Unless he himself
chose to reveal the facts, no soul on eurth need ever know a
word of that desperate struggle with mad Hugh Massinger in

the wrecked railway carriage. Even supposing the bodies were
ultimately dredged up or recovered by divers, no suspicion

could now possibly attach to his own conduct. The wound on
Hugh's head would doubtless be attributed to the fall alone;

though the chance of the body being recognizable at all after so

horrible a catastrophe would indeed be slight, considering the
way the carriages had doubled up like so much trestle*work

upon one another before finally falling. Elsie was saved ; that

much at least was now secured. She need know nothing.

UnlcF'' he himself were ever tempted to tell her the ghastly

truth, lat terrible episode of the death-struggle in the (loomed
train might remain for ever a sealed book to thewoman for whose
sake it had all been enacted.

Warren's mind, therefore, was made up at once. All things
cvDsidered, it had become a sacred duty tor him now to hold his

tongue for ever and ever about the entire incident. No man is

bound to criminate himself; above all, bo man is bound to ex-

pose himself when innocent to an unjust yet overwhelming sus-

Sicion of murder. But that was not all. Elsie's happiness
epended entirely upon his rigorous silence. To tell the whole
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tnith, even to her, would be to expose her Rhrinking and delicate

nature to a painfal shock, as profoimd as it was uimecessary,
and as lasting as it was crnel. The more he thought upon it,

the more plain and clear did his duty shine forth before him.
Chance had supplied him with a strange means of honourable
escape from what had seemed at first sight an insoluble dilemma.
It would be folly and worse, under his present conditions, for

him to refuse to profit by its unconscious suggestion.

Tet more : he must decide at once without delay upon his line

of action. News of the catastrophe would be tel^raphed, of
course, immediately to England. Elsie would most hkely learn
the whole awful episode that very evening at her hotel in

London : he could hear the very cries of the street boys ringing
in his earp " Speshul Edition. Appalling Railway Accident
on the Biviayrer ! Great Loss of Life 1 A Train precipitated
into the Mediterranean !

" If not, she would at an^ rate read
the alarir^'ng news in an agony of terror in the mommg papers.

She knew Warren himself was returning to San Remo by that
very train. She did not know that Hugh was likely to be one
of his fellow-passengers. She must not hear of the accident for

the first time from the columns of the Tirrm or the Pall MaU
Oaaette, He must telegraph over at once and relieve beforehand
her natural anxiety for her future husband's safety. But Hugh's
name and fate need not be mentioned, at least for the present

;

he could reserve that revelation for a more convenient season.

To publish it, indeed, would be in part to incriminate himself,

or at least to arouse unjust suspicion.

He drove to the telegraph office, worn out as he was with pain
and excitement, and despatched a hasty message that moment
to Elsie :

" There has been a terrible accident to the train near
Mentone, but I am not hurt, at least to speak of—only a few
slight sprains and bruises. Particulars in papers. Affectionately,

Wabbbn." And then he drove back to the scene of the
catastrophe;.

It was a week before all the bodies were dredged up by relays

of divers from the wreck of that ill-fated and submerged train.

Hugh Massinger's was one of the last to be recovered. It was
found, minus a large part of the clothing. The sea had torn off

his coat and shirt. The eleven thousand pounds in French
ktnk-notes never turned up at all again. His money indeed had
perished with him.
They buried all that remained of that volcanic life on the

sweet and laughing hillside at Mentone. A plain marble cross
marks the spot where he rests. On the s^nth stuid graven
those prophetio lines from the plaintive proem to '* A Life'i

Philosophy "^
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*' Here, by the haven with the hotry treeai

O fiery poet'ft iieut, lie still

:

No longer strive amid tempestaons seas

To curb wild waters to tny lurid will.

Above thy grave
Wan olives wave,

And oleanders court deep-laden bees."

That nonght of fdlfilment might be wanting to his prayer,
Warren Belf with his own hand planted a bloshing oleander
aboye the monnd where that fiery poet's heart lay still for

eyer. He had nothing but pity in his sooi for Hugh's wasted

Eowers. A splendid life, marred in the making by its own
eadstrong folly. And Winifred, who loved him, and whose

heart he l»oke, lay silent in the self-same grare beside him.

li

CHAPTER LI.

NEXT OF KIN WANTED.

The recovery of Hugh's body from the shattered train give
Warren Belf one needful grain of internal comfort. He ideuti-

fied that pale and wounded corpse with reverent care, ard
waited in solemn suspense and unspoken anxiety for the reeoilt

of the customary post-mortem examination. The doctors' report
reassured his soul. Death had resulted, so the medical evidence
conclusively proved, not from the violent injuries obs^red on
the skull, ana apparently produced, they said, by a blow against
the carriage door, but nom asphyxiation, due to drowning.
Hugh was still alive, then, when the train went over ! His heart
still beat and his breath still came and went feebly till the
actual moment of the final catastrophe. It was the accident,

not Warren's hand, that killed him. Innocent as Warren knew
himself to be, he was glad to l?arn from this authoritative source
that even unintentionally he had not made himself Hugh Mas-
einger's accidental executioner.

But in any case they must break the news gently to Elsie.

Warren's presence was needed in the south for the time being,

to see after Winifred's funeral and other necessary domestic
arrangements. So Edie went over to England on the very first

day futer the fact of Hugh's disappearance in the missing train

had become generally known to the little world of San Bemo, to

soften the shock for her with sisterly tenderness. By a piece of
rare good fortune, Hugh Massinger's name was not mentioned at
all in the earlier telegrams, even after it was fairly well known at
Mentone and Monte Carlo that the lucky winner, whose success

was in everybody's mouth just thoa, had perished in one of the
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lost carriages. The despatches only spoke in vague terms of
** an English gentleman lately arriyed on the Riyiera, who had
all but succeeded in breaking the bank that day at Monte Carlo,

and was returning to San Remo, elated by success, with eleyen
thousand pounds of winnings in his pocket." It was not in the
least likely that Elsie would dream of recognizing her newly
bereayed cousin under this highly improbable and generalized

description—especially when Winifred, as she well knew, was
lying dead meanwhile, the yictim of his cold and selfish cruelty,

at the peuBion at San Remo. Edie would be the first to bring her
the strange and terrible news of Hugh's sudden death. Warren
himself stopped behind at Mentone, as in duty bound, to identify

the body formally at the legal inquiry.

He had another reason, too, for wishing to break the news to

Elsie through Edie's mouth rather than personally. For Edie
knew nothing, of course, of the deadly struggle in the doomed
train, of that hand-to-hand battle for life and honour; and she
could therefore with truth unfold the whole story exactly as

Warren wished Elsie first to learn it. For her, there was
nothing more to tell than that Hugh, with incredible leyity

and brutal want of feeliug, had gone oyer to Monte Carlo to

gamble openly at the public tables, on the yery days while his

poor young wife, killed inch by inch by his settled neglect, lay

dead in her lonely lodging at Sas Remo : that he had returned
a couple of eveniDgs later with his ill-gotten gains upon the
fated train : and that, falling oyer into the sea with the carriages

from which Warren just barely escaped with dear life, he was
drowned in his place in one of the shattered and sunken compart-
ments. That was all ; and that was bad enough in all conscience.

What need to burden Elsie's gentle soul any further with the
more hideous concomitants of that unspeakable tragedy ?

Elsie bore the news with far greater fortitude than Edie in

her most sanguine mood could haye expected. Winifred's death
bad sunk so deep into the fibres of her soul that Hugh's seemed
to affect her far less by comparison. She had learnt to know
him now in all his baseness. It was the recognition of the man'f
own inmost nature that had cost her dearest. " Let us neyei
speak of him again, dear Warren," she wrote to her betrothed,

a few days later. " Let him be to us as though he had neyer
existed. Let his name be not so much as mentioned between us.

It pains and grieves me ten thousand times more, Warren, to

think that for such a man's sake as he was, I should so long
haye refused tc accept the love of such a man as I now know
you to be."

Those are the hardest words a woman can utter. To unsay
their loye is to women unendurable. But Elsie no longer

shrank from unsaying it Shame and remorse for her shattered
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ideal possessed her soul. She knew she had done the true man
wrong by so long rejecting him for the sake of the false one.

At sand-girt Whitestrand, meanwhile, all was tnrmoil and
confusion. The news of the young Squire's tragic death, follow-
ing so close at the heel of his frail little wife's, spread horror and
shame through the whole community. The vicar's wife was all

agog with excitement. The reticule trembled on her palpitating
wrist as she went the round of her neighbours with the surprising
intelligence. Nobody knew what might happen next, now the
last of the Meyseys was dead and gone, while the sandbanks
were spreading half a mile to seaward, and the very river was
turned from its course by encroaching hummocks into a new-
cut channel. The mortgagees, to be sure, were safe with th'^ r

money. Not only was the property now worth on a rough com-
putation almost as much as it had ever been, but Winifred's life

had been heavily insured, and the late Mr. Massinger's estate,

the family attorney remarked with a cheerful smile, was far

more than solvent—in fact, it would prove a eapital inheritance
for some person or persons unknown, the heirs-at-law and next-
of-kin of the last possessor. But good business lay in store, no
doubt, for the profession still. Deceased had probably died
intestate. Endless questions would thus be opened out in deli-

cious vistas before the entranced legal vision. The marriage
being subsequent to the late Married Woman's Property Act,

Mrs. Massinger's will, if any, must be found and proved. The
next-of-kin and heir-at-law must be hunted up. Protracted
litigation would probably ensue ; rewards would be oflFcred for

certificates of birth ; records of impossible marriages would be
freely advertised for, with tempting suggestions of pecuniary
recompense to the lucky discoverer. Research would be stimii-

lated in parish clerks; affidavits would be sworn to with
charming recklessness ; rival claimants would commit unblush-
ing alternative perjuries on their own account, with frank dis-

regard of common probability. It would rain fees. The estate

would dissolve itself bodily by slow degrees in a quagmire of

expenses. And all for the benefit of the good attorneys! The
family lawyer, in the character of Danae—for this occasion only,

and without prejudice—would hold out his hands to catch the

golden shower. A learned profession would no doubt profit in

the end to a distinct amount by the late Mr. Massinger's

touching disregard of testamentary provision for his unknown
relations.

Alas for the prospects of the learned gentlemen 1 The question
of inheritance proved itself in the end far easier and less com-
plex than the family attorney in his professional zeal had at

first anticipated. Everything unravelled itself with disgur^ting



350 THIS MORTAL COIL,

I
''>

li I

tunplidir. The estate might almost as well have been nneii-
cnmbered. The late Mrs. Massinger had left no will, and the
property had therefore deTolved direct by common law npon
her snrviying husband. This was awkward. If only now, any
grain of doubt had existed in any way as to the fact that the
late Mrs. Massinger had predeceased her unfortunate husband,
legal acumen might doubtless have suggested innumerable
grounds of action for impossible claimants on either side of the
two families. But unhappily for the exercise of legal acumen,
the case as it stood was all most horribly plain sailing. Hugh
Massinger, Esquire, having inherited in aue course from his
deceased wife, the estate must go in the first place to Hugh
Massinger himself, in person. And Hugh Massinger himself
having died intestate, it must go in the next place to Hugh
Massinger's nearest representative. True, there still remained
the agreeable and exciting research for the missing heir-at-law

;

but the pursuit of hunting up the heir-at-law to a given known
indisputable possessor is as nothing in the eyes of a keen sports-

man compared with the Homeric joy of battle involved m the
act of setting the representative^ of two rival and uncertain
claims to fight it out, tooth and nail together, on the f^ee and
open arena of the Court of Probate. It was with a sigh of
regret, therefore, that the family attorney, good easy man, drew
up the advertisement which closed for ever his vain hopes of a
disputed succession between the moribund houses of Massinger
ana Meysey, and confined his pjssibilities of lucrative litigation

to exploiting the house of Massinger alone, for his own use,

enjoyment, and fruition.

It was some two or three weeks after Hugh Massinger's tragic

death that Edie Belf chanced to observe in the Agony Column
of that morning's Time» a notice couched in the following pre-
cise and poetical language :

—

" HuoH Massinobb, Esquire, deceased, late of Whitestrand
Hall, in the County of Suffolk.—Any person or persons claiming
to represent the heir or heirs-at-law and next of kin of the
above-named gentleman (who died at Mentone, in the Depart-
ment of the Alpes Maritimes, in the French Bepublio, on or
about the 17th day of November last past) are hereby requested
to apply immediately to Alfred Heberdbn, Esq., Whitestrand,
Suffolk, solicitor to the said Hugh Massinger."
Edie mentioned the matter at once to Warren, who had come

over from France as soon as he had completed the necessary
arrangements at San Bemt and Mentone; but Warren heard
it all with extreme disinclination. He couldn't bear even to
allude to the fact in speaking to Elsie. Directly or indirectly,

he could never inherit the estate of the man whose life he had
been so nearly instrumental in shortening. And if Elsie was
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soon, as ne hoped, to become his wife, he wonld necessarily fMtr-

ticipate in whatever benefit Elsie might deriye from inheriting

the relics of Hugh Massinger's ill-won Whitestrand property.

"No, no," he said. "The estate was simply the price of

blood. He married that poor little woman for nothing else but
fur the sake of Whitestrand. He killed her by slow degrees
through his neglect and cruelty. If he hadn't married her, he
would neyer have been master of that wretched place : if he
hadn't married her, he would have had nothing of his own to

leave to Elsie. I can't touch it, and I won't touch it. So that's

flat, Edie. It's the price of blood. Let it, too, perish with
him."
"But oughtn't you at least to mention it to Elsie?" Edie

nsked, with her plain straightforward English common-sense.
"It's her business more than it's yours, you know, Warren.
Oughtn't you at least to give her the option of accepting or
refusing her own property ?—It's very kind of you, of course,

to decide for her beforehand so cavalierly.—Perhaps, you see,

when she learns she's an heiress, she may be inclined to transfer

her affections elsewhere."
I Warren smiled. That was a point of view that had never
occurred to him. Tour male lover makes so sure of his prey

:

he hardly allows in his own mind the possibility of rejection.

But still he prevaricated. " I wouldn't tell her about it, just
yet at least," he answered hesitatingly. " We don't know, after

all, that Elsie's really the heir-at-law at all, if it comes to that.

Let's wait and see. Perhaps some other claimant may turn up
for the property."
" Perhaps," Edie replied, with her oracular brevity. '* And

perhaps not. There's nothing on earth mor:« elastic in ite own
way than a good perhaps. India-rubber bands are just mere
child's play to it.—Suppose, then, we pin it down to a precise
limit of time, so as to know exactly where we stand, and say
that if the estate isn't otherwise claimed within six weeks, we'll

break it to Elsie, and allow hex to decide for herself in the
matter?"
"But how shall we know whether it's claimed or not?"

Warren asked dubiously.
" My dear, there existe in this realm of England a useful

institution known to science as a penny post, by means of
which a letter may be safely and inexpensively conveyed even
to so remote and undistinguished a personage as Alfred Heber-
den. Esquire, solicitor to the deceased, Whitestrand, Suffolk.—-I
propose, in fact, to write and ask him."
Warren groaned. It was an awkward fix. He wished he

could shirk the whole horrid business. To be saddled against

your will with a landed estate that you don't want is a predica-
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ment that seldom distnrbs a modest gentleman's peace of mind
anywhere. But he saw no possible way out of the odd dilemma.
Edie was right, after all, no doubt. As yet, at least, he had no
authority to answer in anv way for Elsie's wishes. If she
wanted Whitestrand, it was hers to take or reject as she wished,
and hers only. Still, he ealved his conscienc« with the con-
solatory idea that it was not actually compulsory upon him to
show Elsie any legal advertisement, inquiry, or suggestion
which might happen to emanate from the solicitors to the estate

of the late Hugh Massinger. So fi&r as ho had any official cog-
nizance of the facts, indeed, the heirs, executors, and assigns of

the deceased had nothing on earth to do in any way with Elsie

Ghalloner, of San Remo, Italy. Second cousinhood is at best a
very vague and uncertain form of relationship. He decided,

therefore, not without some internal qualms, to accept Edie's

suggested compromise for the present, and to wait patiently

for the matter m hand to settle itself by spontaneous arrange-
ment.
But Alfred Heberden, Esquire, solicitor to the deceased, acted

otherwise. He had failed to draw any satisfactory communi-
cations in answer to his advertisement save one from a bogus
firm of so-called Property Agents, the proprietors of a fallacious

list of Next of Kin Wanted, and one from a third-rate pawn-
broker in the Borough Road whose wife's aunt had once married
A broken-down railway porter of the name of Messenger, from
Weem in Shropshi and who considered himself, accordingly,

the obvious representative and heir-at-law of the late Hugh
Massifiger of the Utter Bar, and of Whitestrand Hall, in Suffolk,

Esquire, deceased without issue. Neither of these applications,

however, proving of sufficient importance to engage the atten-

tion of Mr. Alfred Heberden's legal mind, that astute gentleman
proceeded entirely on his own account to investigate the gene-
Hlogy and other antecedents of Hugh Massinger, with a single

eye to the discovery of the missing inheritor of the estate,

envisaged as a person,from whom natural gratitude would prob-
ably wring a substantial solatium to the good attorney who
had proved his title. And the result of his inquiries into the
Massinger pedigree took tangible shape at last, a week or two
later, in a second advertisement of a more exact sort, which
Edie Relf, that diligent and careful student of the second
column, the most interesting portion of th< whole newspaper to
Eve*s like-minded daughters, discovered and pondered over
one foggy morning in the blissful repose of 128, Bletohingley
Road, South Kensington.

** C^ALLONBR : Heir-at-law and Next of Kin Wanted. Estate
of Hugh Massimgeb, Esquire, deceased, intestate.—If this

should meet the eye of Elsix, daughter of the late Rev. H.
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Clialloner, and Eleauor Jane his wife, formerly Eleanor Jano
Masainger, of Ghudlcigh, DevouBiiire, she is requested to put
herself into communication with Alfred Hbbkbden, Esq.,
Whitestrand, Suffolk, when she may hear of something greatly
to her advantage."
Edie took the paper up at once to Warren. **For 'may*

read *will,'" she said pointedly. "Lawyers don't advertise
unless they know. I always understood Mr. Massinger had no
living relations except Elsie. This Question has reached boil-

ing-point now. You'll have to speak to her after that about
the matter."

CHAPTER LII.

THE TANOLS RESOLVES ITSELF.

" You must never, never take it, Elsie," Warren said earnestly,

as Elsie laid down the paper once more and wined a tear from
her eye nervously. " It came to him through that poor broken-
hearted little woman, you know. He should never nave married
her; he should never have owned it. It was never truly or
honestly his, ap 1 therefore it isn't yours by right. I couldn't

bear, myself, to touch a single penny of it"
ELsie looked up at him with a twitching face. " Do you make

that a condition, Warren ? " she asked, all tremulous.
Warren paused and hesitated, irresolute, for a moment " Do

I make it a condition?" he answered slowly. '*My darling,

how can I possibly talk of making conditions or bargains with
you ? But I could never bear to think that wife of mine would
touch one penny of that ill-gotten money."

** Warren," Elsie said, in a very soft voice—they were alone

in the room and they talked like lovers
—" I said to myself more

than once in the old, old days—after all that was past and done
for ever, you know, dear—I said to myself: 'I would never
marrv any man now, not even if I loved him—loved him truly

—unless I had money of my own to bring him.' And when I

began to know I was getting to love you—when I couldn't any
longer conceal from myself the truth that your tenderness and
your devotion had made me love you against my will—I said to

myself again, more firmly than ever: 'I will never let him
take me thus penniless. I will never burden him with one
more mouth to feed^ one more person to house and clothe and
supply, one more life to toil and moil and slave for. Even as

it is, he can't pursue his art as he ought to pursue it; he can't

give free play to his genius as his genius demands, because he
2 a
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hM to turn aside from his own noble and exquisite ideala to
suit the market and to earn money. I wont any fttrther shackle
his arm. I won*t any further cramp his hana—his hand that
should be free as the abr to pursue unhampered his own grand
and beautiful calling. I will never marry him unless I can
bring him at least enough to support myself upon.'—And just
the other day, you remember, Warren—that day at San Remo
when I admitted at last what I had known so long without ever
admitting it, tiiat I loyed you bettw than life itself—I said to
you still :

' I am yviurs, at heart But I can't be yours really for

a long time yet No matter why. I shall be yours still in my-
self, for all that.'—Well, I'll tell you now why I said those
words.—Eyen then, darling, I felt I could never marry you
penniless."

She paused, and lo</kt)d up at him with an earnest look in her
true ^y eyes, thosj exquisite eyes of hers that no lover could
see without an inteube «lurill through his inmost being. Warren
thrilled in response, and wondered what could next be coining.
" And you're going to tell me, Elsie," he said, with a sigh,

"that you can't marry me unless you feel free to accept White-
strand?"

Elsie laid her head with womanly confidence on his strong
shoulder. " I'm going to tell you, darling," she answered, with
a sudden outburst of unchecked emotion, " that I'll marry you
now, Whitestrand or no Whitestrand. I'll do as you wish in
this and in everything. I love you so dearly to-day, Warren,
that I can even burden you with myself, if you wish it : I can
throw myself upon ^ou without reserve : I can take back all I
ever thought or said, and be happy anywhere, if only you'll

have me, and make me your wife, and love me always as I
myself love you. I want nothing that ever was his; I only
want to be yours, Warren."

Nevertheless, Mr. Alfred Heberden did within one week of

that date duly proceed in proper form to prove the claim of

Elsie Ghalloner, of 128, Bletchingley Boad, in the parish of Ken-
sington, spinster, of no occupation, to the intestate estate of

Hugh Massinger, Esquire, deceased, of Whitestrand Hall, in the

county of Suffolk.

The fact is, an estate, however acquired, must needs belong
to somebody somewhere ; and since either Elsie must take it

herself, or let some other person with a worse claim endeavour
to obtain it, WaiTen and she decided, upon further considera-

tion, that it would be better for her to dispense the revenues of

Whitestrand for the public good, than to let them fall by defiEtult

into the greedy clutcnes of the enterprising pawnbroker in the

Borough Boad, or be swallowed up for his own advantage by
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•DT similar absorbent medium elsewhere. From the Tery first

indeed, they were both firmly determined never to spend one
shilling of the estate upon their own pleasures or their own
necessities, fiat if wealth is to be dispensed in doing good at

all, it is best that intelligent and single-hearted people should
BO dispense it, rather than leayo it to toe tender mercies of that
amiable bat somewhat indefinite institution, the Court of
Chancery. Warren and Elsie decided, therefore, at last to

prosecute their legal claim, r^;arding themselves as trustees for

the needy or helpless of Great Britain generally, and to sell

the estate, when once obtained, for the first cash price offered,

investing the sum in consols in their own names, as a virtual

trust-fund, to be employed by themselves for such special

purposes as seemed best to both in the free exercise of theii

own full and unfettered discretion. So Mr. Alfred Heberden's
advertisement bore good fruit in due season; and Elsie did
at last, in name at least, inherit the manor and estate ol

Whitestrand.
But neither of them touched one penny of the blood-money.

They kept it all apart as a sacred fund, to be used only in tns

best way they knew for the objects that Winifred in her highest

moods mi^ht most have approved of.

And this, as Elsie justly remarked, was really the very best

possible arrangement To be sure, she no longer felt that shy
old feeling against coming to Warren unprovided and penniless.

Gtke was content now, as a wife should be, to trust herself

implicitly and entirely to her husband's hands. Warren's art

of late had every day been more sought aftar by those who hold
in their laps the absolute disposal of the world's wealth, and
there was far less fear than formerly that the cares of a house-

hold would entail on him the miserable and degrading necessity

for lowering his own artistic standard to meet the inferior

wishes and tastes of possible purchasers, with their vulgar

ideals. But it was also something for each of them to feel that

the otiier had thus been seriously tried by the final test of this

world's gold—tried in actual practice and not found wanting.

Few pass through that sordid crucible nnscathed: those that do
are of the purest metal.

On the very day when Warren and Elsie finally fixed the date

for their approaching wedding, the calm and happy littie bride-

elect came in with first tidings of the accomplishea arrangement,

all tremors and blushes, to her faithful Edie. To her great

diagrin, however, her future sister-in-law received the news of

this proximate family event with an absolute minimum of

surprise or excitement. "You don't seem to be in the least

astonished, dear," Elsie cried, somewhat piqued at her cool
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ijception. '* Why anybody'd say, to see the way yon take it,

yon'd known it all a clear twelvemonth ago!

"

" So I did, my child—all except the mere trifling detail of

the date," Edie answered at once with prompt commonnsense,
and an arch look from under her dark eyebrows. " In fact I
arranged it all myself most ^atisfiictorily beforehand. But what
I was really thinking of just now was simply this—why
shouldn't one cake do duty for both at once, Elsie ?

**

"For both at once, Edie? For me and Warren? Why, of

course, one cake always does do for the bride and bridegroom
together, doesn't it ? 1 never heard of anybody having a couple,
darling."

" What a sweet little silly you are, you dear old goose, you

!

Are vou two the only marriageable people in the universe, then ?

I didn't mean for you and Warren at all, of course ; I meant for

you and myself, stupid."

"You and myself!" Elsie echoed, bewildered. "You and
myself did you say, Edie ?

"

"Why, yes, you dear old blind bat, you," Edie went on
placidly, with an abstracted air; " we might get them both over
the same day, I think seriously : kill two weddings, bo to speak,

with one parson. They're such a terrible nuisance in a house
always."
"Two weddings, my dear Edie?" Elsie cried in surprise.

" Why, what on earth are you ever talking about? I don't

nndtirstand you."
** Well, Mr. Hatherley's a very good critic," Edie answered,

with a twinkle: "he's generally admitted to have excellent

taste ; and he ventured the other day on a critical opinion in

my presence which did honour at once to the acuteness of bis

pe»)ttptions and the soundness and depth of his sBsthetio judg-

ment He told me to my face, with the utmost gravity, I was
the very sweetest and prettiest girl in all England."
"And what did you say to that, Edie?" Ebie asked, amused,

«r:(h some dawning perception of the real meaning of this queer
badinage.

"I told him, my dear, I'd always considered him the ablest

and best of living authorities on artistic matters, and that it

would ill become my native modesty to differ from his opinion

on such an importan';!; question, in which, perhaps, that native

modesty itself might unduly bios me to an incorrect judgment
in the opposite direction. So then he enforced his critical view
in a practical way by promptly kissing me."

••^d you didn't object V
"

" On the contrary, my child, I rather liked it than otherwise."

"After which?"
" After which he proceeded to review his own character and
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prospects in a depieciatory way, that led me gravely to doubt
the accuracy of his judgment in that respect ; and he finished

nj> at last by laving those very objects he had just been depre-
ciating,his hand and heart, at the foot of the throne, metaphori-
oaUy speaking, for the sweetest girl in all England to do as she
liked—accept or reiect them."
"And the sweetest girl in all England?" Elsie asked,

smiling.
" Unconditionally accepted with the most pleasing prompti-

tude.—^You see, my dear, it'll be such a splendid tning for

Warren, when he sets up house, to have an influential art-critic

bound over, as it were, not to speak evil against him, by being
converted beforehand into his own brother-in-law.—Besides
which, jffu. know, I happen, Elsie, to be ever so much in love

with him."
** That's a good thing, Edie."

"My child, I cx>nsider it such an extremely good thing that

I ran uj^tairs at once and had a regular jolly old-fashioned

cry over it —l<lsie,^Arthur's a dear gooa fellow.—And you and I

can be marked together. We've always been sisters, ever since

we've known each other. And now well be sisters even more
\hKx ever,*

TEiB BMO.

AIMTBD BV WILLIAM CU>WBS AND SONS, LIMITBD, LONDON AMD €€«*
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lUiimitlona liy S. P. BRBWTNALt.«M Ml* Juflttltod?
Crown 8vo, cloth, ji. 6d. each.

ladF
Awof ttf Mar

Pwfldl««a liyMa. Wlib Frontispiece
by DUDLBT TBNNAirr. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 6t.

fep Ulit. Popular Edition.
mediuni 8vu. 6d.

Tbm OVUglng HmbMid. With Col
oared Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo. cl., 31. 6d.
Chsap BDinoir, picture coTer, i«. net.

BARiaNSTOir-(IvnSHAtiX=
Th« Knlfht of tiM Qoldan Sword.
Crown 8vo. cloth, 6t.

BASKERViLLB (JOHN):^
Memoir. Bv Ralph Straus and R. K.
Dbnt. With 13 Plates. Large quarto,
buckram, sii, net

BATH (The) in Diseases of the
Skin; By J. L. Miltok. Po^tMvo, u. -,

cloth, ij. od

BBACONSPiBLt), LOl^D. ByT.
P. 0'Cp>WOR. M.P. Crown Svo.cloth. sr.

BB8ANT tmd RICB, Novels by^
Cr. Sfo^ doth, 91. M. each : post tvo^

UhMt bda. 11. aaeh ; cL Ump, acM. each.

wSooMMi Bat^ray.
My Little OteL
inth Bwppaadi
nus - -

—
The

OelU'e

Vhe
Tbm
TWASlB
The Van

of
Me.

BBCHSTBIN(LUDWia),andthe
Br9tli«ra aRIMM.—Aa Pretty aa
toTant and other Stories. With ^
lUostrations by Richtbr. Square 8vo,
cloth. 6t.6d. ; Rlltedfies. 7*. 6d.

MNNbYt rARN6Lb). Novels
by. Crown 8to, cloth, 6a. each.

Lmenmm* | A Ovaat Man.
Teresa of Watllatf StNat. wuh 8

lUustratioot by Frank Gillbtt.
Talas off tho Five Toiraa. | Hugo.
Baovad and Firoftma Iioye.

Crown ^o, doth, 3s. ftd. each.

Anna off the F1t« Towna^
Tha Oates offWvath.
The Ohosfc [Tha City off Plaaaura.
Tha Ovand Babylon Hotel. Crown

8vo, doth, 3j. 6a Popular Edition,
medum 8vo. 6d. ^4

Chbap Ediiions. CI. 8vo, IS. net each.

acted and Proftaae Iiova.
ThaOhost.
BGNNigrr <W. C.).-Son«sl5?

SsUora. Pott 8vo, cloth, is.

BB5ANT (51r WALTBR),
NavsU by. Crown 8tPo, doth, s*< w.
each; poat Svo^ lllaatratad boards, sj.

aadi s doih llnp. a«. 6d* each.
AlloHo and OOBdltleBS off Ifen.

vnthialUuttrations by Frsd. BAKNARa
Tho OaptalB'B Besm, ftc.

AU In a OavdeiiiFatip. with 6 illus-

trations by Hakrt Fmonss.
Dovothy Foretas. With Frontispiece.

Unole Jaok. and other Sloriei.

Ohildvoa off Oibeon.
^ortd WentVenrWell Then*

with la IlfaMtratioos by A. FoRKariBR.

Tha BeU off Bt. Favl'e.
For Faith and FNedom. With

lUtMta. by A. Forrstikr and F. Wadoy.
To OaU Bev Mine, ftc With 9 lUus.

tratlotia byA. FoRiamR.
TheH^yB08e,ftc. with Froiittaplece.

AvmoMror Lvoneese. Wlthiaiuus-
trations by F. BarnakD.

t. Kathevlne's bar the Towevi
With IS Linshratlons by C. Orbrn.

Verbena Oaaiellla Btephanotls.
Tho Ivory
Tho Bobol Qa
BoyoBd tho Dreams off Avarloo.

With IS lUustraHons by W. H. Hydk.
In Doaoon's Ordars, ftc. with Frontia.

Tha Bavolt offMan.
Ttaa Master Craftsman.
Tha City off Bafuga.

Crown 8vo. dotb. jj. 6d. each.

A Fountain Boaled.
The OhdSiUiBtf.
The Foiiiih Qenaration.
Tha Orande Olrl. with 8 IlluatraUons

by K. Pboram.
Tha Alabaster Box.
Tha Lady off Lynn, with is Illuatra-

tlons by G. Demain-Hammond.
No Othar Way. With la lUustrations

by C. D. Ward.
Crown Bvo, picture cloth, flat back, a«. e.ich.

St. KathaHna'a by tha Towar.
The Rabal Quaan.
Large type, Fine Paper Editions, pott

8vo, cloth, gilt top, is. net each ; leather,

gilt edges, 3«. net each.

London.
Wsstmlnater.
Jerasalam. (in collaboration with Prof,

E, H. Palmer.)
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CHATTO ft WIMDUS, PUBU8HER8»
BBSANT (fir WM»r)"<0mtiMiud.
FiNB Pavsr EDiTioMk pott Svo, at, Mt M.

of lf«l.

m» BlOhMPdWIUMlBtftM.

All torts MdOoaolttoBs
POPOLAS Editions, medium 8yo, M. each.

All Borts ttBd OoBdltioBB Of Hon.
TIM OoldoB BaMorfl
Boody-Moaoy Hortll

Vho AplOlB Of ttao Vloot.
Vho Moiuu of TholoBUu
Tho Onuigo Olvl.
Vov Vatth «ad Fvoodom.
ObUdMB of Olbooa.
DovothyForatov. | Mo Otliov Way.
Jjmiovol of Lyoao»«o»

Demy 8vo, cloth, 7«. 6*/. each.

IiOBdOB. With i>5 Illustrations.

Wortminatov. with Etching by P. &
Walker, and 130 Illustrations.

oath London. With Etching by P. a
Walxbr. and 118 Illustrations.Mt Iiondon. With Etching by P. S.

Walkkr, and 56 Illustrations by Phil
May, L. Ravkm Hill, and J. Pbnnbll.

Crown 8yo, bucliram. 6*. each.

Mm Wo Am KBd Mn_Wo May Bo.

of Riohavd Joffovias.
Mya and Hlatoriottoi.

>ha

Fifty Toan J^o. '.^ithj44 1"uats.

kya anaalogy
Crown Svo, cloth, 3'. 6d. each.

Tho

Tho Ohavm, and other Drawing-room
Plays. 50 Illus, by Chris Hammond, Ac.

Bt. Kathorlno'B by tho Towor.
Chbap Edition, picture cover, i«. net.

Art of Flotlon. Pcap. Svo. cloth, is. net.

BIBLIOTHBCA ROMANICAfA
series of the Classics of the Romance
(French, Italian, Spanish, and Portu-
guese) Languages: the Original Text,
with, where necessary, Notes and Intro-
ductions in the language of the Text
Small 8vo, single parn, 8d, net per
vol. ; cloth, single parts, u. net per vol

Where two or more units are l>ouad in one
volume the price In wrapper remains 8d.
per unit, i.e., two numbers cost is, id.

;

three cost is. ; four cost 2s. 8d. In the
cloth binding the additional cost is^J.
for the Arst, and id. for each succeeding
unit : f.«., one unit costs is. ; two cost
li. 9d. ; three cost 2s. 6d. ; four cost 31. 3d.
I. MoUkroi Le Misanthrope.
a. Moii^ro t Les Femmes savantes.

3. Comaillot Le Cld.

4. Daaoactoai Discours de la m^-
thode.

5-6. DantO t Divina Commedla I. :

Inferno.

7. Boooaoolot Decameron: Prima
giornata.

8. Caldaroa t La vida es sucflo.

9. Raatlf da la.Bratonnat L'an
2000.

10. Camoaa: Osi^usiadas : Canto I., II.

11. Raoinot Athalle.

la-is. Patravea t lucrum vuigarinm
fragnienta. '

BIBLIOTNBGA ROMANICA-mmMmmA
i6*i7. Daatoi Divloa Conimedla II. t

PargatoriO),

18-90. TllMovt Moa oaele Beajamla.
si*aa. Bwoeaootoi Decameron 1 Seoonda

giornata.

ss-Ss'- oaaauupohalai L« Barblcr da
Seville.

as Oamoooi OsLuabdas t Canto III.
IV.

s6.a8. Alf^od do Maaoott ComMkset
ProvetlMs: La Molt vAnltleont;
AndrA del Sarto ; Les Caprices d«
Marianne t Pantaslo; Onnsbadlns
pas avee ramour.

*9- CSomolllOt Horace.
30-31. Daatai Divina ComoMdia III.:

Paradiso.

33-34. Provort: Manon Lcscatit.

35-36. flBttvvoa do Mattio Fvaapoia
VUlon.

37-39> Oalllom do Oaatvei Laa Mocc*
dadesdelCid,I„II.

40. DantO t La Vita Nuova.

41-44. Oovvantoa t CInoo Novdas ejem*
plares.

45. Gamooot Os Lusiadas: Canto V.,

VI., VII
46. Moiibvoi L'Avare.

47« PotHUPOat I Trionfi.

48-49^ Boccaoolo : Decameron: Tersa
giornata.

50. OonMlUot Cinna.

51-5S Camoaa : Os Lusiadas : Canto Vin.,
IX., X.

53-54 lA Ohanaon do Roland.
55-58 A Iftpod do Maaaat : Premlkes

Poesies.

59. Boaoaooloi Decameron: QoMla
W;iornata.
alatro Piarro Fathollnt
Farce du XV* siecle.

62-63. Olaeomo Loopardt 1 Cantl.

64-65. Ohatoaahvlandt Ataia.

66. Boooaeolo t Decameron, Qnlnta
{ilornata.

alao Paaoali Les Provinciales.

BIERCB (AMBROSB).-ln thd
Midst of Ufa. Crown 8vo, cloth, ss.td. i

post Svo, illustrated boards, u, t Cheap
Edition, picture cover, u. net.

BINDL0S5 (HAROLD), Novals by.
Crown Svo. doth, 3s. 6d. eac.i.

Tha Oonoaaalon-hanton.
Tho Mlatroaa of Bonavoatavo*
Davantvy'a Daaghtor.
A Boaror of Whoat.
AInallo'B Ja^o. Crown 8va doth,

3J. 6d. : picture cloth, flat back. at.

BLAKB WILLIAM): A Critical
study by A. C. SwiNBURNl. With a
Portrait. Crown Svo, buckram, 61. net.

BOCCACCIO.—The Decameron^
With a Portrait. Pott Svo. cloth, gilt

^op, ai. net ; leather. glU edges* 3a, ne^
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BODKIN (McD., K.C), Books by.
Crown •?». cloth, u. id. racli.

i>om MyVI, tlio Ladj Dstaettv*.
' dlll«lnfII ab4 ShiuBMOk.
PmMmmw €n» Omadaun.

boKUNIUS CTANCRBD).->Tho
PtttatMra •! VImbm. With 15 fnll-

pajte Plates. Detnv 8vo.. clot h

.

•js. 6/. net.

BoUftdHT (I>aUL).-a Uvlng
Lto. TransUted by John Di Vilubrs.
Crown 8vo, cloth, s«. 64, ; Cheap Edition.
picture cover, u. net.

BOYLB (P.). Works by. Post
•fo, illustrated boards, u. each.

»Blol«i sf Mo-Maa's Land.
tp Mot—. \ amwm^ lAU,

QhVOB!
Ombs

llatleiM.
rovavba. Plots,

BRAND (JOHN).-ObMrvaCloii«M P«p«l«r Anttavillw. With the
Additioiuui Sir Hbnny SLua. Crown
Ivo, cloth. 3J. 6d.

biuvshaW(J. Msswoinnr.
- llMBI SUIl«M«lM < Smriesof London
Life. Crown Iviv elolh, jj. M

BRBWBR*t (Knr. Hf) Dlcilon.
arlM. Crown avo, cloth. S'. <M. each.

_,,„,-jii an* 9o
A Ainonanr af MlnMlM t imita'ave,

Cealislic. anci Dogmatic.

BR^W^TBI^ (ilr DAViD),
Works by. Poet 8vn, cloth, 41. id. each.

Mom Worlds thMI Onot Creed of
Philosopher, Hope of Christian. Plates.

Tho Mavtyvs of Seloviooi Oaulbo,
Ttcho Brass, and Kbplkr.

LottossoB MatVMl MMI«« with
numerous Iliustrationn.

BRiDdB CATBCHI5M. By r:
H. Brydobs. Fcap. 8ve. cloth, aj. 6d. net.

BRIDGE (J. S O.-Prom Island

to
Boiplro: A History of theBxpansion of

Cnffland by Force of Arms. With Intro-

ductionbyAdnuSlrCtPRlAN BRir'SE.Mapa
and Plans. Large crown 8vo,cloth,&f.ng»

BRIGHT (PLOl{BNCg).-A Otrl
Cspltallst. Crown 8vo cloth, 6s.cspitai

BRdWNl

BRYDOBS (HAROLD). — Uocto
Sssi St NosM. With 91 lUnsta. Post
tvo, illust. boards »i. ; doth Itmn. M.<W.

riNQ'SCROBT.) POBMS.
Ptpsa PasSSSt and MSB ABd
VoiBOa. Witli 10 Plates in Colour
after ELBANOR F. Brickdalb. LarRe
fc!«p. 4to, cloth, 6s. net ; Larob Papkr
EditiOM, parchment, I 3j. 6(/. net.—Also
an Edition in the ST. Martin's Library,
with Miss Brickoalb's Coloured Illustra-

tlons,post 8To,cloth,3i.net : leather, 3t.net.

Dnunatis Psnoassj and Dramatlo
omaaoes and Lyrlos. With 10
Plates in Colour after E. F. Brickdalb.
Large fcap. 4to, cloth. 6s. net; Larob
Papbr Edition, parchment. lat. M. net.

BRYDBN cH. A.).-Aii Bxlled
Scot. With Frontispiece by J. S.

CftQMfTON, H.L prown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

BUCHANAN (ROBERT), Pooms
sad NovoU ky.

Tha Oomplota Vootloal Works of
obovt Baohaaaa. a VoIsh crown
8vo, buckram, with Portrait Ffontisplece
to each volume, isi.

Crown 8to, cloth, is. bd. each ; poet 8vo^
illnstrnteo boards, ar . each.

Tha aiiadow of tha Bwovd.
Jl Ohlld of Natava.
Qod aad tho Man. With 11 lUuttn.

tions by F. BARKARa *

badyKUpatrtok.
Tha MartsrvdoBi of Madallao,
Lova Mo lor Bvar.
Aaaaa Watar. | VoxgloTo Maaor.~ Maw JIbalard. | Baehal Oaaa.
latlt A story of a Caravan.

Of tho Mlaa.
10 Hair of LlBBO.

_ thoJMaa.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3.T. 6d. each.

Rod aad Whito Haathar.
dadfoaisda.
Popular Editions, medium 8vo. 6d, each.
Tho dhafdoar of tho Sword.
Ood sad tha Maa.
Foxglovo Maaor.
Tho Shadoar of tha Sword. Larob

TYPB, FiHB Papbr Edition. Pott 8vo,
cloth, gilt top,a«. ne* ; leather, gilt edges,
is. net.

Tho OhairiKian^'loMarrBuchanan
and Hbnrt M'JSSAT. Crown 8vo, cloth,
with Froblrfpicoe by T. H. Robinson,
is. 6d. ; poet wo, llli—ra<«d boards, 34.

BURGESS (OBLBTT) and WILL
IRWIN. -Tke PIcsrooas: A Ssa
Prssdsco Nlskt'e BstortslasMat.
Crown 8vo. cloth, vi. ftrf.

BURTON (RoBBRT). - Tho
AastoBiy of Molsncholy. With a
Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy 8vo,
cloth. 7«. 6d.

CAINb (HALL)rNoveli by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. each ; poet 8vo,

illustrated tx>ards, u. each ; cloth limp,
is. 64. each.

Tha Shadow of a Orlma.
A ioB of Hagar. t Tho Dooaistor.
Also Library Editions of the three hovels,

crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. each ; Cheap Popu.
lar Editions, medium 8vo,portraitcover,
6d. each ; and the Finb PapbR EDITION
of Tho Dsooastor, pott 8vo, cloth,
gilt top, aj. net ; leather, gilt fdges. js. net.

CAMERON (V. LOVETT).-The
Cmlso of the 'BInck Prises*
Privateer. Cr. 8vo, cloth, with 2 Illus.

trations by P. Macnab, is. 6d. ; poet 8vo,
picture boards, is.

CAMPBELL (A. QODRIC). —
Plesr-do-CsBip: s Dsughtcr of
PrsBPe. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6f.



CHATTO ft WINDUS, PUBUSHBR8,

CAMPING IN THB PORBST.
WMi niMlnttOM la Colovr and Um by
MAMOAnr CMTTON. Fcap. 4to, elotb.

«».W art.

CARLYLB (THOMAS).-Oii th«
I vf BmIu. Pom thro, duth. u.6d.

CARROLt (USWiS). Books by.
JUlM la VonOwlftBd. with n

Oolovcd and many Uu« lUuttratiom by
Mnucurr Sownwr. Larg* crown Sro.

«tottigUt}«.W. net
Hilil< Vbm IflaO. With a Prafacc
bjr W. H. DRAnui. Pott Itro, boanU,
yi, liat t teathar. u, nat.

CARRUTH (HXVDBN>-'rb«Ad.
¥MiCiira« •! JMMa. WKh 17 lUnitt.

Fcap. 8vo. pictufa coocr. u. i doth, u. 6d.

CHAPMAN'S (OBORQB) Works.
VoL I.. Playa Complata, Indodlng tha
Doobtfal Onaa.—Vol II., Poama and
Minor liranahitlona, with EaMy by A. C.

Swmioiun.—Vol. IIL. Tranalatfona ot

tha lUad and Odyuey. Thraa Vda.,

crown tro, cloth, 31. 6d. aach.

CHATPIBLD-TAYLOR (H. C.)-
PM—*a Patliwy. Cr. 8vo.. cloth. 6m.

CHAUCBk for Children : A Qol-
SaaKajr. By Mrs. H.R HAWua. With
It Cdluurad PUtat and 10 Woodcati.
Crown 4to, cloth. $$. 6d.

CMiaaoer fwf Bcaoola. With tha story
ui hia Timea and bit Work. By Un,
H. R. HAWBia. Demy 8va, cloth, 2s. 64.

Tba Pvolotfaa to tba OaatovMuqr
Tidas. Printed In black-ietter upon
hand-made paper. With lUnatratlont by
AMBROSB Din>LST. Pcap. 4to, decorated
doth, led top, u, 6d. net

CHBSNBY
N«vdl« by.
each.

(WBATHBRBY),
Crown 8vo, cloth, ji. 6d.

io« ytf a Qa—a.
Vha Olalmaat. cruw:: svo, cloth. 63.

CHBSS, Tho Laws and Practice
•Is with an Analysis 01 the Openings.
By HOWARD STAONTON. BiUtad by
R. B. WOKMALD. Crown 8vo. cloth, 5*.

MlBOV TAiatlm of OIiom i a
Treats on th« Deployment oi the
Foccea in obedience tu Stratedc Principle.

By F. K. YOUNO and E. C.
"

m
HOWBLU

Fcap Bvo, doth. at. 6d.

nmHaaftmgsOhosaToamamoat.
The AuthorisedAccount 01 the 330 Qamea
played Aag.-5ept., 1895. With Annota-
fiooa by Pillsburt, Lasksr. Tarrascr.
STRimTi. ScBivrBRi, TucHMAim, Bar-
OBUWRM, BLACXBmun, OtmSBBRO,
TbmLRT, Mason, and Albin < Bto«raphi-
eal Skatohea, and at Portraits. Boltad by
H. F.Chbshirb, Crown 8yo. cloth. 5*.

CHILD-LOYBR'S CALBNDAR,
lOOtt. with Coloured Illusts. by AMBUA
II, lioWlRUIT. iflmot pMurabOs, ^t.ntt,

CtARB (AUSTIN), Storlet ky.
By tho ftlao of tho Bivov. Ctowa

Hot doth. Sfcflrf.

Crown Svo, oloth. At.

ThoTldow^.
aadal off Jaadalholi

CLODD (BDWARD). - Myths
Crown tvo, ,oth,3t,6d.

CUYB (Mrs. ARCHBR), NoveU
bjr. Poat 8vo, doth. st. M. aachs iUoa-

trated boarda, at. aach.
Vaal VoraoU.
Why FaalVomoUKlUod hla 1

COBBAN (J. MACLARBN).
Novala by*

Tho Oaro off hoala. Poat tto, llln»>

trated boardt, a.
Tho Bod altam. Crown 8?o, cloti^

3t. 6d. i post Mvo, illuttrated Iwarda, a«,

Tho BaidOB off laaML Crown 8f«
clot*t, ji. 6d.

COLLINS (J. CHURTON, M.A.).
-Joaathaa harlffe. Cr. svo, d., 3«. M;

COLLINS (MORTIMER and
PRANCB8X Nvralalnr. Cr.Svo, cU
31. 6d. each; poat 610, lllostd. bda., ta. each.

Worn MldalCktto Mldaldht.
Toa Play mo Falso.
Blaokoailth suid Seholar.
Vho VlUad* Oomody.

Poet 8vo. Illustrated boarda, a*.

*rimaamltfvatlea.
A fight with rortaao.
woot Aaao Psigo.wot apd Twoaty.

COLOUR-BOOKS: Topofrraphl-
cal* Large fcaiMto, doth, aof.nei each.

•arltoorlaadt Tho Ooaatvy aad
Ita Pooplo. by Clarknub Rook.
With sOlilustratlonainThreaColouraby
Mrs.Jambs Jardinb. and 34 inTwo Tints.

•Tho Faoo of Ohlaa. Written and
lllus. in Colour and line by E. G. Kbmp.

•Tho Ooloav of Homo. By Olavi
M. PoriBR. With Introduction by
DoioLAS 8LA0BN, and Iilnamdlonn In
Three Cotouia and Septa by Yoano
Markino.

*Tho Ooloav of Loadoa. By Rav.
W. I. LorriB. KSA With Introdoetlon
by M. H. SPiBLMANN, F.8.An and IUoa-
trations in Three Colours and Sepia
bv Yoauio Marking.

•Tho Coloar of Parts. By MM. La
ACADtMICIKNS GONCOURT. Edited by
LoaBN Obscavbs. Withlntrodudioo^
U btNtoiTB. Translatedby M. D. Frobt.
Illuttrated in Three Colours and' Sepia,
with an Essay, by Y08HIO Markimo.

•Cairo.Jovaaalom, aad nomoBonor
Bv D. 8. Maroouootb, UttJ). With
Illuttfatlona in Three ColoufS by W. 8. IL
Ttrwhitt. RBA, and RtmWMf
Barratt. A,R,W.S,



Ill 8T. MAltTIN'S LANS, LONDON, W.C
COLOUB-MOI«M llUac Bf H.J. I

With IttMlrattoBS In TlirM Coloara by
Mn. JAM« JARDIMB, sod Two Map*.
MUl 0f St. FMBttla. JBf Un.
R. Oonr. latro. by J. Kim Lawmn,
lUw. In ThrM Coloara by CoL R Oorr,
and fawn tha Old Maatara.

t Ita MoQvUuida, •tMams,
•Bd C—f. By Lady Rosalind
Movracon. WlthllloatratlonaiaTbra*
Colonn by F. J. WiDonnr.

Vk« aMMfttwr JLbk«ys of MngkmmA,
By RlKbt Rav. AaaoT Omqukt. With
te lUnatratlona In Tbraa Celoura by
WAKWICE OOMJt.

Larga foolacap 4to, dolb, loaTdd. nal eacb.
*¥«!••. By Bbktl db SiUNOOURT and

llAytlTinK}S>HBin>Bli80N. WUbjolUu*.
trationa In Thrac Coloura by Kboinalo
Bamutt. A.R.W&

laakoa MUl Olatos. ByA. C. Inch
BOUX Wltb 90 lUaata. knThraa Coloura
by BtamlbtIiichbold.

Vfom tiM ThmaimTk .

By Cmaklbb Pkam. with 40 lUttkta.

InTluraaOoloanand Monochroma. Lge.
leap, 4ta cloth, lu 6d. tuA.

OsfBMfiPom«h«lBald«. ByHuon
DB SiUMOOURT. With SO lUoatrallona in

Ooioar and Mooochroma by Yosnio
Mabkimo. Demy Syo, alotb, 7'- ^- net*

JLJApaiMM Avast In Loadmi. By
YoaBio MABKiMa with t Coloured
and 4 Monoehromu Plataa. Crown tvo,

clotbk At. nat.

Worn tta« Movtb VoMlMid to Poa-
MUioo. By Clivb Holland. With
Illuata. In Colour by MAOBicB Randall.
Larga fcap. 4to, clou, rat. M. nat

la tho JUbmuBt t Tha Country and the

PeoBla. By Amnb IIacdonblu With
la Illuatrationa In Thraa Coloun by Amt
AtkinBiin. Larite erown 8vn, cl., ts. net.

ThO BOVbMlMiB of MOBOOOO. By
Count Stbbnbbbo. with la lUuata. In

Thraa Coloun by Douolas Fox Pitt,
R.I. Large orown tro, doth, 6*. net.

••* SraOAL Goran m fmrt rmg pap«r
th0t4 markttt* may h* hmd.MM* marltm' at«# •* Hma.

C6U.INS(WlLKlB{.NoveU 1^.
Cr. tro^ eC, 3J!< <hi> aach ; poat 8vo, picture
biMrda, aa. aach ; cL Ump, u. 6d. each.

MlLLHldoud «ook
In Wblto.

I Mob oad WlfiB.
Tho WomoB
Tho Jiooi
Xho SmA
ThoQaooBof
MoMimo
MtmowUwm.7
Tho

Mj MlBOOIloaloB.
Poor Mlas riBoh

I Tho BlBOk Rebo.

i A RodBO'B lilflB.

„ th« Lody.
Tho Two DBBtlBl—

I

Tho HoBBtod HotoL
Tho VBlloB

OOVt BBd SolOBCO. I

ahtOB.
f«M irll OOBlBB.! Llttl

JmofniBBy oi Cmin, i BUad Lovo.

I Soy
itlolfc

Mo
OVOlB.

COLUNS<WILIUI
^dpolab Bdrioni^ aMdlBBi 9m, dd. aaeh.

ABtOBlBB. J^BUB'
~

Tho WOBBBB IB WhltO.
Tho Low BBd tho

Tho HBBBtod HotoL
ThoWilO WomOB IB WhIlOb LAMBTTFm

FiNK Papbn EomoNL Polt tva^alDth^
gut top. St. nat : leather, gill adgaa, sitaat
lO FlOBOB DOOV* LAMIB WIB IIMT.Tho
Fcap. two. cL, ii. Inet ; leather la. td, nat,

COLQUHOUN (M. J.).-B¥M7
lock m SbMIbt. Crown tvo. alolK.
3t. 6d,; poat 8vo, IJluatrated boarda, aa.

COLT-BRBAKINO,Hlatsmi. By
W. M. HtrrcHiaoN. Cr. tto. cl^ yt. 6d.

COLTON
Boltod

(ARTHUR). - TiM
Crown 8vo. cloth, ji, 64,

COMPENSATION ACT (THE),
1906: Who Msrs. tB wkoM. to
wkat, BBd wBoa H Ib a
By A. Clbmbnt Bowabob. M..
8vo, It net ; cloth, it. 6d. net.

:OMPTON(HBRBBRD,N«vBto^.
Tho iBlmltBUo Mn. ifoMlBi-

hBBi. Crown Sfo, cloth, ja. 6d. ; POPO-
LAB Bdition. medium tfo^ dd.

Crown jyoi, doth, a, 6k. each.
Tho Wllfhl Woy.
Tho QBOOB OBB do BO WiOBd.
To PotlBBt tho BBdB OfjBBtlOO.

COOPER (B. H.), NovBldby.
Crown 8vn, doth, 3t. Ad. aach.

OoolllDVy HBBllltOB.
Tho MoigBlB BBd Pnmolfu

CORNISH (J. P.).-5our OrapM.
Crown 8vo. cloth, 6.t.

CORNWALL.— Popular
RoaumenB otf tko Woirt of BoglaBd t

TheDrolla. Tradltsoua, and Sopantltiona
of Old CorawalL CoUacted by ROBBBT
HUNT, P.R.& With two PUtea by
QBORQB Cbuiksmank. Cr.tTO. cL, 7$. 60.

COURT (The) of the Tulleriea,
iSgB to 1870. By Lb Pbtit Hommi
Ro(}OB. With a Ftrontiapiace. Crowa
8yo, cloth, 7t. 6d. net.

CRADDOCK (C. BaBBRT). Iw.
Tho Pvophot of tho OfOBt imolEr

MoaaiBlBB. Crown 8yo,doth,)t. M.{
poat 8vo, tiluatrated l>oarda, at.

Crown Svn cloth, jt M. each.
HlB VoBlBhodStB*. ThoWlBdgyL
CRB55WBLL (HBNRY). - A

Ladyof Mtorolo. Crown 8vo. doth. 6t.

CRIM (MATT).—AdventiirM off

aPBlrRokol. Crown 8vQ,cla^si,dd.|
poat 8vo, lUuatrated boarda^ ai.

,»•
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8 CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS,

CROCKBTTiS. R.) and others.-
TalM 9i Mir Cmut. By & It
Crockbtt, GmixRT Parkbr. Harold
Frkdkric, ' Q^' And W. Clark Russbll.
With 13 Illastnitioiu bv Prank Brano-
wtr. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d.

DAUDET (ALPH0N5B).-TlM
BYaBgelkit; or, PMt SalTattoa.
Cr. 8vo. cloth. 31. 6d. ; poBt 8vo, bdt.. a$.

CROKER (Mrs. B. M.). Novels
by. Crown 8vo, doth, 3s. 6d. each;
post Sva lllntrated boards, u. caN:b

doth limp, ac 6d. each.
PMtty Hlas HevUle.
A Bird of PfiwM<«. I Mr. Jevvla.
Dlan* B»nlBitoii*
Two Maatera. I

A Family I«ik«BOMk
A Third PeraoB. | ProporPrtdo.
Vllbtjo Talos ft JttBtfle fngmdi^M,
Tho ioal Lady Hilda.
Marrtod or glaglo?

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3*. 6d. each.
IB ttao KiBgdom of Kerry.
MlM BalBialBO'a Past.
JaaoB. I BeyoBd tlio Palo.
ToroBOOJ With 6 Iliusts. by S. Paget,
Tho €3at's-pa«« With la lUustrations

by Fred Pegram.
TlM paBlah Nooklaoo. With u

Illa8ts.by F. Pegram.—Also a Cheap Ed.,

without Ulusts.. picture cover, is. net.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. td. each ; post Sro,
cloth limp, Zt. 6d. each.

iBlktnatloB. I Bomo Obo BIm.
*T0 Lot.' Post 8vo, picture t>oard8,a«.

;

cloth limp, 2S. 6d.

Popular Editions, medium Svo. 6tl. each.

Propor Prldo. I The Oafs-paw.
DloBa BarvlBjftOB.
Pretty MIm Neville.
A Bird of Paaaatfo.
BeyoBd the Pale.
A FamUy LlkoBoea.
MU« BalBialBO'e Past.
Married or BlB<le?

CR05S (MARQARBT B.), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.

A QaoetloB of Mease.
Opvortnalty. With Frontispiece

Hilda B. wiENRit.

2RUrK5HANlCS COMIC
MANACK.
The First

DAVENANT (FRANCIS).—Hints
for Parents oo Choice of ProfoMloo
for their Sooa. Crown 8?o, u. (id.

DAVID50N (H. C.).— Mr. Sad-
ler *a Paaghtora. Cr. 8vo. doth, 3<. 6d,

DAVIBS (Dr. N. E. YORKE-),
Works by. Cr. 8to, is. ea.: d.. ii. fkt. ea.

Obo ThovaaBd Medloai Maiclma
aad Bargloal HlBta.

Mnraory HiBts: A Mothen Guide.
The Dletetlo Oaro of Obealty

(Pooda for tho Pat). With Chapters
on the Treatment of Gout by Diet

Aide to LoBtf Life. Crown 8va ».:
cloth, 2s. tdL

WlBO aBd Health: How to enjoy
both. Crown 8vo, doth, is. 6d.

DEAKIN (DOROTHEA), Stories
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. (id. each.

The Poet OBd the Pierrot.
ThePrlBoeaa fttheKltehea-maldo

DEFOE (DANIEL). — Robinson
Cresoo. With 37 IllostsL hy GsoROi
CRUIKSHANK. LARGKTTPB,jnNRPAPBX
Edition. Pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, it, net

;

fieather, jjilt edges. 3s. net

DEMILLE (JAMES).—AStmnge
Manuscript foond la a Copper
Cylinder. Crown 8vo, doth, with 19
Illustrations by Gilbrrt Gaul, 31. 6d, ;

post Svo, illustrated twards. as.

by

AL-
Complete in Two Sbribs.
from 1835 to 1843; the

Sbcond, from 1844 to 1853. Two Vols.,

crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6rf. each.

CUMMINQ (C. F. GORDON),
Works by. Demy Svo, cloth, 6j. each.

IB the Hebrldea. with 34 Illustrations.

la tho Himalayan aad on the
iBdlaaPlalBa. With 43 illustrations

Two Happy Team 1b OoylwB.
With 38 Illustrations.

Via Oorawall to Bgypt. Frontis.

CU5SANS (JOHN B.).—A Hand
book of Heraldry; induding instruc-

tions for Tradng Pedigrees, Deciphering
AndentMSS., &c. Vmh 408 Woodcuts
and 3 Colrd. Plates. Crown Svo, cloth. 6s.

DANBY (FRANK).—A Coquette
In Crape. Foolscap 8vo. cloth, is. net.

DEVONSHIRE SCENERY, The
History of. By ArthurW. Clavdbn,
M.A. with Illn8.Demy8vo,d.,los.M,. net

Devon : Ita Moortasda, BtmarM,
and Ooaata. By Lady Rosalind
Northootb. ^tnOk lUaetrattOBS in Three
Colours by F. J. Widgbrt. Large fcap.
4to. cloth, aos. net.

DEWAR (T. R.). — A Ramble
Round the Olobo. With aao lUustra-
tions. Crown Svo. cloth, 7s. 6rf.

DICKEN5 (CHARLES), The
Bpoeohea of. Edited and Annotated
by R. H. Shepherd. With a Portrait
Pott Svo, cloth, as. net ; leather, 3s. net

The PoeketOharleaDlokeaa : being
Favourite Passages chosen by ALPRBO
H. HYATT. i6mo,doth, gilt top, at. net 1

leather, gilt top, 3s. net

DICTIONARIES.
The Reader's Handbook of
Pamona Mamea in Plotioa,
AUaaioBB, Befiareneea, Pro-
vepbaiPlosB,Btoriea,and Poemn.
By Rev. E. C. Brewbr. LL.D. Crown
Svo. cloth, 3s. 6d.

A Sietlonary of MiraelOB,
Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic. By
Rev. £. C. Brbwbr, LL.D. Crown 8v«^
cloth, 3s. 6d.



m ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDO^I, W.C

lffi«i«iHfiT MWwriMf- ByWouAMA.
and CHAiu.n O. Wanun. DonySva
cloth. 7«. 6d.att

WmmUimr Short Snylntfi ofOMat
Mob. with Historicaland Explanatory
Notes by Saiiukl A. Bent, A.M. Crown
8to, cloth, 7«. 6d.

TlioBlMigDlotlOBavyt Etymological.
Historical, and Anecdotal. Cnw/n Svo,
cloth, 6*. 6d.

.Wovds, FttAta* and Fhsttsost A
Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-
of-the-Way Matten. By EUBZUi
Edwards. Crown 8va doth. is. 6d.

DIXON (WILLMOTT).—Novels
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.

Tb« Regno of Bjo.
Klntf Hoi—of
DOBSON (AU5TIN), Works by.

Crown 8vo. buckram, 6s» each.

Pouv FvoBOhSOmoB. With Four
Portraits.

Ightoonth Ooatiuy YUbaMos.
In Three Series, each 6s. : auo FlNB-
PAPBR Editions of the thru Series,

pott 8vo, cloth, as. net each ; leather,

3£. net each.

A naodlB of Pbllonihropy, Mid
other Papoio. Vfitb a Illustrations.

8£do-«olk itvdlos. With 5 lUosts.

DOYLB (A. CONAN).-TlM Pim
ofamtaiMtoo*. CrownCrown 8vo.doth. is. 6d,

DRAMATISTS, THE OLD.
Edited by CoL CinmiNGHAM. Cr. Sro^
cloth, with Portraits, is. 6d. per Vol.

JoBSOB's Works, with Notes,.
Critical an«2 Explanatory, and a Blo-

Kiphical Memoir byWiluam GiRroRD,
reeVds.

ChapBiBB'a Works. Three Vols. Vol.

I. contains the Plawi complete ; Vol. !!«
Poems and Minor Translations^ with an
Essay by A. C. Swinburne ; Vd. IIU
Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey.

Marlowo'sWorks. OncVd.
MosslBtfor's Plmara* Fn» OivroitD's

Text. One Vol.

DUMPY BOOKS (The) for
Chlldran. Roy. samo, cloth. 15. net ea.

1. Tho WImmp, Tho Jlmollorator»
and The Bobool-boy's JLpprea-

DONOVAN (DICK), DetecUve
Storias bjr. Post 8vo, iUustrated
boards, as. each : cloth, as, 6d. each.

Oaetfht 0* ^jast.
IB the Qrlp of the Law*
LlBk by Uak.
From iBfonnatloB Beeelved.
nralolOB Arovsedt
lllddlev Bead.
OhroBlelee oymehaelDaweTltoh.
Crown 9<n, d., 3*. 6rf. each ; pidore cL,

Sat back, as. each ; post 8to, Uhtstrated
boards, at. each ; doth limp. as. 6J.each.

The MaB firom Maaehester.
She Mystery ofJamatea Terraoe.

Crown 8vo. cloth, 31. 6d. each.

DeaeOB Brodle : or. Behind the Mask,
Tyler Tatloeh,Private Deteetlve.

Cr. 8vo, ct., is. 6d. ea. ; pict. cl., flat bk. 25. ea.

The Beeords «r TlBoeBt Trill.
Tales of Terror.
Crown Svo^ doth, is. 6d. each ; post 8vo,

IUustrated boards, u. each; doth limp^

at. Ad. each
Traeked to DooBii
JL Deteetive's TrlamfliB.
Traeked aad Taken.
Who FolsoBOdjafrf^tylHiBeaB?
Crown 8to, picture doth, flat back, as. each

;

post 8<rOk ulnstrated boards, as. each ; doth
limp, u. 6d. each.

WaBted ! I The Maa»HBBter.
doth limp,Crown 8T0.

at. 6d. ; picture doth, flat back, as.

DOWLINO (RICHARD). - Old
Cr.8T0,cl.,3«.W.

CaatloBary

By llrsL

tloe. liy E. v. LUCAS.
B. Mrs. Taraer*s
Stories.

8. The Bad Family.
Fen-wick.

I. The Story of Mttle Blaek
Bimbo. By Hblkn Bankbrmak.
Illustrated in colours.

6. The BooBtlfBl I<ady. By Thomas
Cooa

7. A Flower Book. Illustrated In
colours by NELLIE BENSON.

8. The PiBk Knight. ByJ.R. Mon-
SELL. Illustrated in colours.

9. The Iilttle OIowb. By bomas
Cobb.

10. A HorseBook. ByMAKTTouitrau
Illustrated in colours.

U. IiitUe People: an Alphabet. By
Henry Mayer and T. W. H. Crosland.
Ilhutrated In colours.

Ifl. A Dog Book. By Etbbl Bickneix.
With Pictures in cdours by Carton
Moore Parr.

15. The AdveBtores of Bamuei
and Sellna. By Jean C. Archer.
Illustrated in colours.

II. TheLitUeOlrl Lost. By Eleanor
Rapkr.

10. Dollies. By Richard Huntrr.
Illustrated in colours by Ruth Cobb.

16. TheBadMrs.01nger. By Honor
C. APPLETON. Illustrated in colours.

17. Peter Piper's Praetloal Prla-
Otples. Illustrated in colours.

18. LitUe White Barbara. By
Eleanor March. Illustrated in colours.

90. Towlooks aBd his WoodoB
Horse. By Alicb M. Appletom.
Illus. in colours by HONOR C. Applbtdn.

81. Three IdtUe Foxes. By Mart
Touktel. Illustrated in cdours.

88. The Old Maa's Bag. By T. W.
H. Crosland. Illus. bv I. R. Monsbll.

88. Three latUe OobllBS. By M.
G. Taooart. Illustrated in cdours. ^

88. More DoUlee. By Richard Hui^
tbr. Illus. in colours by ROTB COB*.



^ eascfto & wiNDUSr PtJBiisHBRs;

i8.LliattT«Uow WftBtf-lA. ByM.
C. BBI.L. III'i«tr.«*.od lu cutoun.

28* Th« Sootj IfMl. By E. B.
MACKINNON and Edbn Coybbb. IUus.

aO. BoMUina. lUostrated in colour* by
JBAN C. Archer.

ai. Bunmy uid Ctaa Bnarlywiak.
lUoMraUa in coloun by Lena and Nor-
uan Ault

as. IXMia's ChnstmMi Paifty. By
Richard Hunter Iitas. by Ruth Cobb.

ai. Th« Llttl* aeldltf Book. By
{BSUB POPB. lUustrated in colours by
IBNRT Mater.

as. Vho Dntcli DoU'B DlttiOB. By
C. AUBRBY MoOItB.

aa TtM Idttlo MitfgAV BOJB. By
Nora Cash .

a7. HumptyOmmpty'sLittloSon.
By RLBN R. CROSS.

as. simple Simon. By Helen R.
Cross, illustrated l.i coloui^

aa. The UtOm FrmolimMi. By
Edbn Cuybeb. Illustrated in colours by
K. J. Fricero.

10. The Potato Book. By lily
SCHOKIBLD. Illustrated in colours.

DUNCAN(5AIU JEANNETTE),
Books hy» Cr. 8vo, cloth, js. 6d. eacti.

JL Soolai Departiiwe. with in
Illustrations by F. H. Townsend.

An AmorioBJi Olrl In I«ondon.
\(^th 80 Illustrations by F. H. Townsknd.

Tbo Simple Adventures of
Memeahlb. With 37 lilustraqons.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. each.

A Dan^tev of To>Bny.
Vomon'e Annt. With 47 Illustrations.

e 71 STo Lie 0B8CURORUM
Vireniei (iSifliiTX UAlo T^

Tranalation, intrddaetlon, Notes,with
ike, by P. G. 8TOEB8.
nun, 851. net.

Royal Syo, bock.

EVERYMAN: A Morality.
With Illustrations by AiiBitosB Dudley.
Printed on pure rag papeiv Fcap. 410,
decorated cloth, red top, a». ftd. ne*.

BYES, Our: How to Preserve
Them. By JOHN BrOWNMO. Crown
Svot cloth. I*.

FAIRY TALES PROM
TUSCANY. By Isabella M. Andbr-
TON. Square i6nio, cloth, with Frontis-
piece, IS, net.

FAMILIAR ALLUSIONS: Mis-
cellaneons Iniormation, indndloB Cele>
brated Statues, Paintings Palaces,
Couofa7 Seats, Rains, Churches, Ships,
Streets, aObt, Natural CurioaiHM, ftc.

By W. A. and C. O. Whbelbr. Demy
8to. cioth, 7*. 6d. net

FAMILIAR 5HORT SAYINGS
of Orwrt Mmi. By & a. Bent, A.M.
Crowa 8vo, cloti^ 71. 6d.

DUTT(R0ME5H C.).->En«:laii2l
end indie: Progress during One
Hundred Yeats. Crown Bvo, cloth, 35.

DYSON (EDWARD). — In the
Raerint Pifties. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

BDWARDES (Mrs. ANNIE),
NerelB by.

A Point of Honow*. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, as.

Avellle IiOV^l. Crown Sro, doth,

3^ 6(L : post 8vo, illustrated boards, at.

A Jrawtov Bnint. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

EDWARDS (ELIEZER).—
WertfB, Pects, end i^rssest A IMc-
Uonary of Curious,Quaiiit,and Out-of-the-
WayflBttcrs. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. (Sril

BOBRTON <Rev. J. C.).-
SoMeK Poik end SoBeax Weye.
With Four Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s.

BQQLESTON (BDWARD).—
Resy. Post 8vo, Illustrated boards, as,

BNQLISHMAN (An) In Paris:
ReooUections of Louis Philippe and the
Empire. Crown 8vo, doth, 3s. dtf.

FARADAY (MICHAEL), Works
by. Post 8vo, doth^jj. 6d. each.

The Ohemtoni iSlBtovj of a
Candle t Lectures delivered before a
Juvenile Audience. Edited by William
Crookbs, F.CS. Vnth numerous lUusta.

On tbe Variona Fovoea ofBatnvn,
and tliolv Belatlone to eaoh
other. £dited by William crookbs,
F.C.& With Illustrations.

FARRAR (F.W., D.D.).—Raskin
es a Relicieius TeedJier. Square
tfamo, doth, with Frontispiece, w. net.

FARRER (J. AN50N).—Wa^*:
Three Essajrs. Crown 8to, cloth, is. 6d.

FENN (Q. MANYILLE), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, doth, 31. 6d. each;
post 8vo, Illustrated boards, at. each.

The New MlatNBa.
Wltneaa to the DMd.
The Tijtfev Iilly.
The White Yli<tn»

Crown 8yo, doth, 3s. 60. eMbh.— iWlA Woman Worth
Onraed by a Fortnaa
The Gaae of Allan Oray.
Commodore Jnnk.
Blaok Blood.

I InJeopaiAy*
Donble Onnnlnai
A nattered

"^^
KintfoftheCaatle.
The Maater of the Ceremonies*
The Story of Antony Qi
The Man with a Shaidloi_.
One Mald'a Hlaohlefi
Thla Man'a Wife.
The. Be< of Dlamoada, and Three

BltaofPaeta.
RnnnlntfAmok.



in ST. iiAimirs liAiili tON£N:»ii. w.c
PBNN (O. MANVILLB>--«mImmmA

Crown Svo. cloth. s<. M.

Tta«Oaali«

JL OilaMOB CMrna. 'Oown Svob-doth,

3<. 6tf. ; pjcture clotb. flat back, as. ;

Popular Edition, medium hto. Ai.

FICTION, • Catalogue off, with
Dcwrtptlons and Reviews ' of nearly
TWKLVK HUKORED NOVKLS, Will be
lent free by Chatto ft WiNDUSnpon
application.

ft

FIREWORK - MAKING, The
CompleteArtof ; or. Tiie Pyrotechniat's
Treasury. By THOMAS Kbntish With
a67 Idurtratkma. Cr. Svo, cloth. 3». 6d.

FISHER (ARTHUR O.), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, clotb, 6s. each.

ViUkyfovd. With Coloured Fronti»-

piece by G. D. Armoiw, and 5 Plates in

sepia by R. H. BincroH.

Tb« Land of BUoat Fm*. With a
Frontispiece by G. D. Armocr.

FITZGERALD (PERCY), by.
Vatal Zno, Crown Svo, cloth, $$. (td.;

post Svo, illustrated boards, as.

Poet BvOi illustrated boards, is. eadi.

BallaDoima. I Polly.
The Lady of Bvaatoina.
Mavav Postfottaa.
Tlia Boooad Mrs. Tillotaoa.
Bavaaty-flva Brooka Btraal,

a Biti^aphy. Vnth a
Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy Svo.
cloth, I2S. 6d. net.

FLAMMARION (CAMILLE).—
Fopular Aateonomy. Translated
by JTEixarc GORK, F.K.A.S. With Thiee
inates and 388 lUnstrations. A New
Editiom, with an Appendix giving the
results of Recent Discoveries Ifedium
Svo, doth, ios.6(;.

FLORENCE PRESS BOOKS.—
For information as to this ioaportant
Series, printed from a new type designed
by Ubrbbrt p. Horns, now first

engraved, see special Pvospectuses.

FORBES (Hon. Mrs. WALTER).
—Daaib. Crown Svo cloth, 3s. id.

FRANCO- BRITISH BXHIBI-
TION lliastratcd Ifovtow (Thsi.
10418. Proiiosely lllnstrated. Jwiadby
r. O. DUMAa, Folio, cloth glH, loe <Aaet

FREDERIC (HAROLD),
by. Post Svo, cloth, 31.
illustrated boards, as each.

Bath's Brothar's WUa.
Tba I«awtoB Olvl.

Novels
6d.

FREEMAN (R. AUSTIN).-^oilB
Tboradyko'a Caaoo. lUustraied by H.
If. Brock, and from Photognpha,
Crow Svo, cloth, 3s. 6rf.

FRANCILLON (R. E.), Novels
1^. Crown Svo. cloth, 3«. M. each ; poet
Svo, lllushrated boa^i^ as. each.

Ona Inr Ona I A Baal Quaaa.
A Dog and lila Bhadoai.
Bopaa of Band. W.th lUustratiooa.

Post Svo, illustrated tKMvds, as. tatb,
JKomanaas of tba E*«.
KlagQg KaayaT | Olynpla.

Jaok D^laTa DaajpitaKi Crows Sva
doth. 3s. 6d,

FRENCH VERSE, an Anthology
of. With Introduction and Notes by C.
B. LsMns, and a Photogravure Froatls.
Small crown Svo. cloth. 5s. net. ISkorify.

FRY*5 (HERBERT) Royal
Quldo to tlM Londoa CJuulttoo.
Edited by JOHN LANS. Published
Anniully. Crown Svo, cloth, is. M.

QARDENINQ B00K5. PostSvo,
IS. each ; cloth, is. 6d. each.

A TaaVs Work In Oavdaa and
OFoanhonsa. By George gudimy.

Honsaiiold Bortloaltova. By Tom
andJane Jkrrolo. Illustrated.

Vha Oardaa that Paid tka Beat.
By Tom Jerrold

Oar Kltahaa Oardaa. By Tom
JERROLP. Post Svo. cloth, IS net

Blv William Tomplo apoa tha
Oardano of Bpiouras ; with other
Garden Essays. Edited by A. F0RBE8
SiBVEKlNO, F.S.A. With 6 Illustrations.

Small Svo, boards, is. 6d. net; quarter
vellum, as. 6d. net ; threc-quattor vellom,

Ss- net.

OAULOT (PAUL), Books by.
Tha Bad Bhlrtst A Tale ol 'Tbo

Terror.' Translated by John ds VOL-
UKR& (kown Svo. cloth, with Fronti*.
piece by Stanley Wood, h. 6d. ; pictare
cloth, flat baclt, as.

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each.

Lova aad Itovami of tha Paal.
Translated by C. Larochb. UJL

A OoBsplraoy nadav tha Vanav.
Translated by C. Larochb, ILA. With
Illustrations and Facsimiles.

GERMAN POPULAR STORIBS.
Collected by the Brothers GSIMM aaJ
Translated by Edgar Tatlok. With
Introduction by John RtasiM, and aa
Steel Plates after Gborgb Cruieshaxk,
Square Svo. cloth gilt. 6s.

UIBBON (CHARLES), Novels
by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. td.
post Svo, illustrateid boards, as.

Habia Gray.
Tha OoldoB Bhaft.
Tha Fiowar of tha
Tha BrMS of Yi
Of High
Quaaa af tha
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aiBBON {CHAttLBSy-^Hiimmtd.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, u. each.

For Laok oi OoUL
What WUI Oam World Umj?
For tho KiBtf.

I Ji Hard 1
la PastnrosHrooBi
la liovo aad War.
A Haart's Froblom. -

By Moad and Btroam.
Faaoy Freo. | Loving a Draanii
In Honour Bound.
Hoart's DolltfUt. | Blood-Monay.

' Tha D«ad Heart. Post 8vo. illustrated

boards, zs. ; Populak £dition, medium
8to, 6d.

GERARD (DOROTHEA).—

A

Queen of Curds and Crsank Crown
8vO: clotli, 3s. 6d.

QIBNBY (50MERVILLE).-
Sentenced I Crown 8vo, clotli, i«. 6d.

QIBSON (L. 5.), NoveU by.
Crown 8vo, clotli, 35. 6d. each.

The Freemaaone. | Burnt Bploes.
Ships of Deelre.

Tho Fraemaaona.
picture cover, 15. net.

Cheap Edition,

GILBERT (WILLIAM).~Jametf
Duke, Costernionger. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

QILBBRT'S (W. S.) Oriffinal
Plays. In 3 Series. Fine-Paper Editiok,
Pott 8vo, cloth, Milt top, is. net each
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net each.

The First Series contains : The Wicked
World — Pygmalion and Galatea '

Charity—The Princess—The Palace of
Truth—Trial by Jury—lolanthe.

The SECOND Series contains: Brolcen
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts —
Gretchen— Danl Druce—Tom Cobb
—H.M.S. 'Pinafore'—The Sorcerer—
The Pirates of Penzance.

The Third Series contains : Comedy and
Tragedy — Foggerty's Fairy— Rosen-
crantz and Guildenstem—Patience

—

Princess Ida—The Mikado—Ruddigore
—The Yeomen of the Guard—The Gon
doliers—The Mountebanlcs—Utopia.

Might Original Oomlo Oporai
written by W. S. Gilbert. Two Series,

demy 8to. cloth, as. 6d. net sach.
The First Series contains : The Sorcerer

—H.M.S. 'Pi.;.afore'— The Pirates of

Penzance— lolanthe— Pntience— Prin-

cess Ida—The Milcado—Trial by Jun

.

The Second Series contains: The Gon-
doliers—The Grand Dulse—The Yeomen
of the Guard—His Excellency—Utopia.
Limited—Ruddigore—The Mountebanks
—Haste to the Wedding.

Sha OUbart and SulUvaa Birth-
day Bookt Quotations for Every Day
in the Year. Compiled by A. Watson.
Royal i6mo^ cloth, ai. 6d.

oiss;5S:N0 (ALaeRNON), NovdB
by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, gilt top, jf. 6d. each.

nfttare la tha Boa.K;
Tha

Ballol
ThaDi

realth of Maliarataatf

.

tal'a Fortlon.

• of Blmon Uahar.

OLANVILLB (ERNB5T)» Novels
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 34. 6d. each;
post 8vo, Illustrated boards, sx. each.

Tha lioat Halreaa. With a Illustra.

tionn by HuUK NiSBET.
Tha Foaalekari A Romance of Mash>

onaland. Two Illusts. by Hdmb Nisbet.
JL Fair Colenlat. With Frontispiece.

Crown ?vo. cloth, 31. td. each.
Tha Ooldan Book. Vim Frontispiec*

by Stanley Wood.
Talea from tha Void. With la Illusts.

Thornton. With 8 Illustrations
by J. S. Crompton. R.I.

QLENNY (QEORQE).—A Year's
Werk la Qardeaasd Qreeataonsat
Practical Advice as to Flower, Fruit, and
Frame Garden. Post 8vd. ii. ; cl.. is. tut

,

GODWIN (WILLIAM).— Uves
eftbeNecroauincara. Post8vo.cL.a«.

GOLDEN TREASURY of
Ttaengtat. Tbet A Dictionary of Quo-
tations from the Best Authors. Br
Thbodorr Taylor. Cr. 8vo, c3., yt. <Stf.

GOODMAN (E. J.)—Tke Fate off

Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo. d.. a*. W.

GORDON (SAMUEL). — The
Perry of Pate : a Tale ef P
Jewry. Crown 8vo, cloth, 61.

GORE (J. ELLARD, P.R.A.S.).—
AatronoailcalCnriesltlea; Factsand
Fallacies, Crown 8vo. cloth, 6r. net.

GRACE (ALFRED A.).—Tales
ef a DylBf Race. Cr. 8vo, cU 3s. 6rf.

GREEKS AND ROMANS, The
Ufe ef thOt described from Antique
Monuments. Bv Ernst Guhl and W.
KONER. Edited by Dr. F. HUBFPES.
With 545 Illusts. Demy 8vo. cl., js. 6d.

GREEN (ANNA KATHARINE),
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6«. each.

Tha Mllllonalra Baby.
Tha Woman In tha AI
Tha Amotbyat

cloth. 3s. td.

looya«
Boa. Crown 8va^

GREENWOOD (JAMES).—The
Priaoaer in tbe Dock. Crown 8*0^
cloth, 31. ftd.

GREY (Sir GEORdE). — The
Renaaca of a Procenaul. By Jambs
Milne. Crown 8vo, buckram, fa.

GRIFFITH cCEClL).-(U>rlnthia
Mara«ien. Crown 8vo. cloth. 31. td.

GRIFFITHS (MajorA.).—No. 99,
and Bine Blood. Ciown 8vo^ cloth, a*.
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eUTTBNBeRO (VIOLBT),
N*v«lii by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6$. each.

Th« Poirav af tlia Palmlat.

OYR— CLOCta
Nu<a M. Statham

Translated b^
Cr. 8to,cL. jt.

HABBBKTON (JOHN).—Helen's
B«Mm. With Colsured Frontispiece
and CO Illostrations by Eva Roos. Fcap,
4to. cloth. 6f

.

HAIR, The: Its Treatment In
HMiltb, WiMkncMi and DljaaM.
Translated from the German of Dr. J.
PlNCOH. Crown 8vo, i«. : cloth, i*. 6d.

HAKE (Dr. T. QORDON), Poems
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.-

Mew ymbola.
IiatfMida of the Moraow.
The Berpeiit Play.

Maiden Mcataay. Small 4to, doth. 8<.

HALL (Mrs. 5. C.).—Sketches
•f Irlah CkaractMT. With lUustra-
tlons on Steel and Wood by CRtnK<
SHANK. Macusb, Gilbbrt, and Hakvby.
Demy 8vo, cloth. 1$. 6d.

HALL (OWEN), Novels by.
She Tnuik of a Btovm. Crown 8vo,

picture cloth, flat back. is.

Crown 8vo. cloth, 35. 6d.

Crown 8vo, cloth. 6t. each.

I Hamando.
HALLIDAY (ANDRBW).-

Bvenr-day Papers. Pont 8to, illus*

trated tx»ida, as.

HAMILTON (COSMO), stories

Xha Olamonv of the Impoaslbla;
and Throngh e Kayhola. Crown
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. each.
Matnva'a Vatfabond, fto.
Plato

~

HANDWRITING, The Philo-
soplsy of. With over too Facsimiles.
By Don Fblix db Salamanca. Post
8yo, half-cloth, is. 6d.

HARDY (IZA DUFPUS), NoveU
bf* Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.

The Laaaar BvlL
Man, Voman, and Pata.
A Bnttagfly.

HARDY (THOMAS). — Under
tha Greenwood Trae. Post 8vo, cloth,
3s. 6d.; illustrated boards, is.; cloth
Ihnp, 1$. 6d, Abo the FlNB Papbr
Edition, pott 8vo, doth, gilt top, as. net

;

leather, gilt edges, yt. net ; and the Ckbap
Edition. mefUuro 8vo,6tf.

HARKINS (B. F.).--The Schem-
CcowB Svc, doth, 6c I

HARRIS (JOEL CHANDLER),
Bookn by.

Unoia itamvs. With 9 Coloured and
50 other lUustrationsby f. A.SHBniBltD.
Pott ito. cloth, cut top, 6s.

Mights with Onola Bamva. With
8 Coloured and 50 other Illustrations by
J.A.SKBPHBHD. Imperial i6rao.cloth,6t.

HARTE'S (BRET) Collected
Works. LIBRARY EDITION, In Ten
Volumes, crown 8to, doth, 31. 6d. each.

VoL I. COMPLBTB Poetical and
Dramatic Works. With Port

„ II. Thb Luck op RoARiMO Caiip->
BOHBMUNPAPBR»—AMRRICAM
LafiOKNDS

„ III. Tales op' thb AROOMAins—
Eastbrn Skbtcrbs.

„ IV. Gabriel Conroy.
„ V. Stories— CONDBNSBO NovBLfli
„ VI. Tales op the Pacipic Slopb.
„ VII. TALESOPTHBPAaPICSLOPB—IL

With Portrait by John Pbttiic.

„ VIII. Talbs op Pinb and Cypress.
„ IX. BCCKEYB and CHAPPARIL.
„ X. Tales op Trail and Town.
Bvat Martf'sOholoaWovkaln Prose

and Verse. With Portrait and 40 Illus-

trations. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d.

Brat Harta'a Poatloal Wovks, in-
cluding Some Later Vbrses. Crown
8to, buckram, 4s. 6d.

In a Hollow of the Hllla. Crown
8vo, picture cloth, flat back, ss.

Pott 8vo, cloth, IS. net ea. ; leather . 31. net es.

Mliaa, Iiuokof Boartog tmse^t fta.
Condanaad Moyala.

C^wn 8to, cloth, fir. each.
On the Old Tmll.
Under the Badwooda.
Prom Sandhill to Pine,
toriaa to Light and Shadow.
Mr. Jaok Hamlto'a Madtatlon.
Trant'a Troat.
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. each ; jMSt tvo^

illustrated boards, as. each.
Oabrlal Oonroy.
AWalfofthaPlatoa. WlthfioIUus-

trations by Stanley L. Woon
A Ward of the Golden Oate. With

59 Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood.
CrownSvo, doth, 3s.6(< each.

Suay^ With 1 Illusts. by I. A. Chrishb.
Tha BaU-Blngar of JUigal'a, fte.

With 39 Illusts. by Dudley Hardy, Ac.
Claranoa t A story of the American War.

With 8 Illustrations byA.JULE GOODMAM.
Barkar'a Imok. &c. With 39 lUnstra-

tioni by A. Forestibr, Paul hardy. Sec.

Davil'a Pord. &&
The Oraaada of the *Mxoalslmp.*

With Frontis. by J. BernardPartridgb.
iPalaa of Trail and Town. With

Frontispiece by G. P. JACOMB-HOOD.
Condanaad Novala. New Series.

Three Partnara; or, The Big
Strtka on HaaYv Tree HilC
With 8 Illustrations by J. GULICH.
a POPULAR EDmoM, UMdiani Iyo^ M.
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Crown )hro^olotli,S''W> mcbs pteturc cloth,
flat iMok. u. each.

ColoBditeviiottto'B Olimir
JL Piotiito of JMk Hamlln'a.

With nunMront Ulmtntions.
MiMw Donif Ac With 47 lUwttatlont

by W. D. Almond and otfiiBiB.

Pott 8vo, iUtntratad bonrds, u. each.

TIM bttttk of Kowrta^ Gamp, and
•amtlov Mvvttis Coyidonn«d,
(Atto in picture cloth at nme price.)

An H«lVM« of Bod Dog.
Tho Look of KoortBg Gamp.
OaUfOFntan Btort—

.

Post 8vo, iUtii. bdi» 31. each : cloth, u. 64. each.

Flip.
I
A Pkyllto of tho ftlonrM.

ManU** Crown 8vo, cloth, $$. 6d. ; post

8vo. picture boards, 2t. ; cloth limp, 2s. bd.

HAWBIS (Mrs. H. R.). Books by.
Tbo Art of Dmm. With 3a lUuHUa-

tions. Post 8vo, u , : cloth, it. M.
Ohauoor for Sehools. With Frontis-

piece. Demy 8vn, cloth, 2s. 6d.

Chaaoov for OkUdvoii. With 8

Coloured Platea andt 30 Woodeots.
Crown 4to, cloth, 3s. 6d.

HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.),—Ameri-
caa ainaiorUt«t Washington
IRVINO, OUVKK WBNDBLL HOLMBS,
Iambs Russill Lownu aktbmds
Ward, Mark Twain,and Bret Hartb.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 61.

HAWTHORNE (JULIAN),
Novels by. Crown Svo, dioth, $«. 6d.

each; postSvo. illustrated boards, 2j.each.

Garth. I Bllloo QoontlB.
Fortuno'a root. I Doftt, Four Illnsts.

Beatrix Raiftdolph. With Four Illusts.

D. Poindoxfr'B Pisapipqaranoo.
Tho Speotro of tho <}amora.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3«. 6d.tai(±»

SobartiaB atromo.
iHtvo—ora Namo.
MlsB Cadogna. I iin-itrated boards, is.

HBALY (CHRIS), Books
Crown 8vo. cloth, 6.t. each.

CpnfossioiiB of a Joumallat.
Halra of Reabaa.

by.

The BndlOM Harltatfo. Crown 8vo^

cloth, y. 6d.

HeNINBR50N(lSAACV-At«tM
Crown »ro, doth. $s. 6d.

HBRBERTSON (JBSSI^ L.)*—
Jmia. Crown 8to, cloth, 6». ^

HELPS ^Sir ARTHUR). -Ivan
d« Biron. Crown 8vo. cloth 3;. bd.

;

post 8vo, illustrated hoards, a*.

HERMAN (HENRY).>ALeiidlliff
Lady. Post 8vo cloth, m. 6d.

HBNRY op NAVARRE (The
PavouritM of). By Lb Pnrr Hom&ib
ROQQB. With 6 Portraits. Dwnv 8vo,

cloth, 7<. 6d. net. jShorfly.

HENTY (Q. A.), Novels by.
Rojub. tho Jntflor. Post 8vo, clotb,

3Jb 6d. t illustrated N>arda. ai.

Crown 8V0, cloth, 31. 6d. each.

Vho Qnooa'a Onto.
Ik»otlyr'« Ddabio,
OolontfShorh^^iiM's

HILL (HEADON).—Zambra the
Dotoctlvo. Crown 8vo, doth, 3^. 6tt. ;

picture cloth, flat l>ack, u.

HILL (JOHN), Works by.
TroaaoB-Voloay. Post 8vo, Ulnstrated

boards. a«.

Tho Gommon Anooator. Crown
8vo, cloth, 3*. 6rf.

HINKSON (H. A.), Novels by.
Crown Bvo, cloth, 6s. each.

Van Fltatforald. I
Ulk and Stool.

HOEY (Mrs. CASHED.—The
LovMr** Croed. Crown 8vo, doth,
is.6d. .

HOFFMANN (PROFESSOR).—
KIOffKoko. A Magic Story. With 35
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, ix. net.

HOLIDAY. Where to so for a.
By B. P. SHOLL. Sfa- H. MA^IWBLL, JOBN
Watson, Janb Barlow. Mart Lovrtt
Camkron, Justin H. McCartht, Paul
Langb,

J.
W. Qraham. J. H. Saltrr,

PhowbAllbm, 8. J. Bbckbtt, L. Rivbrs
ViNB, and C. F. Gordon Cummiko.
Crown 8vo, cloth, i*. 6d.

HOLMES (C. J., M.A.).—Notes
on the ScioBco of Ptctoro-makinf

.

With Photograva*-e Frontispiece. Demy
8vo, cloth, js. 6d. net

HOLMES (a WENDELL)*—
Tho Avtoorat of tho raahlkst

Tablo. Illustrated by J. Gordon
Thomson. Finb Papbr Edition, pott
8vo. cloth, gilt top, as. not.} leather, gilt

ed^es. 3J.net.
,^

HOOD'S (THOMAS) Choice
Works in Prose and Varsa; With
Life of the Author, Portrait, atad aoo
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. doth, $5. 6d.

HOOK'S (THEODORB> CMff
HnittoroosWorks: incmdlnghisLddi-

Hoaxes. With Life and Frontls^scik
Crown Pw>. cloth, 31. 6dL

crous Adventures, uojob Mmb, Pnns,

HOPKINS (TIOHB), Novels bfb
For Froedem. Crown 8vo, doth, 6s.

Crown 8yo, cloth, u. 6d. eaiA,
"Twlzt Kiovo and Dntar.
Tho Inoomploto Advontorav.
Tho Mo^nto of Garrloonaal,
NaU HaStendon. With 8 Tiiustrations.

HORNE (R. HENQi5T).-Orlofl.
With Portrait. Crown 8vo,dofll. 7s.

m
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HQRNIMAN iUOYX Nov«lt by.
Crown tro, ctoUi, 6t. each.

IlB—iu Crown 8vo, doth, 3«. 6i.

HOl^UN^ (B. W.). Novels by.
TlM tthadow of tli« Rom. Crown

8fO» cloih.y.6rf.

^_ , Ckjown 8vo^ cloth, (u. each.
ttoiwo. I JL Thiof tn tho Mtght.

HUlBPt^eRipOlKD MadoX).- A
CoU X Th« Tal« of Two PmsIom.
Crown »vo, doth, (ii.

HU06 (ViCtOfe.-tHe Oiitii^
•f totlaad. Translated by Sir Gilbbrt
CAunxLL. Crown 8t» doth, y. 6d.

HUME (FBRQUS), Novels by.
VlM lAdy FvomHowlioro. Cr.Svo,

doth, 3j. 6(f.; pidur« doth, flat back, 2s.

Tlio MUllonaiM Ifyatory. Crown

INCHBOLD (A. C), The Road Off
No Ratnro* Crown Svo, cioih, ««.

iNDOOi^ PAUf>eR& %ONKor
Them. Crown 8to, u. : cloth, i*. dd,

INMaN iUBRBeRT) mnd
HARTLEY AAPDBN.-Tko Ttar of
Kaloo. Crown 8vo, doth, gilt top, 6t., gilt top. 6t.

InNkb^PbR'S Ha
By J. Tkbvok-Davibs. Cr. 8vo, d.. aj.

IRVINQ' (WAShlNQT6N).-0M
Chrl«taiaa. Square i6mo, doth, with
Frontisplec«, ij. net.

JAMBS (C. T. C.).—A Romance of
tho Omoob*» tlOMiid*. Cr, 8TO, d. i$.6d.

Biro, doth, ts. 6d.

Tho WboolL
doth, gilt top,on. tt.

Iil^t. Crown Bvo,

HUNOBE^(POkD (Mrs.), Novels
by. Qvwn Svo, doth, 3s. 6d. each

;

poft 8vOk lUostrated boards, 2s. each

;

doth limp, a>. 6d. each.

Tho IhFollMsoi'o xpevlmoBt.
lAdy Vomov'a WluKti
Iiody Patty. 1 PotoVaWlfo.
Thoniod-iloaoo Myatevy.
Mm Unwrtislhetogy JLovor.A mtAdmn MMk WoMown,
M, MoBtal BtragAo.
Mwrval. (_ JL Modom Olroo.
In Dnnuioo Vllo. | Anvil's Lady.

I
Nova Cvolna.

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3«. 6^ eadu
JUi JLnxtovo Womont.R Point of CoBoolotieo.
The flomini^ of cauoo. |

Vhm Mmd-Memam Mymovy. popular
limnoN. uiedinm 8vo» 6d.

tho Qmoob*» tlOMiid*. Cr, 8T0, d. u.6d.

JAMEi (O. W.).-5craggles:
Tho Stiff of • Sparrow, with 6
Illuitratione. Pout Bvo. cloth, a*. 6d.

JAMBSON (WILLIAM).~My
Doad 5olf. Poet 8vo. cloth, ai. 6d.

JAPANESE ARTIST (A) IN
LONDON. By YosiiioMarkino. With
8 Coloured lUustratlont. Cr. 8vo, cloth,
6f.net

•

JAPP (Dr. A. H.).—Dramatic
Plctur<e^. Crown 8vo. cloth, y.

HUNT {MtB, ALFRED), Novels
by* Crown 8vo. cloth, 3«. 6(f. each ; post
Svo, illustrated boards, is. eaclu

VHo LiaaCaa Caakot.
lolf-OondokBiiod.
Wtat Otifv Povaoii.
ilva.JallOt. Crown 8vo. doth, y. 6d.

SuTeniNlsoN <W. M.) —Hiiits
ao' CoK-Bvoakinff. With 35 lUustra-
tiona. CroWn SrOk doth. 3s. 6a.

IIYAM30N (ALbl^RT).->A His-
tMTOf tko Jowa la Bagland. With
16 Boftraits aiid Views and 2 Maps.
Dftny 8to. cloth, 4*. 6rf. net.

HYATT (A. H.), Topographical
AntlKrfogioa by. Pott 8va. cloth, ght
top, is, net eadi; leather, gtit edges,

3s. net each.
Otuunii of LopUioii.
Oluunii of lUttiiliav^.
Ohadrm of Vanibo.
Obavm of Pavla.

JEPPERIES (RICHARD), by.
Tba liifa of tho Plolda. Poi>t 8vo.

doth, 2s.6tt. : Laror Typk, Finb Paper
EDITION, pottSvo, cloth, i01t top, as. net

:

leather, gOt edges, ««. net Alsa a New
Edition, with la iTlostrationsin Colours
by M. U. CLARKE, crown 8vo, cloth, 5*.
net : parchment, 7». 6d. net.

ThoOpoBAlv. Post8vo.c'.jth,af.6i.;
Large Ttpe, Finb Paper E dition, pott
8vo, doth, gUt top; as. net ; leather, gilt
edges, 3S. net Also a Nw Edition,
with 12 Illnstrations in Colours' by Rutb
DOLLMAN, crown 8to, cloth, $s. net;
panhment 7'. 6d. net.

Matuvo iioav London. Crown 8vo,
but kram, 6r. ; post 8vo, cl., at. 6d. ; SlJMQ*
TTPB,Fun Paper EomoN, pott 870, d.,
gilt top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, t.net
Also a New EnrnoN, with 12 illus-
trations in ColontB by Ruth Doliman,
crown Svo, cloth, 51; net

; parch' nent,
7*. 6d. net

Tho Pookot Rlohavd JoSovlosi
Paasageit chosen by ALPRRD A. HYATT.
i6nio, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; leather,
gut top. 3s. net.

Tho anlocy of Bltihavd JofBivloa.
Bv Sir Walter Hbsant. Cr. 8to, cl.. 6».by;

mJEROME (J£R0MB K.).—^tMe
Umd. With 64 lUustrations by J. Ber
NARD Partridob. Fcapi 4to. Is.

JERROLD (TOM), Works by.
Post 8vc. IS. each ; cloth, is. 6d. each.

Tho Oavdan that Paid tho Boat.
Honaehold Hovtlenltnaa.
Oov Kitohon Oavdom The Plant*We

QrOw, and How We Cook Them. Post
8vo, cloth, is. net.

hi
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JOHNSTON (R.).—Tha Peril off

•o Boiplr** Crown 8vo, doth, 6c

JONES iWILLIAM, P.S.A.).
—Wingmg'Wthig Loni Htttorlcal, Lc-

Stndary, and Anecdotal. With numeroui
lluitntiont. Crown 8w, cloth. 31. 6d.

J0N50N'5(BeN) Works. With
Notes and Biographical Memoir by
WILLIAM GlFFORD. Edited by Colonel

, CUNNINOHAU. Three VoU^ crown Svo^

cloth, 3«. 6d. each.

JOSEPHUS, The Complete
Works of. Translated by Wiluam
Whiston. Containing * The Antiquities
of the Jews,' and ' The Wars of the Jews.'
With 5a Illustrations and llape. Two
Vols., demy 8vo, half-cloth, 12s. 6d,

KBATINO (JOSEPH).—Maurice.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

KBMPLINQ (W.BAILBY-).—The
Poet« Royal of Bngland and Scot
land: Original Poems by Royal and
Noble Persons. With Notes and 6 Photo-
gravure Portraits. Small 8vo, parchnlent,
6s. net ; vellum, 71. 6d. net. Also an
Edition in Thb Kino's CLASSICS (No. 39).

KERSHAW (MARK).—Colonial
Pacta and Fictional HnnoroHs
5kotciies« Post 8vo, illustrated boards,

as. i cloth, 2s. 6d.

f

KINO (LEONARD W., M.A.).-
A iHlstory of Babylonia and Assyria
from Prohlstorfc Times to the
Persian Conquest. With Maps,
Plans, and Illustrations after alt the
principal Monuments of the Period. In

3 volumes, royal 8vo^ buckram. Each
volume separately, i8s. net ; or per set of

3 volumes, if ordered at one tlme,;£a lOf.

net.

Vol. I.—A History of Bmnov and
HKklWi : An account of the Early
Races of Babylonia from Prehistoric

Times to about B.C. aooa
„ II.—JL History of Babylon from

the Foundation of the Monarchy,
about B.C. 2000, until the Conquest
of Babylon by Cyrus^.C. 53a

„ III.—JL History of Assyria from
the Earitest Period until the Fall of

Nineveh before the Medes, B.C.606.
[Preparing

KINO (R. ASHE), Novels by.
Post 8vo, Illustrated boards, as.

*Tlio Woarlatf of the Oroon.*
Passion's Mayot I BoU Barry.

M. Drawn Oamo. Crown 8vo, cloth.

3*. 6d. ; post 8vo. Ulwtra^M Hoards ax.

KINGS ANDQUEENS OF ENG-
LAND. By E. G. Ritchie and Basil
Proctbr. with 43 Illustrations. Small
demy 8vo, it. net.

KINO'S CLASSICS (The).
General Editor, Professor I. Qollancz,
LlttD. Printed on biid paper, i6mo^
each with Frontlspleoe, gilt top. Qnar*
ter bound grev Doards or red &th,
IS. 6d. net each ; quarter vellum, cloth
sides, as. 6d. net each; three-quarter
vellum, y. net each.

Volumts now in courst 0/ t>ubUeati«n

:

SBk Wlno, WomoB, and Bontfi
MedlKval Latin Students' Songs. Trans-
lated into English, with an Introduction,
byJohn Addinoto!! Symondol

86, ST. Ooorgo PottU's Fotlto Fal.
laoo of Pottio his Ploasora;
Edited by Prof. I. Gollancz. 2 vois.

at. Walpolo's OasUo of Otranto.
By Sir Walter Scott. With Intro-
duction and Preface by Miss Spdrorom.

89. Tho Poots Royal of Bagland
and Bootland. Original Poems by
Kings and other Rot;«1 and Noble
Persons, collected and edited by W.
Bailey Kempuno.

m. sir Thomas Mora's Utopia.
Edited by Robert Steele, F.SA. ,

ll.fChaiioor's Lotfsnd of Good
woman. In Modern English, with
Notes and Introduction by Professor
W.W.SKEAT.

19. Bwifft's Bafttto of «ho Books.
Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by
A. QUTHKBLCH.

18. Sir WUllam Tsmplo upon the
Oardons of Bplonms, viUi
othor 17th Ooatury OaMtoa
Bssays. Edited, with Notes and Intro-
duction, by A Forbes Sibveiuno,F.8A

U. The Poor Iiast Vhlngs, by Sir
THOMAS More; together with A
Spiritual Consolation and
other Treatises by John Fisusr,
Bishop of Rochester. Edited byDamul
O'Connor.

15. Tho Sontfef Boland. Translated
from the old French by Mnt. Croslamd.
With Introduction by Prof. BrandiN.

M. Danto's Ylta MooTa. The
Italian text, with Dante G. Rossktti's
translation on opposite page. With Intro-
duction and Notes by Prof. H. Oblsnbr.

IT.tOhaucar's Prolotfae and
Minor Poems. In modem EngUsk,
with Notes and Introduction by Prof.
W.W.SKEAT.

M.KIhanoer's Parliament eff
Birds and House of Pame. In
modern EnMsh, with Note9 and Intro-
duction by Prof. W. W. Skbat.

19. Mrs.OaskeU*sOranford. With
Introduction by R. Brimlbt |ohN80N.

50.tPearl. An English Poem of the
Fourteenth Century. Edited, with a
Modem Rendering and an Introdnction,
bv Professor I. Gollancz.

91, 88. Klnrs Iiotters. Volumes III.
<ir"l IV. Newly edited from the originals
by Robert Steele. F.S.A.

88. The BnAlsh Correspondenee
of Saint Bonlf!soe« Translated and
edited,with an Introductory Sketch of the
Ufe of St. Boniface, by E. J. KYUi; UJk,
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KINO'S CLASSICS (TlM)-tfoif/i'»««f.

OS. m« OavaUw to his Lady

:

S*v«ntMQth Ccatury Love Songt,
Edited by P. SiDOWiCK.

m, AflMVa Lite of KlBtf Alftod.
Edited by L. C. Janb, M.A.

St. Tnuialatloiis flpom tho loo-
laaaio. By Rev. W. C. Grbbn,MX

ft. Vho Balo of Mi, Bonot. Trane-
Uied by Right Rev. Abbot Gasqubt.

tt.Ihuilol*a*nolla andDrayton**
<IdOO.' Edited by ArundbllEsdailb,
M.A.

tl. Tho Book of tho Doko of
Truo Iiovora. A Romance of the
Court, by CHRISTINB DB PiSAN,
translated, with Notes and Introduction,
byALicB Kbup-Wblch.

tS. Of tho Tumblov of Our Lady,
and othor Mlvaolos. Translated,
from the Middle French MSS., with
Notes and Introduction, by AUCB
Kbuv-Wblcu.

at. Tko Gnatolaino of Vovtfi. a
Romance of the Court, translated from
the Middle French, by Alicb Kbmp-
Wblch, with Introduction by L.

Brandin, Ph.D., and with the orl^nal
Test Edition Raynaud.

EarHer Volumtt in tht Stries ar«^
1. The Love of Books (The Phllobiblon).
2. •flls Dnunss of Oslderon (ntiOfirald's

Tmnilatlon> (Doable toU
& Obronicle nf Jooelln of Brskelond.
4. The Life of Sir Thomas More,
ft. Blkon BsslUke.
& Klacs' Letters : Alfred to the eominB of

the Tadors.
r. KlniaT Letters : Vrom the Tadors to the

Love Letters of Hennr VIII.
K Ohsacer's Knight's Tale (Prof. Sxbat).
Si tOhsacer'sMsn of LsWsTsle (Prof.SKBAT).

10b lObsoeer's Prioress's T»Ie (Prof. Skbat).
It The Romanoe of Fulke Fitswarlne.
\X The Btorr of Oopid «nd Pnyche.
ML ivelyn's Life of Margaret Qodolpbin.
14. larlr Lives of Dante.
U. The FSlstsfl Letters.
15. Poloains. By Bdwabd FiteObbald.
17. Medlnval Lore.
Ub The Viaioa of Piers the Plowman (Prof.

BBBATi
». The Onlrs Hombo«>k.
sa *Tbe Nun's Rule, or Aaeren Riwle. (Doable

voL>.
n. The Memoirs of Robert Qiaj, BsrI of Mon-

mootb,
93: Barlf Lives of Obarlemagne.
SftOcero's 'Frtendshipv' 'Old Ag< and

'Belpio^s Dream.'
M •Wordsworth's Prelude. (Doable voL)
as. The Defeoee of Ooeaovwe.
M. 97. Browning's Men and Women,
aa Poe'a Poems.
sSiBhakespei e'sflonnets. •<n George B ot's Silas Mamer.
St. QoldsmitL s Vicar of WnkeHeld.
39; Charles Reade's Peg Woaogton.
n. The Eoosehoid of Sir Tbumas More.
M> iappbo : One Hundred Lyrles. By Buss

VABKAir.
* Kumbers 9, 90k and 94 are Doable Volumes

and Doable Prloe.
The Olwuoer Vols, and nlso Vo. 50^ mair be had

!a stiff raper covers atU net each.

KINO'S LIBRARY FOLIOS
(Thg).

Tho MlnpooF of Yoptuo la World*
ly OMatnoB, or Tuo Ltfo of tlv
Shomaa Mom, Knltfht. By hi*
snn-in-law, William Roper, ioi. 6d.
net. (Seven copies of this volume alone
remain, and are not to t>o sold apart froni
sets.)

Ikon BaBlllk«,tho Portvaloturo
of Hla SmcMd MaJoatU la tola
oUtudoa and tuffoFliida.
Edited by Edwaro AlmacK, F.S;A.
£i li. net

ft'a Ovid, bolag
Arthur OoldtaCa Tranalatloa
of tho Motamopphosoa. Edited
by W. H. D. ROUSB, Lilt.D. £t lit. ttU
net.

Vho Paroy Folio of Old atfllah
Batllada and Romanooa. Edited
by the Gbnbral Editor. In four
volumes at £a as. the set. (Volumes I.

and II. issued ; III. at Press : IV. in
Preparation.)

*»* NoTB.

—

Seoen compltU ttts of tht ah<n«
foltoa remain for »aU. Priet, per ut,
£7 17s. 6d. net.

KINa'5 LIBRARY QUARTOS
(That.

Tho JUohomlat. By Bbn Jonsoh.
Edited by H. C. Hart. 51. net : |apan<
ese vellum, £1 is. net.

Tho QnU'a Hornbook. Ry Thomas
DBKKBK. Edited by R. B. McKbrrow.
Ss. net : Japanese vellum, lOr. 6d, net

Tho Bottar'a Opora. ByJoBmOAT.
Edited by Hamilton MAcLaoa $**
net : Japanese vellum, lof. 6d. net.

KIPLINQ PRIMER (A), Inclad-
Ing Biographical and Critical Chapters,
an Index to Mr. Klpllnifs prindpad
Writings, and Bibliographies. By F. L.
Knowlbs. WithTwo Portndts. Crown
8vo, cloth, 3«. 6d.

KNIQHT (WILLIAM and
EDWARD). -Tha Patfaatfa Vaia
Mecamt How to Oat Maat Baaait
from Medical Advica. Crown Svo^
cloth, is. td.

LAMB'S (CHARLES) Coinpl«to
Worka in Prose and Verse, IncludJag
* Poetry for Children ' and 'Pruaco Dora?
Edited by R H. Shbphbrd. With a
Portraits and Facsfanile of the * Bssav on
Roast Pig.' Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. M.

Tho Baaaya of Blla. (BothSeriea.)
Fine Paper Edition, pott 8vo, cloth, gUt
top, is. net : leather, vllt edgim. x*. net.

LAMBERT (OEOROE). — Tbe
Praaidont of Boravla. O
cloth, 3*. 6d.

Qpowa tfo.
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IMiU (BDWARD WILLIAM).
~Tfe« TkoMMUitf tmA Onm NlfkU.
conunnnly cailad io Eiigfuad Thm
AHMmm mtgtUf aauvtain-
IpabM. Ilbutrattd br W. Harvby.
witb Wafacfl bySTANunr Lahs-Poole.

S VoISm d«my 8vo^ doth,«a«. (W.

LAU!RI8TOUN (PBTB^. The
PalaUd MoHBtala. Cr. 8vo, cloth, bx.

IMHtt(HOLMB)
Falvy Land.

.—Legends from
With about a«> Ilitu

tratloni by Rkoinald L. and horack
). KmoWlis, and an Introduction by
£. H. Frbkiiantls. Crown 8vo, cloth

"'rbSkOTHY N.).-Tu5can
pMsta aod TiMcan Prtondj. With
la lilu»trattons. Crown 8vo, cl., S*. ne> .

LBHMANN (R. C). - Hariy
Pl«dyar at Caaibridg«t «id Conver-
•atloaal hinU for YouBff Shooter*.
Cruwn 8vo, u. ; cloth, is. 63.

X3Bm

LBIOH (HENRY S.).-Carol5 of
CoduiyilO. Crown 8vo, bnckram, 51.

LBLAND (C. Q.).—A Manual of
MMdlBS Wd Repalrinir* ^^ith Oia-

irams. Crown 8vu, cloth, $$.

..vLLBTIER (EDMOND).-
Madaao 5ana-0Ane. Translated by
JOHN DK ViLUKKS. Post 8vo. cloth,

S.
(>d. ( Ulostnited boards, 2s. ; Popular

DITION, medium 8vo, td

gnii

LEYS (JOHN K.), Novels by.
She Mndaay. Post 8vo, lUust. bds.,xt.

T—iptation. Cr. 8vo. cl. , 6^

.

ULBURN (ADAM).~A Tragedy
MMarMa. Crown 8vo, cloth, 34. tx^.

LINDSAY (HARRY), Novels by.
Crown wo, dotti, it.od. each.

"I'^'da BobertM. | The Jaooblte.
Crown 8vo, cloth, fa. each.

jividali V^reovoft, Puritan.
Vhe 8#MPy of Iieah.

LINTON (E. LYNN), Works by.
Grown 8va« clot^ 3s. 6tL each ; post 8vo, iilus-

tfated bo^s, is. each.

VKtriolm 9[einb«ll. J lone.
"tM Atoiiemont of beam Dondas.
Hie WoFld Veil JMMt. 12 iiiusts.

The One Too Many.
Und«r»bl«hliera? with la iiiusts.

•mpbi^Jf** I Sewing the wind.
VlMrtOBOavew* IDHlcie Jiverton.
Wtfli « miken ThMad.
liie Bebel of the_FamUy.
JUi Oelave 0/ fMendi. Crcwn 8vo,

doth, 3(. 6rf.

ewtBfjTthe VInd. Chxap Edition,
post Jvo, cloth. i«. net.
" ' " ~ * " Popular Edi-

TiOM^medium 8vo, 6rf.

LITTLB (M.)-Atthe Sign of the
B«mla£ Booh. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6<.

LORIMBR (NORMA).-TM
Pag—W—w. Cr.tni, cloth, Sfcid.

LUCAS (ALICE). — Talnndlc
L«ffead«. HyauM, and P
Poet 8<ro. hau-parchnient) Mboeti,— ,

Jt, n*. —
LUCAS lE. V.J, Bool»^
Ann^a Tenrtbla • .

otlMf tttorle* for ChUdrea~ With la
IliuttraUons hy A. H. BooOAllDi. and
Coioored Bod -Fapete aad Cover by
P. D. BinrORD. Crown tto, eloth, 6«.

A Book of Vevaea flev Ohlldmn.
With CotourtdTttle-pagis. crown 8vo.
cloth, fit.

Thjree Hondved Oamee mad Pae-
tlmea. tiy E. V. LucAeend Blwabrth
Lucas. Pott 410, cloth, fir, net

The Plamp, and other fetoMes.
Koyai xfimo, cloth, i«. net.

LUCV (HInRV W.).~aldeon
Plcgrce. Crown 8vo, doth, 3$. 6d. ; poet
8vo, iilaitrated boerds, u.

MaCaUlaV (U>RIO).-TIm His-
tory of Baglaad. Larob Tvra Finb
Paj>kr EorrioM, in 5 vote, pott 8vo,
cloth, gilt top, a«. net per vol. ; leather,
gilt editee, 31. net per irol.

MaCCOLL (HUaH).-Mr.
Straagor'a Scaled PaclMC Cr. 8to,
cloth, is. 6d. ; poet 8vo, Ulu». boarda, ai.

MCCARTHY (JUSTIN), t^oOksby.
The Belgn of Quean JLane. Two

Vols., demy Kvo, cluth(ia«. each.
A Hlatoqr of the Peiw Oeeniae
and or William the Voorai.

_ Four Vols., demy 8vok cloth, lac^each.
Hlatonr of Oof
from ihe Accession of Queen Victoria to
the Qenerai Election of 1880. LiBRAKT
Edition. Four Vols, demy 8vo, doth,
lat. each.—Also the POPULAR BomoN,
in Four Vol^, crown 996^ doth^fijceadi.
—And the foULBR BDmON, with an
Appendix of Events to the end of i88fi^

in a Vols., demv Svo, doth, 7«. fiiif. each.
A Hiatoiy of Ow Own Times,

Vol. v.. Iron 1880 tu theDiamund Jubilee
Dem/8vo, cloth, ia«.:crown 8vo,doth fit.A HiatOFy of Oov Otoi Tiipiea,
Vuls. VI. and VII., from 1897 to Accession
of Edwanl VII. a Vols^ demy Qvo. cloth,
341.; crown Svo, cloth. lat.

A Short Hlatory of Our Qmn
Timaa, frorn the Accession uf Queen
Victoria to the Accession of Khig
Edward VII. Nrt" BDrriON. revle^
and enlarged. Crown Svo, cloth, f^
top, fit. ; also the POPULAR ElAtlON,
post Svo, cloth, at. fitf. ; and the Cbrap
EDITION (totheyeariSSo), med. Svo^ fid:

Largb Ttvb, Fimr Papbr EomoBiL
Pott Svo, doth, gilt top, at. net per voL;

leather, gilt edges, $•. net per vol.
The Reign of Qieen Ami&ln i VoLA Hiatopyof the Petar iOesUsa
and of William lV.,ia a vole.A Hlatory of OarOwn TlnMSfroaa
Accession of Q. Victoria to 1897, fan 3 Vola,
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Crotra tvo, aloUl, u.M. «wli I poat tfo, plot,

boards, M. «a9B t doth limp, u. 6A tach.

;l,

DOBBAQOlkoU. jw

iDleiatov.
nth iz lUiMta.

WlthiaUluatntlooi.

WiUixa'uiiiittatioiia,

If4 Planwmda. | TlfmuuOm!<.
Crown 8vo, cloth, it. td. Mch,

Tk« Bht— Piigwiowi
I
MO0OBIA.

•TIM Bltfht HoBoorakto.' byJptnN
McCarthy and Mm. Campbsll Pkaxd.
CrowB <vo. cloth. 6t,

lUllAB •VOlatOBtt. Cr. 8v«». cloth. 61.

McCarthy (J. H.), works by.
m« Vvanob MavolutloB. (Comti-

tucnt AMcmbly. I789<^i.) Four Vols.,

demySvo, oloth. lit, each.

Mm OmUUnm 9t th« History of
IVsUund* Crown 8vo, ir. ; cloth, i.t. 6d,

iMlaaA aino* iha OBioa-lTSt-
ISM. Crown 8vob cloth. 6t.

BallBla IiOBdoa. tvo, cold cloth, 3«.6i,

On* SsBMitloa MomL Crown 8vo,

DoemtAn Atlantic Bpiaode. Crown 8to, ij.

Dolly I A Skatch. Crown 8to, i«.

lilly MUM. Crown 8va it. ; cloth, it. 6d.
— _ . _ tJU Cr.8vo,cloth.3*.6rf.

MACDONBLL (AONBS).-

MACHRAY (ROBERT).
bjr. Crown 8vo. cloth. 6t. tm

JL Mlow ovov tiM cart.
Tho »rtVBto Dotootiwo.

Novolf

.».. ..w—WW.. Crown 8vo. cloth, $«• <hi.

Sho Myatory of UbooIb's Ibb.
Crowa 8vo, ciotl^ A*, j Chb4» lornoM,
pictare cover, is. net

MACKAY (Dr. CHASJ.-lntar-
l«d««and UadMtoiMS. (>r.8vo,cloth,6f.

MACKAY (WILLIAM). —A
MUndtr VI Nate. Crown 8vo, doth. 61,

MACKENZIE fW. A.).—The
Draxel Draaai. Crown 8vo, doth. 61.

MACLISB PortraitQallery (The)
•f lllustrUMu Lit«r«ry CiMraetMrai
8b PortralU by Danibl Maclub:
with Memoirt bv William BATBa^ BJL
Crown 8vo, cloth. St. bd.

MAQIC LANTERN. The, and iU
Management. By T. C. HBPWOltni.
With 10 lUuats. Cr. 8vo^ u. ; cloth. i«. 6d.

ran]IUCD6NALb (Or. OB6kOE),
^BMka by.
IlforksofTBBoyuid lawtflBBtloB

Ten Vols., x6mo, oloth. jdit, in case. ait.

;

or separately, Qrolkr cloth, a«. 6d. each.

Also a Nbw IWUB In i6mo, cloth, fiilt

top, *t. net per Vol ; leather, gilt top, 3s.

net per Vol.
Vol. I. WrraiM AMD Without— THK

HIDDBN UFS.
f, IL THB liTSCmM— THK OOSPIL

WonBM—Book or Sonkbts—
Organ Sonqb,

M III. VIOUV 8ON04-S0MO8 or THK
Oats and Niohts—a Book
orDRBAMS—R0AD8IDB Poems
—POBMS roR Childrsm

M IV. PARABLB8—BAU4M— SCOTCH
^ V. A VI. PRAMTASlte CSONO8,

. VIL Thb Portbmt.

. VIII. Thb Liobt Privcbss — Thb
OfARTS HBART-SHADOWB.

IX CROat PVRroeB»—GOLDBN KXY
CAHASOmi—LITTLBDaTUOHT.

X Thb CrublPaimtRr—TbbWow
cfRiWBM—tr* Carvlb—Thb
Brokrn 8WORS8—Thb Grat
WOLfl**PR<XB CORWBmW.

Veotfoal WorMa Of ooovio M
DcMaM. ^Vois.icr.8«OibacKram, lat.

HRBtlMR«B4taefB* down 8vo. doth.
AS. 6dL {boat vto, Ulfistrated boaida, as.

IitUtll.. 6rowogfp..d<>t!ti^.

She ,|f)Mii5it ^lOTiififRiijpwtTHtiiBl^i T

PasaageaChoaipabyA. hTHTatt. idmo^
doth gilt, at. net ; leather gnt, 3s. net.

MAQNA CHARTA: A Facsimile (rf

the Original, s ft. by aft. with Anna and
Seals emblasoned in Gold and Coloar8,5s.

MALLOCK (W. H.), Works by.
Th« Mow Ropvlillo. Post 8va oloth.

as. td. : illustrated boards, as. ; F uiOB
Ttpk, Finb Papbr BmnoN, pott Svo,
cloth, gilt top, as. net { leather, ^It Mges,
3«. net

Small 4to, parchment t«.

la Lite 'WorCh Idvlagt Crown tvo^
buckram. f».

MALLORY (Sir THOMAS).—
Mort d'Artbar, Selections from, edited
by B ^f . Ranking. Poxt fvn, cloth, as.

MARQUERITTB (PAUL and
VICTOR), Novcla by.
Crown Nvo. cloth, 34. td. each.

Tha Diaaatar. Translated bv F. Lbb&
Yanlty. Translated by K. S. Wbst. With

Portrait Frontispiece.

Tha CoriBT—BB^t Translated by F. Lbbs
and R B. Doi70LA«. Cr. 8vo. cloth, 6s.

MARIE DB MBDICIS end the
Court of Franco In the XVilth Caa-
tnnr. Translated from the French ol
Louis BATirroL by Mart KinO. With
a Portrait. Demy 8vo, cloth. 7s. M. net.

MARLOWE'S Works, indnding
bia Translationa. Edited with Notes by
Col, CPNMIWQHAM. Cr. 8vo. cloth. Ss.W.

MAR5H (RICHARDK-A
Spoilor of Men. Cr. 8vo, doth, 3s. (td.

\ .-Ssi



ap CHAYTO & WINDUS, PUBtlSHEBS,

t' <

I

'

MASTBR OP dAME (THE):
rpm OldMt BugUah Book on
Hritting. Hy Euward, Secon.i Dokc
of Yoric. Edited by W. A. and F.
BaillIB-Grohman. With Introduction
bvTHBOOORB K008SVBI.T. Pttotogfarvort
Frontisi^ece, and 93 Full-patfe IUu«-
tratioM after lUtuninations. Large cr.
8vo, cloth. 7«, 6d. net; parchment,
io«.M.net.

MA5SENQER'5 Plays. From the
Text of William Gifkord. Edited by-

Col. Cunningham. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 31. 6rf.

MASTBRMAN (J.).—Half - a -
doaen Daughtors. Post 8vo. bd«., 2$.

MATTHEWS (BRANDBR).-A
Sooot of tho Sea. Post Svo, illus-

trated twards, is. ; cloth, a*. 6d.

MAX O'RELL, Book« by.
Crown Svo, cloth. 34. W. each.

Httv Roy&l Hlgbnaas Woman.
Between Oareelvea.
Ramblesin Womanland.
MEADE (L. T.), Novels by.
A Soldier of Fortune. Crown 8to,

cloth, 3«. 6d. ; poet Svo, illust. board*, as.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3.t. 6d. each.
The Tolee of the Charmer.
In an Iron Grip. { The Siren.
Dr. Rumsey'e Patient.
On the Brink of a Ghaem.
The Way of a Woman.
A Son of iBhmael.
Jkn Adventureaa. | Roaebnry.
The Blue Diamond*A Stumble by the Way.
Thla Troubleaome World.

MEDiCl (Lives off the EARLY) as
tirfd In their Letters. ByjANKTRoss.
With Illustrations and Facsimiles. Demy
Svo. cloth. lat. 6d. net. jPreparing.

MBBIBVAL UBttAjKV(Jkm)-€0m/inmd,
S The Book of the Divine Ooa-

aolatloh of Saint Anieia dm
Follgno. Translated by TiART G.
Stbbomann. Woodcut Tttfe and lUmts.

e. The Legend of the B0I7 Mnn,
Virgin of Santo OeailnlaBo.
Translated by M. IfANSViBUk. Woodeot
Title and 6 Photogravures.

T. Barly Bngllan Bomaaoee «f
IiOTO. Edited in Modern EngUsh by
Edith Rjckbrt. 5 Photogravures.

A Barly Bntfllah Bomanoee of
Frlendahip. Edited, with Notes, by
Edith Rickbrt. 6 Photogravures.

•• The Oell of Self-Knonrledtfe.
Seven Early Mystical Treatises printea in
1851. Edited, with Introduction and
Notes, by Edmdnd Garonbr, MJL
Collotype Frontispiece in two colours.

10. Anolent BnAlah Ohriatmns
Carola. liOO-lTOO. Collected and
arranged by Edith Rickbrt. With 8
Pbotosravures. Special price of this
volume, boards, js. 6d, net; pipUn
with clasps. lo*. 6d. net.

11. Trobador Poete. Tmnslatad from
the Provencal, with Introdiiction and
Notesby Barbara Smtthb. Frontisplecs
and Decorative Initials. [Prtparing,

ME LB A: A Biography. By
AONBS M. MURPHT. With Chapters by
Madams Mblba on Thb Art or Sino<
INO andon The Sblbction of Music as
A Profession. Portraits, Views, and Fac<
similes. Demy Svo, cloth. 161. net.

MEDIEVAL LIBRARY (The
New). Small crown Svo, pure rag
paper, boards, $s. net per vol. ; pigskin
with clasps. 7<. td. net per vol.

1. The Book ofthe Duke of True
IiOyera. Translated from the Middle
French or Christinb db Pisan. with
Notes by Alicb Kbmp-Wblch. Wood-
cut Title and 6 Photogravures.

2. Of the Tumbler of our Lady,
and other MIraelea. Translated
from the Middle French of Gautibr DB
ColNCi,ftc.,w!th Notes and Introduction
byAucB Kbiip-Wblch. Woodcut Title

and 7 Photogravures.
8. The Chatelaine of Vertfl. Trans-

lacedirom the Middle French by Aucb
Kbmp-Wblch, with the original Text,
and an Introduction by Dr. L. Brandin.
Woodcut Title and 5 Photogravures.

I. The Babeea' Boofc Edited from
Dr. Furnivall's Tests, with Notes, by
K>rrH Rickbrt. Woodeut Title and 6
Photognnma

MERRICK (HOPE). — Whea s
Olrl'a Engaged. Cr. Svo. cloth. 3*. 6rf.

MERRICK (LEONARD), by.
The Man who nraa Good* Crown

Svo, cl., 31. 6d. ; ?ost Svo, illust. bds., ai.

Crown Svo. cloth, is. td. each.

Oynthla. | Thla Sta<e of Fodle.

M E t H V E N ( P A U L ) V. —
Influences. Crown Svo, cloth. Ss.

MEYNELL (ALICE).—The
Rower of tbo Mind: a Choloa
among the Best Poems. In i6mu,
cloth, gilt, ajf. net ; leather, 31. net.

MINTO (WM.).—WasSheQood
or Bad ? Crown Svo, cloth, u. 6d.

MITCHELL (BDM.), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.

The Lone Star Rnah. WithSUlusts,
Only a Mltfer.
The Belfiorte ofCnlheii.

Crown Svo, picture cloth. Bat backs, a*, each.
Plottere of Parle.
The Temgie of Death.
Tourarda the Btemal Snoi

MITPORD (BERTRAM), NoveU
by. Crown Svo. cloth. 3*. 6d. eacb.

Benahaw Vaanlng'e Qui
Trlnmph of Hlliij^ Br ~^

Bavtlaad's Ohum*
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MITt*ORO (BBRTUAMh-ctmiinmtd.
Crown 8vo, cloth, jt. 6d. each ; piwtura cloth,

Bat back, at. each.

ffha Itoek «f Ctamvd BUtftlcr*
1** KtojT* A—<tf>l. Withdlilwla

Xh* Ou-MaiuMV. Cr. 8vo. ci., 3«. &<.:

C^esp Edition, medium 8vo., 6d.

HariayOMsnoak*! Ohavtfa. Crown
Svo, cloth. 6».

MOLBSWORTH (Mrs.).—
Hatbcrcoait Rectory. Crown 8vo,

cloth. 3*- 6d. i pofct 8vo. tUuit. boarda. aj.

MONCRIBPP (W. D. SCOTT-).—
Tk* Abdlcatloat A Dnuna. With 7
EtchinKa. Imperial 4to, buckram, 21s.

MORROW (W. C.).—Bohemian
Paris of To-Day. With 106 IUusts.by
Edodard Cucubl. Smalldemy 8vo,cl..6i,

MUDDOCK (J. B.), Stories by.'
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3$. 6d. each.

BuUatlia JMt«r.
Young Iiooliiliiivav.

Mi« Ooldan Idol.
Poet Svo, illustrated boards, 2$. each.

Tho D—d i:^|UB*s SMMt.
Wwom. th« Posom of tba Da«p.
tovlM Walvd aBd~WoBd«rflU.

Po«t 8vo, iUust. boards, 2s. ; cloth, u. &<.

Rid Mmxtmn and KoMa Hood.
With iaIUns.bvSTANLiYL. Wood. Cr.

8?o. cloth. 31. 6d. ; picture cl. flat back. a»,

CHRISTIE).
1, IS. od.

MURRAY (D.
Ncvole by. Crown 8vo, cloth,

each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

M. Ufo'a Atonamant.
Joaaph'a Coat. With 12 Illustrations.

Ooala of Flva. Withj illustrations.

Val Btraaia. I A Vfaatad Crlmo.
A Oapfttl? Malla. 1 Haarta.
Tha WMT of fha World.
Moimt Daapalv. | A Modal Father.
Old Blaaara Hero.
Bjr the Oato of the Bea.
A Bit of Homaa Mature.
Flrat Peraoa Biatfalar.
Bob Martln'a Idttle Qlrl.
Slme'B ReveBtfea.
(^fale Fortune. I In DIreat Peril.

Crown 8vo. cloth. 3s. 6d. each.

ffhla lilttte World.
A Baoe for MUllona.
The Ohuroh of Homaaity.
Talea la Froae and Taraa.
Deapalr^ Laat Jonmay.
VXLt A Chronicle of Castle Barfield.

Verona'a Father. Cruwn 8vo, doth, 6f.

Hla Own Qhoet. Crown 8vo. cloth,

3t. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, ax.

JoaeFh*8 Ooat. Popular Edrioii,
medium 8T0. 6d.

MURRAY {b. CHRISTIE) and
HBNBY NBRMAN. Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. 6d. each ; post 8vo,

illostrated boards. 2t. each.

tee Traveller HetorBa.
«ie Blahopa* Bible.
Faal^oaaeVAlias. Witu 'Uostratloos

by A. PoMCsnBR and i^, Kiootxt.

MURRAY (HBNRY), Novols by.
Post 8vo, cloth, ts. 6d. each.

A Oame of Bluff.A Bong at Btgyeaee.
NEWBOLT (HENRY).—

fromtboBaoaiy. Fcp.8vo. picoov.u;

NISBET (HUME). Books by.
*Ball UPl* Crown 8ro.cloth, 3«. 6d.i

post 8to, illustrated boards, a*.;

POPOLAR Edition, medium 8to, 6d.
Dr. Bernard St. Tlnoent. Post 8vo,

illustrated boards, 2s.

NORDAU j(MAX).-Mor8:anaUc.
Trans, by Euzabbth Lbs. Cr. 8vo, cl. dj.

NORRIS (W. B.), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. (xL each ; poet 8tov
illustrated lx>ards, at. each.

Balnt Ann's. I BUly BSllew.
Mlaa Wenturorth'a Idea. Crown 8va

doth. 3s, 6d.

OUIDA, Novels by. Crown 8vo,
post 8TOb illustrateddoth. 3i. (U. each

l)oards, as. each.
Trlaotrla.
Bufllno.
Othmar.

Wanda.
Ariadne.
Paaoarel.
Obandoa.
Motba.
Puok.
Idalia.
BimbL
Bltfna.
rriendihlp,

Oalldaray.

Dotf of Flandara.
Geo 11 Oaatlamalne*a
Oaga.

Prlnoeaa Mapraxlae.
Held In Bondage.
Under Two Fr
FoUe-Farine.
Two Wooden
A VSMatfa Gommune.
In a iffbiter Olty.
Banta Barbara.
In Haramma.
Btratbmore.
Plpiacvallo.
Two Offandera.
gyrlin.

Crown 8vo, cloih, 3s. td each.

ABatnyJnna. I The Mi*aaarenee.
The Watara of Bdara.

Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat back, zi. each.
Byrlln. 1 The Watara of Bdara.
Popular LmruiNs, medium 8vo, bd. eauo.

Motha.
Puok.
Trlootrin.
Obandoa.
Ariadne.

Bhoea.

Under Two Flada.
Held In Bondage.
Btratbmore.
Tba Maaaaranea.
Frlaadatalp.
Two Little Wooden
Idalia. I Otbmar. |

A Village Oommnne.
Folle-Farlne.
Two Little Wooden Bhoea. Laroi

Type Edition*. Fcap. 8vo, doth, i«. net

;

leather, is. fid, net.

Wladonit Wit, aad Pathoa, sdected
from ttie Works of Ouida by V. SVDNBT
Morris. Fin* Papkr Edition, pott
8vo, cloth, eilt top, as. net ; leather, ^t
tit'i^tV' aet

OHNET (QEORaES), Novels Inr.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, aj. eacn.

Dr. Bamean. | A Laat Love.
A Weird Oift. Crown 8vo, doth, 3s. 64.

post 8vo^ iUustn^ted iMards, as.
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dtnini 8f^ ctoth, st. 6d, «tfch.

Km Vttth of CUovsF*
Lfomm'm Dopilw.
.ipiiff llolM7>im«k«ir.
ffte Woman of liyaiovy.

OLIPHANT (Mrs.), Novels by.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. each.

Thm IPrimvoMt Path*
Tho Oroataat Helgeaa In England
WlllttfadiM. Crown 8vo.clotb. with la

Illustrations, 3'f. M. ; post 8vo, bds^ is.

ThO Sovoeroaa. Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. 6d.

05B0URNE (LLOYD), Stories
by. Crown Syo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.

TSM Motonnanlaos.
TtoMe Spooda Fonvavd. With

Illustrations.

Post Bvo. UhMtmed boaidi, as. Moh.

I

0'SHAUQHNB5SY (ARTHUR).
Mnalc A Moonlight. Fcp. 8vo ci.. 7s.6d.

PAIN (BARRY).~]aiiza*8 Hus-
band, ^cap., 8vo, ts. : cloth, i^. 6d.

PANOURANO HARl; or,
Mmnolrs of a Hlndo* . With Preface
toy Sir Bartlb Fmaut. Post 8vo, illus-

telited boards, u.

PARADISE (The) or Qarden of
the Holy Pathora: Histories of the
Anchorites, Recluses, Coenobites, Monks,
and Ascetic Fathers of the Deserts of
Egypt, between about a.d 250 and 40a
Compiled by ATHANASIUS, Pallaoius,
St. Jbroub, and others. Translited
from the Syriac, with an Intro-
duction, by B. A. WALU8 BOD^E, LittO.
With 3 Frontispieces, a vols, large crown
8to, buckram, tss. net.

PARIS SALON, The Hlustrated
Catalofue of ttoo* With about 300 illus-

trations. Published annually. Dy 8vo, 3^.

r%

PAYN (JAMB5), Novels by.
Crown 8V0, doth, 3s. 6d. each : post Svo^

lllttstrated boards, is. each.

Loat Sir Maaalndbard.
The OlyfllaMla oroiyfta.
A County Family.
Leaa Blaok thav. Ufe've Fainted.
By Proxy. 1 For Caah Only.
Hltfli Spivlta. Sunny Storiea.
A OonlRMntlal Atfant.
A Ovapo from a Thorn, is lUusts

Tlia Pamlly Soap^raoa.
Holiday TMka. jAt Har Moroy.
Tho Valk of tnn Town. 13 lilusts.

Tlio Hyptwy ot IfIrbrld^o.
«bo word taae mm vm.
Tha Sum^lfi 4on.
A Trying FaUent.
Owondollne'a Harvoat.

TkO
Married Baitfoatli Hiaa.
Bantinek'a Tutor.
Waltor'al
A Farflawl'
Like Father, Iiika aoa.A Vomaa'a Yawgeanoe. >.

Garlyon*B Teitr. ^| CMoU'a <ryat;
Murphy'a Hfwitar.
Soma Friva:^ Ylawa.
Found Paad* ^A Marine Beaidanoe.
The CSanon'a Ward.
Mot Wooad, But Won.
Two Hundred Poanda Bawavd.
The Beat of Hnabanda.
Halvea. | What He Ooat Her.
Kit:A Memory.! UnderCNaeHeeCi
Glow-Worm Talea.
A Prlnoe of the Blood.
A M«>dem Dlok Wkitftingten.

Crown 8vo, cloth, wnth Portndt b< Author,
3s.6d.; picture cloth. Bat back. u.

The Burnt Mlllioi. chsaf EnmoN,
postSvo. cloth, i<f.,net

.

Motea from tke ' Mesa.* Crowo $90,
cloth, w. 6d. ^_

Popular Enmom, medlom 8vo» 6dL «adi.
lioat Sir Maaalngberd.
Walter'a Word, j By Frony.

PAYNE (WILL); — Jerry the
Dreamer. Crown 8vo, doth, 3*. 6d.

PAUL(MAROARETA.).--<lentle
and Simple. Crown Svo, doth, 31. 60,

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, as.

PEAR5 (CHARLES).—Prom the
TbameatotlMSeltta. Wlth4oI11iirts.
in Colours and Monochrome. Large
fcap. 4to, cloth, lis. 64. net. in'tpcrtHg.

PENNELL- BLMHii^^f (Cap-
taln B.).—The Bert of the Pan.
With 8 Coloured lUostiatioas and 48
others. Medium Svo. cloth, 6«. net.

by.PENNY <P. E.), Novels
Crown 9vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. each-

The fisnyaal. | TkoXea-Flanter.
Caftteand Ofoed.

{
inevltaJMe JEaiv.

Crown 8vo. doth. 6s, eacU.

Bllya. I Dark CmnMva.
The Unlueky »ark.

The Tea-Planter. ^7di.ak ItomON,
medium, Svo 6d,

PEkRIN (ALICE), Novels by.
Idolatry. Crown Sfo, doth, 6t^. u'.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.

A Free SoUtude. 1 MaatafBttaiB;
The Watera off PeetruetteM.
Bad Beoorda.
The Btronger CliUm.

Popular BDinoiraC midium Svo, (Ui, eadli
The Btronger «ai>n.
The Wiateri of Deatmetles.
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PBTrrifOMMB ROUOB (L«),
Bookiby. IHmif Ufa, ttott^JK 6i. Act

••ch.
Ttm Otfiurt 9t lOm »atl«i—t iMl
moi With a Frontispiece.

Vktt FtovouPltM of Hanvy ot
MavWM. WItli Six Portraits.

PHBLP5 (B. S^)^—Jack the
PljlMrflMW. lUostrated by C. W.
RbxO. Crown 8vo, clotli, u. 6d.

PHIL MAY'S Sketch-Book : 54
Cartoons. Crown folio, cloth, u. 6d.

PHIPSON (Dr. T. L.).-Painou8
VtoUntato and Pine VIoliiM. Crown
8vo, cloth, $t.

PICTURB-MAKINQ, Notes on
tiM Sctoac* of. 1^ C. J. HoLUBs.
M.A. With Photogi ivnre Frontispiece.
DemySvo, cloth, 71. 6d, net.

PILKINQTON (L. L.).-Mallen.
dafa Mlstaka. Crown 8vo, cloth. 65.

PLANCHg (J. R.)*—Songs and
PaenM. Edited by ICrs^ Mackarnkss.
Q-Qwn 8^ cloth, 6s.

LAYS OF OUR FORE-
PATHBR8, and some •* the Tradi-
tionsnpaawklch tli^ war« founded.
By C M. Gayi "BY, LL.D. With numerous
illostmtions. Royal 8vo.cloth, izt. 6d. net

PLUTARCH'S Lives of lllus
triona Maa. With Life of Plutarch
by I. and W. Lanohornb, and For-

train. Two Vols., 8vo, half-«loth, iot.6d.

POB'S(EDQAR ALLAN) Choice
Warloi: Poi«nw, Stories, Bssays.
With an Introdnction by Charles
Baudklairk. Crown Sto, cloth, 3«. 6(f.

POtXOCIC (W. H.).-1l1ie Charm,
amA .Other Drawlnff-Roeni Plajrs.
By Sir Waltkr Bksant and Walter
H. POLMCK. With 50 Illostrations.

Crown 8¥D, doth, 31. 6d.

P<yiT$ (HBNRY).~flis Pinal
PInttor* Crown 8vo, doth, 6s.

POWDBR * PUFF (The): a
|.Adles' Breviary. By Franz Blbi.
Fcap. 8n>, doth, y. 6d,

PRAED (Mrs. CAMPBELL),
Novels by* Pott 8va illus. boards, ts. ea.

ma BomMiaa of a Statioii.
Vlia Sonl of Homfas Adrian.
Crown :tVQt doth, 31. 6d, each ; post 8vo,

fflnitrated boaiida, v- «*ch.

onttaw anl tanmkav*
OnnatlBa Ohavdu

«>a<aak|aiu With 8 niastrations.

Crown 8vo, .Gioth, 3«. 6tf. each.

I

PRICB (Bb C.).' -^ VaMltti^
Grown 8«o, doUi, St, ML

1'
\/H i "«'

PROCTOR (RICHARD A.),
Works bj. Croita Svokdeth. jtiLM #».

aayatefrliaaaMia. WIthStsrMips
for every Night la the Tear.

Fiowanoflhaak:
Familiar flelanea
Myatariaa pf Xima and Spaoa.
The Unlyavsa of anBa.

WItbssIlMIl

StedPtetes.
Ito
Diemylylv*

CtoWn

With ts
O, doth, 6s,

Of BolMMia
ivo. ts. 6d.

la «ka llftfbt.'

PRYCE (RICHARD). -Miss,
Maxweil*i Aflsctfoai* Crown 8vo
ddth. ^ti. poet tevo.' moat, beartk a*.

RAB AND HIS FRIENDS.— By
Dr. John Brown. Square ifimo^with
Frontispiece, cloth, u. net.

RAPPOPORT (A. 8., M.A.).—
The Carse ofthe Romaaovs t AStndy
of the Rdgns of Isars Paul I. and
Alexander I. of Russia, x796>i83S With
33 Illustrations. Demy 8vo,doth, 16*.net

ehriatlna Chard, cheap Edition.
post Svo. doth. ti. net.

READB*S (CHARLES) Novels.
Cdlected LIBRARY EDITION, In Seventeen
Volumes, crown Svo, doth, 3*. 6d each.

Patf WofilnitoB; and QhrlaMa
Johnstena.

HardOaah.
Tlia Ololatar and the Haarth.

With a Preface by Sir WaltbR Bbsant.
* It la Mavar Too Lata to Hand.'
nia Oonrua of Vma Leva Mavar
Did Rna SnkootU ;. and Slatfla-
heart and Donblanioa. _

Tha Antoblo^aphy of a Chieft

Jaak of all TrMaas A Hare and
aMartvr; TheWandarlniBtfr.

Love Me Uttta, LoveMe Long.
The Double Marriage.
Put Tooraelf la Rla Maee*
A Terrible TenijptatlOB.
OrifflthOannt. | AWomaa-Hatev.
Foul Play. IA MmiMetoa.
The JUt: andaoodBtorleaofMan
and other Aalaukla.

A Perileua Seoret.
Raadlaaa; and

Also In Twenty-one Volumes, pot 8vo^ iUni^

trated boards, is. each.

PegWoHlntfton. | ABlmpleton.
Ohriatla Jonnatone.
* It Ip Mover ToO Late to Mand.'
The Conrae of Ttue Love Movee

Did Rub Ameoth* _ '

Autobtography of a ThleT; %sk
oralllKdea: Jaaiaafeinnaeti

Love Ma Little, Love MeLott^
The Double Marriade.
The Ololatar and the 1
A Terrible Temptattoa.
Hard Oaah. 1 Readlana.
Foul Play. I OriflthSiM

- ^hj^d;)|^



CHATtO & WINDUS, IPUBLISHBRS,

RBAD5 {CHAU!LBS}-t»mtinM4d.
Pott 8vo, IlliMtratcd Boards, 3«.each.

FatYmumtUin His Wimon,nM Wtuidttvlatf Hair.
JL Wowii-HatWi
Blntfrti—f It >inl DouUteftuM*
Oood atoviMi of lf»B« Ac
Tbm Jilt ; and other StohM.
JLPavllaur

IROBINSON (P. W.), Novdtf kjr.VomA AM Stnuiiia. Poat Svo
itluatrated boAids. as.

Tli« Hands of Jvstioo. Crown »n,
cloth. $t. 6d.; poat Svo* Ulust bdt., ac

Tho Wmiuui m tho Oovk. Crown
Sva cloth, 3t. 6d. ; poatSvo. iUuat bds^ at.

LaroxTm. FiMs Papbr Editions.
Pott 8to. cloth, gilt top, u. net each ; leather,

gilt edgea, it. net each.
Xhs OlolstWF oad tho Hsorth. With

3a Illustrationa by M. & Hkwkroini.
•It te MoTOgTooLatoto Hsad.'

Popular EDmom, medium 8vo, 6d. each.

Tho Ololstov And tHo Hoartta.
* It is Movov Too Iiato to Hand.'
Foul Flay. | Hard Cash.
Fog WofllattOii; and OlUPistto

JOllBStOBO.
OvMBtli Oaant.
Fuc Tonvsolfin His Flaos.
JL TsrHblo Temptation.
Tlio Donblo Marviatfo.
liovo Mo liittlo, IiOTo Mo Iioni.A Fsrtlons Soovot.
M. Woman-hatcir.
Tbo Oongss of Trao Iiots.

Tho Wandariag Hsir. Large Type
Edition, fcap.8vo, doth, is. net ; leather,

u, 6d. net.

Xho Oloistov and tho Hoavtl
With 16 Photogravure and 84 half>tone
Illuttratlona by Matt B. Hbwerdinb.
Small 4to, doth, 6*. net—Also the
St. Martin's Illustrated Edition.
with 10 Illuatratlons in 4 Colours and
10 in Black and White by Btam Shaw,
iR.1. Demy 8to. cloth, 12s. M.; parch-
ment, i6t. net.

RICHARDSON (PRANK), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3^. 6d. each.

Tho Man who Lost his Fast. With
50 Illustrations by Tom liROWNi, RI.

Tho BayswatQg Migaolo.

Crown 8vo. cloth, 6«.' each.
Tho King's GoansoL
Bomi-aocioty.
Thovo and Baok.

RIDDCLL (Mr«.), Novels by.
M. Kioh Man's Daughter. Crown

8vo, (doth. 3s. 6d,
Weivd BtOVios. Crown 8vok cloth,

3*.6d. ; post 8vo, picture Iwacda, 3«,

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, a*, each.

The OninhaUted Houho.
Frinoe of Wales's Oarden Farty.
nto IbQftevy in Falaoe Pardons.
FalryWster. | Idle Tales,
Her Mother's Darling.

ROLPB (PR.), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.

Hadrian the Bovonth.
Don Tarqninio.

RIVES (AMBLIE), Stories by.
Crown 8vo^ cloth, is. 6d. each.

ROLL OP BATTLE ABBEY,
THB: A list of Principal Warriors who
came from Normandy with William the
Conqueror. 1066. In Gold and Colours, js.

R0SBNOARTEN(A.).—A Hand-
book of ArcbltectarslStyiss. Trans*
lated by W. Collbtt-Sandar& Vflth
630 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth, jt. 6d,

ROSS (ALBERT).—A Sunr
FrIncoM. Crown 8vo, doth, 3f. 6a.

ROWS ELL (MARY C.).~
Monsieur do Faris. Crown 8va,

cloth, 3*. 6d.

RUNCIMAN (JAS.), Stories by.
Bohoolo and Boholars. Post 8vo.

cloth, 2s. 6d.

kippors and Bhellbaoks. down
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

RUSKIN SERIES (The). Souare
i6mo, cl., with coloured tops and dcc<Mr>

ative End-papers, Frontispieces, and
Titles, is, net each.

The King of the Ooldtm HlTor.
By John Ruskin. Illustrated by
Richard Dotlb.

Bab and his Friends. By Dr. John
Brown.

Old Ohrlstmae. By Washwotom
Irving.

Fairy Tales fipom Tnsoan^. By I.

M. Andbrton.
Buskin as a Beilgioua

By F. W. Farrar, D.D.

Meriel
NiDering.
: A Love^<ory.

RUSSELL (W. CLARK), Novels
by. Crown 8vo. cloth, 34. 6d, each;
post 8vo, illustrated l)oarda^ at. each;
cloth. 2s. 6d. each.

Bound the Oalley-Fire.
In the Middle Watoh.
On tho Fo'k'slo Head.
A iroyage to the Oape.
A Book for the Hammooki
The Mystery of the *Ooean Btar.'
The Bomanoe of Jenny HariowOi
The Tale ofthe Ten.
An Ooean Tradedy.
My BhiBmateliOnlse.
Aloneon a WideWide Boa.
The Oood Bhip * Mohook.'
The Fhantom Death.
Is He the Man? | Heart ofOak.
The Oonviot Bhip.
The Xiast Batry.



Ill ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C H
RUSSBLLO^. CLMtK)-ecmiimu€d,

Crown 8vo, doth, jr. M. each.
Jl Val« OfTvo TuuMlfl.
TiM DmiOi Uiia.
XlM * VMtty PMly.* With la IQmtn-

Uons by O. E. RoRaitnoN

ni« GoBvlee »^;- PoPDUui Enmoii,
nuedium 9vo, 6d. __^__

RUSSBLL (HBRBBRT).-Trae
BIk». Crown 8*0, cloth. 3*. tWI.

RUSSELL (DORA), NoveU by.
Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d, each ; picture
cloth, flat back, *s. net each.

JlOovatiy
Vh« Drift of Vato.

RUSSELL (Rev. JOHN) and hto
Out-cf-daor Ufo. By E. W. L.
Daviis. With Illustrations coloured by
hand. Royal >vOb cloth, ibt. net.

RUSSIAN BASTILLE, THE
(The Fortress of Schluesselburg). By I.

P. YOCVATSHBV. Translated by A. S.
Kappoport. HUL With 16 Platea.
Demy 8vo. cloth, is. 6d. net.

5AINTAUBYN(ALAN), Novels
bjr* Crown 8to^ clotli, $«. 6tf. each ; post
8vo. illustrated twards. is. each.

AVOllow of TvlBltj. With a Note
by Olivbr Wendell Holubsl

The Jmitor Dean.
Qvohavd DameraL
The Master of St. Benodiet'o.
In the Faoe ofthe World.
To Hla Own Master.
Mie Tremlott Dlamonde.

Crown 8vo, cloth, is. dd. cadb
The Weoli^ of May.
Vnrtime's Cfate.
JL Tratflo HonsjmooB.
Oallaatry Bowor.
JL Proctor's Wooing.
Boniils Mattlo Laeder.
Mrs. OanbaPs Booret.
Mary Uewto. With a Illustrattona.

SAINT JOHN (BAYLB). — A
L«vsstlns Psmlly. Cr. 8to. d, ^u. 6rf.

SALA (O. A.).-Oaelight and
Daylight. Poet 8yo.illastrated t)oards.a>.

SCOTLAND YARD, Past& Present
By Ex-Cliief-Inspector Cavanagu. Post
8vo. illnstmted txnrds. ts. : cloth. 2s. fid.

56LINCOURT (HUGH DE).—
Oxford from tho losldo. With 8
colourrd Illustrations and 4 in. mono-
chrome by YosHio MARKma Crown 8to,
doth, 6s. net

SEROEANT(ADBLINB), Novels
by. Crown 8to, cloth. 3i; (M. each.

Under False Preteaese.
Dr. Bndleott's Bigportmeat.
The Mlsslad Uaabeth. Crown Sro,

doth,6i.

ST. MARTIN'S LIBRARY (The).
In pocket sise, cloth, gilt top^ «. net par
Vol. : leather, silt cdgn, 31: net per Vol.

By 8« WALTU BUAMT.
Londea. J WestaUaslerw
ferasaleai. By Bi8.i;<t and Palmbk.
mn Borteaad CoadlUoas of Mea.
Blr Blehavd Whlttladloa.
Osepavd do CMlday.

By BoccAcao.
The Deeamerea.

Bv Robert Brownino.
Plppa Pasaeei and Men and Wo-
Boa. With 10 Illustratioas in Cotonis
by £. F. Brickoalb.

By Robert Buchanan.
Uhe Bhadoar of the Barord.

By Hall Caine.
The Deemstor.

By WlLKIE COLLINSt.

The Womaa la White.
By DANIEL Defoe.

Behlasea Omsoe. With 37 liiua-

trations by O. Cruikshank.
By CHARLES Dickens.
1. With Portrait.

By AUSTIN DOBSON.
Blghteeath CJentary Vltfaettes.

'i'bree Series, each Illustrated.

By W. a GiLBBRT.
OrltflBal Plays. Three Series.

By THOMAS Hardy.
Uader the Oreeawood Tree.

By Bret Hartk.
CoBdonsed Novels.
Mllss, Thobank ofRosrtatfOamp.

and othet Stories. With Portrait.

By OUVBR WVNDBL!. HOLUKS.
The Jintoerat 9f the Breakfast-

Table. Illustrated by J. G. Thomson.
Compiled by A. H. Hyatt.

TheOharaiofItOBdoa: An Anthology.
Tho Ghana of Bdlnburgh.
The Charai of Venloo.
The Ghana of Pari*.

By Richard iKPPKiUBa
The IiUe of the Plelda.
The Opea JLlr.
Mature aoar Itondoa.

By CHAKLEs Lamb.
The assays of Blla.

By Lord Macaulat.
History ofBn^and, in 5 Volumes.

By Justin McCarthy.
The Beltfa ofQueea JLaae. in i Vol
A HlstoivoTthe Four Oeortfoe
and ofWilliam TTn in a Vols.

JL History ofOurOwa Tlaies from
Accession of Q.Victoria to 1897. in 3 Vols.

By George MacDonald.
Worksotr^noyaadImatfiaatloa,

in 10 Vols. i6mo. (For List, see p. 191)

By W. H. Mallock.
The Mew Bepablle.

By OuiDA.
Wisdom, Wit, aad Pathee. 8«.

lected by F. Sydney Morris.
By Charles Rbade.

The Cloisteraad the Hsavth. With
42 Illu^trntions bv M. R. Hewbrdinb.

*It to Hover Too Late to v*^"
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CJHATTO 4k WIKMS, PVBtlSHtitS/

By RoBHiT L*iun Sravnisoii.
JIB iBlMM V«
TVftV«l« With »

VllSSlfiSM PO .

Til* Mmny Mva,
FriBo* Octo.
IB ch« South BMW.
§Mk9« (^ Vvav«L

> w«iv Of Honalatmi*

.

Oollaotod Pooais.
By H A Taink

Histoid Off iBglish I^itoratuM, in

4 Vols. With 33 Portraits.

By Mark Twain.—BhotohM.
By Walton and Cotton.

Tho Oomplot* ABgl«»«
By Walt Whitman.

FooBUk Aelec»MI and Edited by W. M.
Kossrm. With Portrait.

SEYMOUR CCYRIL), NoveUby.
Crown 8vo. doth, 6«. each.

Cor»*et
agio ofTo-Monoi
t Ohnos.

5HAKBSPEARB LIBRARY.
Part'I

VHB OXiD-SPBKiLIlia

With the spelling of the Qp^rto or the
Folio at the basia of theText, and all

chan|{e8 marlced in heavy type. Edited,
with brief Introductions and Notes, by F.

J. FtntMIVALL, M.A., RLitt, and F. W.
Clares, M.A. Dem'y 8to, cloth, as,

6d. net each Play ; or Library Edition,
pore n^ paper, half-parchment, st. net
per Play. A list of the volumes already
published or in the press maybe had.

Part II.

THBaHAKBBPBABBGliASSICS.
Small crown 8vo, quarter-bound antique
grey boards, a«. 6d. net per vol. ; whole
gold-brown vrivet perslan. 44. net
per vol.; also a Limited Edition on
larger paper, half parchment, gilt tops
5«. net. per voL Bach volume with
Frontiqiiece.
Volumet ^Usktd tr in preparation.

I . liOUtt'ft •BoMajrado ' : tho
»i^lBia. of ShBhMP0BM*S *As
TOU lilkO It." Edited by W. W.
Grbo.'M.A.

X OvooBO** * VBBdo«to/ov * Doraa-
tua BBd FilWBlB 't tho OVlfflllBl
Of BhBkoipoBM'a •VlBtw'a
TbIo.' EditeCby P G. Thomas.

3. Bvooko'aPo«m of*Romons BBd
Jullot' t tho orlilBBl of Bhoho-
MMBto'a *Bomao aBd liBllat.'
Edhted by P. A. Uakirl. Modernised
and r6«flted hv f . T MtJNRO.

4. *raia^ npoBhlaamna Baitfa of
VlBk«oliB*tthoPia]rMiffplttaB

. hFhahaapaara aa*KiBg JohB.*
Edited t^ F. J. Fvrnivall, D.Xitt.

8NAKB8f»BARB UBRAKV-MUt
TRB 8HAKB8PBARB CLUnC^-*mtin««d,
5,6. 'Tho Hiat^af iDf HBMlai't

With other Docnmeatt UhHtfatlva of
the sources of^bakspeare^ Ploy, aad ao
Introductory Study of the LlOBMD Of
Hamlxt by Prof. I. Gollainb;

7. *Tba PlajF of KIbC I«ivBBdma
muraaDaaghtaBT % thaaldpli^
OB tho aBUaat of KiBg liaa^
Edited by:Snivr Uot, D.Utt

8. «mia ^rajBlBg of a Bhvaw't
Being the old play used by Sbakespeaia
in •Ae Taming of the Shrew.' Edited
bv Professor F. 8. B0A8, M.A.

9. Tho Bonroaa BBd BBalodoaa of
* JL MidaaaiaBarBltfht^ DMBML*
Edited by FRANK SIDOWICX.

la *Tha Vaaioaa VlatoHoa «f
BaBryV.'

II. * Tha MaBaMhBil'
of ffhahaapaava'a

': tbaovil
*0oi

«.ir.«.^ Latin tevt. wit^i the «...-
bethan Translaaon. Edited byW. K. Db
ROCSB UttD.

ly of
EUsa-

18

la. pvomoa BBd
tha aoBMO of '

MaaaBra.'
13. 'ApolOBlBa BBd BUlB't the

source of 'TweUtb Night.' Edited by
Morton Lvctf.

14. *Tha Flvat Part oftha OoBtaB-
tioB hatwlzt tha two fBti^oaa
Bouaaa df Tovh aBd ImBoia-
tav,* and *Vha TvBa ^MuCady of
Biohavd. .DBko of T^k*t the
originals of the second and third parts of
•King Henry VI.'

15. ThaBoBioaaof 'ThaTaiBpaat.*
16. Tha (toaroaa of *Ofmhmmt^*
17. Thr tkrtiroaa BBd JLnaU
of *Tho MoMihaBt of Vfl
Edited by Professor I. GOLLANG^
BABiBBtlo Talaa : the soarece <A
'The TwoGcBttemenof Veioaa,' 'Merry
Wives,' 'Much Ado about NoUiing.'
' All's Well that Bndn Well.'

19,20 Shahaapaava'a Ptatavoh 1 the
sources of ' Julius Casar,' 'Antony md
Cleopatra,' ' Coriolanas,' and "ranon.'
Edited by C F. Tdckkr Brookk, UJi.

Part IIL ...'.^^ .^
THB IiAMB SHBBBBPtaUiB

FOB TOUBO PBPPLB. ?

With Illustrations and Music Based on
Maryand Crarlfs LAnp'sTALtsirROM
SHAKBSPBARK, and edited by Professor
I.GOLLANCZ,wha has in'jerted within tlie

setting of the original proae those scenes
and passagesfn^tlic rlays vidth which
the young readershould eariy bedtteia ae>
guainted. The Music arranKed by T.
Maskxll Hardt. imperial i6mo,ciotli,

». 6d. net per vol. ; leataer.u, bd. net per
vol. ; Special School Edittcm, linen, 94.
net per vol.

I. ThaTampaat.
II. JLa Toa Gko It.

III. A MldaBBuaar Blifht*a

:

IV. Tha VaMhBBt ofVlBlBa.
V. Tho WlBta»*a Tala.
VI. Tvalfth Bi^t.
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Ill St. MARTHA'S LANE, LONJION, W.t
MIAKB8PBARB MBRAKV--««i»l.
TnK Lamb '^HXKBUPiUMm-tmtimmsd.
VII. QfmbclliM.
VJII. Ksmoo uMl Jolliift.
lXHMb«tlir^
X MoAh JLdo About Wothln<.
XI. AUf« of makMpMM tep tlitt

Tooatf. iPrtpttring.

ZIl.JUi vanlBtf with Blutk*-
BMUrat lo Dratnatic fableaux for

Young People, with Mmlc by T.
MaSkxu. KAKDT,aiid lUostntiotu.
Ckith, *t. net ; leather, $•. fkf. net

:

linen, i«. &<, net

PartIV.
mamxMm»mMMwm aiioiiiUiD.
A series of volumes illustn^tive of the life,

thoitfbt, andletteieof Baoandintbe ttme
of Shakespeare. The Atm volumes

in-.

sUk RiiRd-^fflU H.]l.-r-I^Ofa«0«
( fowtt 8vo, :u,td.

SHfaRIOAN'S <RiCHARD
BRINSLBY) CMi»l«t« W«rks.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3(r. 6if.

SHBKWOOD (MARQARBr).—
DAPHNE t a PastoraL With CUoured
Frontispieoe, Crown fro, cloth, 3«. 6rf.

SHIBL (M. P.), Novels 1^.
TSittPnvptoOtond. Cr.8TO,cloth,s«.&f.
UntoUfThlWIflwiwtlwt. Cr.tro,

cloih, (»,

SIGNBOARDS: Their History, in.
eluding famousTavemsahd RemaifcaUe
Characters. By Jacob LaxwOod and J.CHomn. With95 Illustrations. Crown
Svo, cloth, 39. 6(11

rart of the Entertainment given to
Quc«a BBsabeth at KenUvorth Castle in
IS75. With Introduction by Dr. Pqrni-
VAUL, and IHuatratlons. Demy Svo.
clo^ 5v. net.

Vli« RotfaMi an* T'^^lioadB of
BImkOBpoMf1i Touth; reprints of

Awdei^s ' iiratemitye of Vacabondes,'
''Harman'8'Cav«atforCommonCuraetors,'
Parson Haben's or Hyberdyne's ' Sttrmon
in Ptalse (rf Thieves and Thievery,' Ac.
With many woodcuts. Edited, vdth In-

troduction, by EDWARD ViLB* and Vt.
FURNIVALU Demy Svo, cloth, 5s. net

Bliafc^Mp—f HcdlBBlMdl t a retjrint

of ail the passages in HoUnsn-^'s
'Chronlole' of which use was made in

Shakespeare's Histo^cal Plays, with
Notes. Edited by W. G. Boswux
Stone. Royal Svo, cloth, ;of . bd. net

Th* Bebk of mimJbatliftB Y«n<
Edited, with N<^es. by W|U4Aif
Stanlkt BkaitbWaitx. With Frontis-

piece and Vignette. Small crown Svo,
cloth, 6f. net : vellum gilt lu. (>d. net

mo Bho>—poMfo JUlvaion pook.
Keprints of ail references to Sbakespeare
uid hisWorks liefore tlie close nf the 17th
century, oMected by Dr. Inol^bt, Miss
L. TovLMiN SMrrH, Dr. Fdrnivall, and
]. JL MniRO. Two vols., royal Svo, cloth,

au. net
JBanHmom*m DosoriBtlon of Bng-

land. Part IV. Uniform with Parts

I.-IIL as issued by the New Shakspere
Sodety. Edited bv Dr. Furnivall.
With additions by Mrs. C. C. Stopes.
(350 copies only.) 171. 6d. net

Jl Btndy of BbakOBpoAM. ByA.C.
SwiNBtJENU. Crown Svo, ctutb, 8«.

lOkOBpOOM. ByA. C.
SwuilURitB. Cruwn Svo, buckram, (a.

net.

M'a Bwoothoartt a
JBrnnoaoo* By Sarah H- bTKRUNo.
With Coionred.IUnstrutions by C. E.
Pbck. Square Svo, cloth. 61.

SHAR^ (WILLIAMH-Chlldran

SIMS (QBOROB R.), Books by.
Post Svo. illustrated boards, s«. oacbi doth

Ump, a«. Ad. each.

Tho KlBtf of boUB.
Tlaklotop'a CrlaaOi | Soyli*
Dnumia of iilfo* Vnth 60 niwttrauooa.
My Two Vlvaa. t IMoo OfVo-tey.
MomolBB of o Iioadlody.
BooBoa fkpom tko Bh<
ThoTon OoiBi

Crown Svo, future cover, u. each; doth.
K. 6d, eacn.

Tko iDotfoBot BooltMr oiiBBoodoip.
Tho Ooao of Ooovgo OoadlomoB.
DoiOB0l> OltSlOB. I

IilllB Wo IttVO.
Tomu^ Mbs. Oondlo*
la TlBtf of IiOndOBU

Crown Svo, doth, 3a. (td, each}
iricture boards, ts. each ; doth, a*.

iMMotw Staufm Momolio*
MoFjr JaBO llonplod*~ ' mot Abvood.

JK •wv

«lt( Crown 8vo, dotl^' $t.6d.

Crown Svo, d«th , 3f. (Sdl ,«|bh.

Joyoo PlooBontfy. Wtk a nroatls-
piece by Hugh TBoMSpB.

For Iilfo-ond JUKor.
Onoo upon a Ohrtstaiaa Timo.

With 8 Illustrations by Cha&6rrbn,RI.
Ill XrfmdoB'B Hoavti
A Blind BTanlatfo.
Wlthon* (ho Iilmolltfht.
Tho Bmall-part Iiady.
Bioimpha of Babylon.
Hla Wlfa'a Bovango.
Tho Myatogy of Mary Jtono. <^

Hcture cloth, flat back, is. eadi.

.^otfaoa ad ~ _
'

In liondoii'a Btoart.
PoroLAR EumoMa met^ium tvot (M. each.
Mary Jano'a MomolrB.

oda.RotfoaaaBdYi
Hopr tho Pooruto; and HoRrtttlt

Crown Sigs leatherette^ i«.

C(tywn8vQ^ lit.



s8 CHATTO ft WINDUS, PUBLISHERS,

SHBLLBY'S Conpl«toWORKS
ta VMTMaad ProM. Edited bv R.
Hbrnk Shbphsrd. s VoIim is,6d.—,

VoatlMd Werka, in Three Vota. :
^

Vol. L Margaret Nlcholaon; ShcUe/s
CorreepoDdence with Stockdalc ;Wandering

yocen Ifab t Alastor ; Roeaiind and
•Ian ; PromcthenaUnbound ; Adonaia.
VoL II. Laon and Cythna! The Cendi

TuUan and Maddalo ; Swellfoot the Tyrant

;

The Witch o<AUaa ; Epipiychidlon ; HeUas.
VoL IIL PoBthumona Poeme; The

Masque of Anarchy ; end other Plecei.

i:

VovlU, in Two Vols.

:

Vol. I. Zastroui ; St Irvyne ; Dublin and
Marlow Pamphlets ; Refutation of Deism

:

LetterstoLeiKhHunt: Minor Writings.
Vol. II. UMavs ; Letters from Abroad

;

Translations ana Fragments ; a Biography.

5I5TBRD0RA. By M. Lonsdale.
Demy 8vo, 4<l. ; doth, 6d.

SLANG DICTIONARY (Tlie): His-
torical and Anecdotal. Cr. 8to, cL, 6s. 6d.

SMBDLBY (CONSTANCE: Mrs.
MuwaU Armflald). Novate by.
Crown 8to, cloth, 6s. each.

Tlia Junm PrtneM*. |

SOCIETY IN LONDON. Crown
8vo, u. I cloth, i«. 6d.

SOMERSET (Lord HENRY).-
5r ngs of Adlon. 4to, Jap. vellum. 6«.

SPEIGHT (T. W.), Novels by.
Post 8vo, illustrated Iraatds, is. each.

Th« MyotarlM of Horoa Dyk«i
By Daviovo Ways.
Boodwlakad; & aadyoroft Mya-

tmrj,
I
The OoId«B Hoop.

BMik to Lift.
I
Qaittanoo In FuU.

Vho boadwatov Tvmtfody.
Bnrtfo'o Romanoo.AHu[aabaad from tho

Crown 8vo, cloth. <u> 6d. each.

Hot Iiadyohlp. I Tlio Oroy Moakt
Tho Mastor of Tronanoo.
Tho SoOMt of Wyvom Towon.
Doom ofStva. | As itwasVvitteii
Tho Web of Fato.
zpoviaiioss of Mr. YaraOboyls.

topptatf FUiidfdldi Cr.8vo,doth,6s.

Wlf« or Mo WlfB.Po8t Svo.doth, is. 6d.

SPEIGHT (B. E.).—The Galleon
of Torbay. Crown tvo, cloth, 6s.

5PBNSER forChildren. By M. il.

TdWRY. With Coloured Illustrations by
W. J. MOROAM. Crcwn 4to, dotb, 3«, 6d.

SPBTTIOUB (H. H.). -
Horltago of Bvo. Cr. Svo^ doth, ti.

SPIBLMANN (MRS. M. H.).—

fth numerous Illustrations by GORDON
Browns. Large crown tvo, doth, s<< net.

Tho Kalnbow Bookt aiTftn
Tales ofVan and Wmmew, With

?7 Illustrations by Arthor Rackhau.
iuoH Thomson, bkrmard Partridgk,
LXWI& Baumrr, and other artists. Large
crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 51. net.

SPRIGGE (S. SQUIRE).— An
indttstrloiis ChovsUor. Crown 8to,

3*. 64.
'

STAFFORD (JOHN). NoveUhy.
Doris and I. Crown 8tO| doth, 3s. 6d.

Oavltoa FHOVS. Crown 8vo. doth, 6*.

STANLEY (WINIFRED).—

A

Plash of the WIIL Cr. Svo. doth. 6s.

STARRY HEAYBNS Poetical
Blftlidsy Book. Pott 8vo, doth, as. 6d.

STEDMAN (E. C.)«-Yictorian
Foots. Crown 8voi, cloth, gs.

STEPHENS (RICCARDO).~The
Crodfonn Mark. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d.

STEPHENS (R. NBILSON).-
Philip Winwood. Cr. 8to. d., 31. 6d.

STERLING (S. H.), Stories by.
Square 8vo, cloth, 6s, each.

6 Coloured Illustrations by C. B. PscK.
ML Iiady of Klntf JLsthiu^s Ooavt.

With Illustrations in Colour by Clara
Elsbnb Pxck, and other Decorations.

STERNDALB (R. ARMITAQB).
—Tho Afthao Knita. Post 8to,cloth,
3s. 6d. ; illustrated boards, aj;

STERNE (LAURENCE).—
A Sontlmoatal Joomey. With 89
Illustrations by T. H. Robinson, and
a Photogravure Portrait. Crown 8vo^
cloth gilt, 3S. 6d.

STEYENSON (BURTON B.).—
Affairs of 3taCe. Crown 8vd, cloth.
3s.6d.

STOCKTON (FRANK R.).-The
YonajK Mastor of Hysoa HsU. With
36 IlluBtrations. Crown 8vo, dOth|
3s,6d. ; picture doth, flat back, a«.

STODDARD (C. W.). Books hy.
Po«t 8vo, cloth, gilt top, fit. net each.

tenth-Sea "Uanmi Summer Cmislnie.

The lRlMi4 ofTvavfv|l Oeil^htet
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111 ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C
5TeVBNS0N (R. LOUIS),

Wwtohgr* Cr. Svo, bocknun, 6t. Mcb.
9lHtv«ls vrttti a DoBtey. With

Fronlispleoe by Waltu Crane.
Mm lalMid Voyatfa. with a PMntls-

picce by Waltsk Ckanb.
VlUBlliup StodlM OfMan ft Books.

B ti Pocmt.
mnd Portndtib

BalSuS. I FrtBooOtto.
JLovoM Alio Plains.
Wolv off HonnlstoB.
fii tlM aontli Smm.

off Tvavol.

Collootod Pooms off. b. .
DON With a Portraita. c/in»,\miSSSShl

*ViiS^*^^• ^* atavouon
la tbo Paelflo. By Akthur John-
noNK. With Portrait and FacSmUa
Letter. Crown Sto, backniin. <S*. net.

sTOnk ^cHklStOPHER).-
Tli^ Riao SarV. Crowo 8vo, doth, 6>.

STRAUS (RALPH), Novels by.
Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. each.
Man MjMkvt.

Ood'R
Tko
The Littio Ood'R Dram.

STRUtt (jOset^rt).-Hie"—'
PRatlaaa of tiM PttopI*

liluatrationa.

la thm M*t off Wri«lB|k

Coloared Frontispiece and other liluatra-

tiona by A. S. BOTD.
, ^ s .^^

BOB<>offTrawol. Cr.Svo.buckram. 5*. Uy^^.T^^"* fi, ' ^,":.=-=9-
Mi^to.' Crown 8V< .STUART (H. LONOAN.)—

Jportaaad'
of England. With 140

backraai,6if. ; poat 8vo, lltuat. boards 2s.i

PownjUi Edition, mediuaa 8vo^ 6d.

Large crown ivok doth. 7«. 6d, net each
paroinient, lor. M. net each ; Larob Paper
Edition, pare rag paper, the Plates
Bounted. vellum, ai«. net each.
Mn Inland Toyatfo. with 11 lUus-

tnittons in Colour, ia in Black and White,
and Mher Decorations, by Noel Rooke.

Vvavola with a Donkoy In tho
Ooironnon. with la lllustraUons in
Colour. la in Black and White, and
other Decorations, by Noel Rooke.

JL QhUd'k OavdoB offVonos. With
la Illustrations in Colour and numerous
Black and White Drawings by Milli-
CENT SoyrBRBT. Large crown 8vo, cloth,

St. net : Large Paper Editioi^ parch-
ment, 10*. 6d. net.

Poat 8vo, cloth baeka, u. net each ; leather,

2S. net each.
JL Ohvtatmas Bormon.

Mtton at Valllma.
TSere ia also a Miniature Edition of
the Praters in vdvet calf yapp (2| by
if In.), n. 6rf.net

TkoBoleldoOlab; andTkoBaJak'a
Diamond. (From New Arabian
Nights.) With 8 Illustrations by W. J.
Hbnnesst. Crown Sva cloth, 35. f'J.

Tko Btovonson Roadw. Edited by
Lloyd Osboorne. Post Svo, doth,
as.6d,; buckram, 0lt top, 3s. 6d.

Tko Foekat BA.B.t Favourite I*as-

aages. i6mo.cl. u. net ; leather, js. net
LiutOB Ttpb; Fine Paper EDmoNS.

Pott 8vo^ doth, gilt top, 3jr. net each

;

leather, fdit edges, is, net each.
Mm Inland Toyaia
TMvala wltk a Donkej.
VligliiUraa Faavlsqne.
WmSSmaBtodlaa^ Man* Books.
KowAvaklan Hltfkts.
M«a«4aa and PoHvalts.

itka Plalna
Motopsr Man. | Pvlnoo Otto.

In tko Bontk Boas.

Wooping Croaa. Crown 8vft doth.' 6$.

Sultan (THE) ANt> His si)^-
JBCT8. By Richard Davet. With
Portrait Demy Svo. cloth, fs. 6d. net

SUNDOWNER, Stories by.
SoldJMrtkoTafapaU. Cr. Svo^ju.M.
Tka Tala off tko Banant. Crown

8vo. ck)th. aat back. is.

SUTRO
PoollahVi

(ALFRED). — The
Irgine* Fcp. Svo. i*.: d.. u,6d.

SWIFT'S (Dean) Choice Worlu,
in Proie and Verse. Cr. 8vo. ct, 3i.,6rf.

Jonatkan Barlft: A Study. By 1.

Churton Collins. Cr. Svo. d.. y. id.

SWINBURNE'S (ALQBRNON
CHARLB5) Works.

Up.Bwlnbnrna'sGollaetadFoams.
In 6 Vols., crown Svo. 36a. net the set

Mr. Bartnbnma's Collaotad Tra-
Itadloa. In sVols^cr.Svo, yos. net the set.
actions nom Mr. Bwlnbopna'a
WoPks. With Preface by T. Watts.
DUNTON, and a Photogravure Plates.
Fcap. Svo, ts. ^^

Tko Qusen-liotbor: and ftoaa-
ntond. Crown Svo, "js. 6d. net

Atalanta in CalydoD. Crown Svo, 6*.
GkastalaPd t A Tragedy. Crown Svo, j$.
Poams and Ballads. First Series

Crown Svo, 91.

Poams and Ballads* Second Sbriesl
Crown Svo. q».

Poams and Ballads.
Crown Svo, 7«.

Bongs bsfsvo BnnHsa.
105. f)d.

Botkwall ! A Tragedy. Crown Svo^ tu.6i.
Bongs ofTwo Nations. Crown 8vo,6s
Oaorga Gkapman (In Vol. II. of Q,

CHAPMAN'S Works.) Crown Svo, 3«. 6d.
ssays and Btndlas. Crown 8vo,ia«.
Bra«mtkans : A Traiiedv. Crown Svo 6s.M Nota onCkarlottaBponto. Crown

Svo, 6i.

M Btndy Off Bkakaspaafo. Cr. Svo, It,

Third ^Risa

Crown 8vo^

> "1



cHATTo Ik wmiyirs, i^utimiiBid,

Wfu.6t»

wmma

ManrlMMUlti ATnifl«lT. Grown tiGrown 8?o,8j.

OrowDtvo,af.
A CkiitunratftouBdala. Cr. Svo, 6«.

aMki—MMg •liday. Cr.tvo, 7«.

MluNtee Valtovoi A IVagady. Grown

ABtiMyofVlelovHvio. CnSvo^fi*.
IliBMtllaalM. CcownSvo, IM.
limnplMi A ti-agedy. CroWnSvo.Si.
JLatodyof B«ii#OBaaH. Or.»ro^7«<

VlM SlBtant A TragMy. Crown 9n>, 6c
JUt>0|Ml«lt Aft>.Cr<»wn «fa 71.

Crown 8vo,o«.
TiM Val« at •Ian. Crown 8vo, 71.

KMMunuBd. QiMMm of th* Lom<
bMntot A Tragedy. Orowa8vo,6f.

A Ch>nwl FRMa<«. Crown 8vo, ?«.

XiOVA'a OMMa-Cim«iitat A Year's
ItetUsr^ Crown 8vq, 6*. net.

Vllllam Blak«. Crown 8to, 61. net
raiCblUMOf GAlidUu Cruwn8To,5«.
SIM Mf df ShiikMpMra. Crown

Svo. 6«. nfct.

SWINNBRTON (FRANK A.).-
Tl|« Miry M—it. Cr. 8»o. doth. 6s

snmrt (NfiirtA). Nov«u bv.
Mnam Vrngi^ Crown 8vo, cloth, 3«. 6d.

Grown 8vo, cloth, 61. each.
A OABtta of DVMUDIS.
Olivia L. Oarow.

TAINB'S History off English
Llt«ratar«. Trana. byHKNRT Van Laun.
Foar VoUu, demv 8vo, d., 30*.—I\>polar
BomoN, Two Vols., crown 8to. cI., 15s.

;

Pub Papbr Edition, m Four V<d8.,with
33 Portraits, pott 870, cloth,gUt top. 2«.aet

I
per vol ; leather, gilt Jdges, »#. net per trol

TALES FOR THE HOMES.
By TWKMTY-SIXWCLL-KNOVtiACTItORS.
EcUted by Rev» J. IfASCHANT. Publishad
for the beneatof the Baknardo Me-
morial Fund. Vnih 3 Portraits. Crown
8vo, doth. 51. net

TAYLOR (TOM).— Historical
Draaufk Crown 8vo. xs. each^
'IcannbJDarc.'
**rwiXT A3tx AND Crown.'
'Ttm Fool's RIevsnok.'
' Arkwrioht's Wipe.'
'AmntBOLBTN.'
•Plot and Passion.'

THACKERAY : The Rose and
TiM Riiiff. With Coiouned Frontispiece,

44 Illustrations (la in Two Tints) and
Decorative End-popers by Gordon
Brownb. Demy 8vo, doth, st. 6d. net

nuMkOMiar (Tll« PookOtX Arranged
by A. H. Htatt. i6mOk doth, gilt

top, 2t. net ; leather, j^tt top, 3*« P«t.

THOMAS (ANNIE), Novels by.
inio Slrcn's Well. Cr. 8vo, cl., ««. m.
Comtsdes Ttiie* c^own 8vo^ doth, 6s,

THOMAS{BnkTMkH^fUhf,

Grown tvo^ doth, 6t,

VIM Hooss oa l~
Tho Boa of cho

THORBAU : ma Lf^ and Alois.
By A. H. Paob. With a FortnUt. pMt
8to, bodnram, ja, 64.

THORNBURY (WALTBR).—
TalM for the MMrtaea. Pott 9n,

illustrated boards, is. ..a

.ii.

TIMBS (JO*«N), Wdrld %.
Crowi| 8vo^do^ ff. 6d. each.

anlM mm Olok bflte la
Witli4iinust(htIons.

BnlSb looeatvlM
iHeltl«a. With ^Slllvauajtlons.

TREETON (ERNEST A.).-Tlie
liMtfCBtor. Growil 8«9, oloth. At.

TROLLOPB (ANTHONY), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, doth, 3s. 6d. each; pott
8vo. lUnatrated boards, at. each.

Tbo WayWe Idve Mev.
Vvan FiMhauuia. [ Maflea Visar*
The IiABA-LMMfiMMb

Post 8vo, illustrated boiiMs, is.

Kept la the Dark. '

The JLaiertoaa eaatop.
The Oolden l«ioa of Otaa]

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each.
Mvi Beavbovonith's ^anally.
John Oaldlgate.

TROLLOPB (FRANCES B.),
Novels by. Crown Sro, doth, st. od.
each^post 8vo, illustrated boards, as,each.

TROLLOPB (T. A.).«*Olaiiioiid
Cat MeaMBtf. BMt»ro^iUaB.bd&. is.

TURENNB (RAYMOND).—The
Last of th« AtenaMlhe. Crown Bn,
clotit, 3s. 6d. 1^

•

Crown
TWAIN'S (MARK) Bo^
UNIFORM LIBRARVEDlTlOli

8vo, doth. 3t. 6d. each.
HarkT»eiB*BldhHuFy^fBanoos.

With 197 liiustrationsj^ £. W. Kkmblk.
RonghlBtf It t and The Xnaoeeats

at Howe. IK^th:MoX]|Blitr«Uceaby
F.A. FRASBR.' ,,: ;,(

' ,.. •',

TheAawviean laaltnatil Wtthsi
_ Illnstraiions bV^AL Rt^bn
add*ahead aPlliaa.. V9l
and Six liluatratlons bitoimitratloqa

•VheJUlveatinesu.
With III Itlqatratloia.



uim niaettint iAMt^^t/iNDOM;/w£.

WMk t6
TWAIII <RMmD--«MMlAiiMA

~
fUwIfatleiM by Dan Biaiid.

Wm, WUhPtort
With 3^ IlhMts.

WoaAl «r. Ntw
WtthaMlUoita.

. E^ICkk Twan
CD. WiMwn-^ with aj

with T90 Idttttrations.

aia Illustc

l&i£i
IlltMtl.

*VMJUI
VtBB* 174 masts, by B. W. Kkmblk

•M Ti>Mii M IIM Oowrt 0ffKlBtf
Avthw. aao Illusts. by Dan H' ^ rd.

•SIM StolMi WllH« BtopluuK.

Wltbiainusls.byF. V.Du Mokd

snsrsisfi
iMIltf . With Pn^ntln^ece.

)*tnpl»d Hftdl«ty-

With Life. Portria.. and lUuatraUons.
%* The Booka marked *a«7l)e had alao in

^oaltvo, doth, a*. MMh.
. I II .

PaPOLAR JBomoMa^QCf^ium 8vo, ftrf. aach

Vooi SikWyMf*
I
• Vvami^ Abroad.

TIM IMiaos Mk« th« »aap«r.

__TmmiM*mmkmuih—, Pott Svo,

cloth, ^lop, at. net; leather, ^t edgea.

SI. oat ; post Svo, doth. tt.

TWCLLS (JULIA H.).—Bt tu,
Sajasa | Crown 8va cloth, 6s.

TYILBR (5/ RAH), NoveU by.
Ckowtt 8vo, ctoth, 3«. 6d. eadi i post 8vo,

,
lUnstratedboarda, u. eadi.

^•WMkkwll Oboivta.
. WhmM Bhm CMuna Thvough.

Poat fvok Ulmtrated boards, a*, each,

OUitf*.

Crown 8«o. cloth. 3*. 60, each.
Thm VmMkamald Imam*n» Vlttkh-Wlfa.
mImI I*atffe«B. t Savphlnk
Mn. ChuniialaMl'B Oodd——

.

JL Heii«rB>o«ii*s clip—.

lel

•B or Mark:
ak'aOir.
fmWiSinni

*aliWtaU>MliMli*a
3»

TVTLBR (C. C. raA8RR.VX
MtottsM JttdilClk Cvown tM^ owim
3f.6i<.: ppat tro. IMuatratad bofda> t»

UPWARdTaLLBN), N«vitld ly.
Tlia ^|uaMi rtfnt™** OwMk

Svo^ doth. 3«. (3. : picture doth, I

a<. } poat 8to. pldorejioafda, as,

Tha nMUitoi
Crown 8vo,

Atom 1

>. cloth. 6t.

VANDAM (ALBERT 1V).-^A
CMUt Trsffady. With 6 lUMfratloaa
by J. B. DAVI8. CroMm 8vo. cloth, $m. 6d,

VA8HTI aikl BSTHBR.
• Belle' of TAfWtfrM. Cr. »ro. ct 3f

.

a
VBNECB INTHBBIOHTBBNTH

Oontuvy. By Pmupni Mommui.
Translated from the French, with a
Frontlsrtecf. Dewy >?o, cl., js, "M' not.

VICBNZA (Ttie Painterd «l^-
By Tancrbc BoKsmiia. With 15 full,

page Plataa. Demy Svo, doth^ ft, M.
net.

VIZBTBLLY (ERNEST A.).
Books by. Crown 8vo,cloth, 3$, 6d. aaca.

Vho SoorploB.
Vho Iiovora

~

APathofffhoVflUi. Crown Sro^dothitf.
Sho Wild MaMolas life andAdven*

turea of AnnaniT Onerry da Manbfanll.
Crown 8vo, doth. 6t.

WALLACE (LBW.>.-BMi-H«r:
A Tale •! tko Ckrlat. Crown tvo,
cloth. 3J. 6d.

WALLER (S. B.).—SelNidtldfiI'd
_ ^•crot WIthglUuats. CT.9vo.tl.6t.

WALTON and COTTON'S
Camplato Aafior. Pott Svo^ cloth,
gilt, a*, net ; leather, gilt edgea, 31. net

WALT WHITMAN, Poemi by.
Edited, with Introdoctlon, by W. If. Ro».
sam. With Portrait. Crown Srp,
buckram, 6t. ; pott 8yo, doth, at, net

;

leather. 31. net

WARDEN (PLORBNCB), by*
Joan, tho Otawtm. Crown 9f6, doth

3s, 6d. I picture cloth, flat back. at.

Crown >vo, dnth. St. St. each.
ThoBoartof a.01vL WlthSIUnsta^
Tom Dawaoa.
Tho TouBtfoat Klaa Broan.
A Fight to a FiBlat«»
Tho Old Houae at tho Comor.
Kovo and I/ovdahlp.
What Ought 8ho to Do?
My Lady of Whlma.

CttnilM Jaoqowllno. Ctown Svo,
picture doth, flat back, zs.

WARMAN (CY).--The Express
H—aoager. Cr'>wo 8vo^ cloth, 3iu 6d.

WASSiRMANN (LILLIAS).—
Tba OaffadlU. Croma Svo, doth, i«,(W,

•^'iM
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CHATTO ft WINDUS, PUSLISHSkS.

WARRANTto BxacatoChariesl.
AVacalmik, with th« 59 8tgnaturMaod

__8««li. is.

t to x«eiit« Marr Qn(
enEliMb*I. Includinti Queen EliMbctU'i

ttigaature and the Great 8caL at.

WILLS (C. J.). Novtit by.
An >ir-tfai«i Prttow. Crow* two,

cloth, is. Od,

HtoD<>d>nH» Cifowatfo^clatt.a».

WBBBBR (BYRON).-Spoi
S9«ifl«a. Crown 8vo, cloth, a

rtand

WBRNBR (A.).— ChapenKa*«
Wklto M«a. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

WILSON (Dr. ANDREW), hy.
ChapttM «i BvolattoB. With an

luuatratlooa. Crown 8to, cloth, j$, 6d.

LaUuM-TlOMMadlM. WlthlUiMtn.
tlona. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6c

OommoB JtoeM«Ata» miA htm to
TvMbtThOBU Cr. 8vot i«. ; doth, u.W

.

WBSTALL (WILL.), Novel* by.
Traat-MOB«y. Crown 8vo .cloth, 31. 6d.

;

pott 8vo, IUu.->trated bo irdi, 2s.

With tb« R«d afl«i Popular
BuiTION, medlam 8vo, 6d.

Crown 8vOk cloth, y. 6d. each.

JL Woman Tomptod Blm.
Vor HoBoav and LIfi.
H«r Two MllUoBB.
Two Plnohaa of nnlL
With tlio Red Baflo.

lal. I NILon Olou^. I Blrob Done.
A Rod Bridal. ri^l Vortoaono.

Tho Old Faotonr.
ona of Bollal. f Stvantfo Orimoa.
Hor I«adyalilp'a Boovot.
The Phantom Olty.
Ralph Norbreok'a Traat.
A Qnoov Raoo. 1 Rod Ryvintfton.
Roy of Roy'a Court.
Aa iiuok would have it.

Aa a Man 8owa.
The Old Bank.
Dr. Wynne'a Rovontfo.
The Saored Oreaoenta.
A Vary Queer Bualneaa.

WESTBURY (ATHA). — The
Shadow of Hilton Pernbrook. Crown
8vo, cloth, 3J. ()d.

WHEELWRIQHT (E. Q.).—

A

5I0W Awakening. Crown 8vo cloth, 6s.

WHISHAW (FRED.), NoveU
by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3«. id. each.

A Forbidden Name.
Many Waya of Love. With 8 lilustt

Near the Tear, near Death.
A Splendid Impoator.

WILDE (LADY).—The Ancient
Ucreada, Charms,and Suporctitlons
of Ireland. Crown Svo, cloth, 31. 6d.

WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU).—
Ihi Chemistry of Cookery. Crown
8vo. cloth, 6s.

WINTER (JOHN STRANGE),
by.

RovUnamtai fitgenfla Post tvo,
lUuatratcd boaids, ms. ; eloth, ts. 6d.

Cavalry Llflla; and Regimental
fiejendii crown Svo^ cloih, sj. 6d. i

picture cloth, flat back, u.

WOOD (H. P.), Detective Stories
by. Pott 8vo, illustrated boards. %s. each.

Tbo RngHahmaw of the Rne Cala,

WOOLLEY(CELU PARKER).—
Rachel Aii ttreeg. Post »)o,Ms.6d,

WRAQQE (CLEMENT L.).—
The Romance ef the Sooth Seen.
Wlth84 Illuttratlont. Crown Svo^ doth,
7«. 6d. net

WRIQHT (THOMASL-Hlitory
of Carlcatore and ef tiM Qretaaqoa
la Art, Lltaratarot Sculpture and
Paintlnff. Illustrated by F. W.
Fairholt. Crown 8to, cloth, js. 6d.

ZANQWILL (LOUIS).—A Nlne-
toenth Century Miracle. Crown 8vo,
cloth, 3«. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, is.

ZOLA (EMILE), Novels by.
Uniform Edition. Mostly Translatedor
Kdited. with Introductions, by Brnkst
A.VlZBTELLY. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each

HiaMaaterpiooo. I TheJoyof Life.
Germinal. I

Thirhae Raqnin.
The Honour of tbo Army.
Abbe Monret'a Tranatfreaalon.
The Fortune of the RougOna.
Tbo Conqneet ef Flaaaana.
Tbo Dram-Bbop.
Tbo Fat and tbo Thin, t Money.
lie Bxoellenoy.
The Downfall.
I«ourdea.
Rome*
Parla.

The Dream.
Doetor Faaeal.
Pruitfulm
Work.
Truth.

WILLIAMSON (Mrs. P. H.).—

A

Child widow. Post 8to, must, bdsnaj.

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, fWf. each.

AbbS Monret'a Tranfjtfreaaion,
The Fortune of the RouSOna.
Iiourdea

t
Rome. I Tbo DownSalL

Parla. | Money. The Dram-
Tbo Joy of Life. I

Unwin Brothers, Ltd., Printers, 37, Pilgrim Street, LuUgate Hill, London, E.C.
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tlve Stories
boards. a«. each.
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»ARKBR).—
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• SMtllStM.
^rewnSvo^cloth,
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).—A Nine-
•!•• Crown 8vo,
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•Joyof Lift.
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ROttgOns.

iB. t MoBOsr.
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