
CIHM
Microfiche
Series

(Monographs)

ICMH
Collection de
microfiches
(monographies)

Canadian Institute for Historical Microreproductions / Institu jdien de microreproductions historiques

1QQQ



Technical and Bibliographic Notes / Notes techniques et bibliographiques

The Institute has attempted to obtain the best original

copy available for filming. Features of this copy which
may be bibliographically unique, which may alter any of

the images in the reproduction, or which may
significantly change the usual method of filming are
checked below.

Coloured covers /

Couverture de couleur

Covers damaged /

COL)uverture endommagee

I I

Covers restored and/or laminated /

I

1 Couverture restauree eVcu pelliculee

I I

Cover title missmg / Le titre oe couverture manque

I I

Coloured maps / Cartes geographiques en couleur

I I Coloureo ink (i.e. other than blue or black) /

Encre de couleur (i.e. autre que bleue ou noire)

Coloured plates and/or illustrations /

Planches et/ou iili'strations en couleur

Bound with other material /

Relie avec J'autres documents

D Only edition available /

Seule edition disponible

I

I

Tight binding may cause shadows or distorlion along
'

1 inferior margin / La reliure serree peut causer de
I'ombre ou de la distorsion le long de la marge
interieure.

D

D

Blank leaves added during restorations may appear
within the texi. Whenever possible, these have been
omitted from filming / II se peut que certaines pages
blanches ajoutees lors d'une restauration
apparaissent dans le texte, mais, lorsque cela etait

possible, ces pages n'ont pas ete fiimees.

Additional comments /

Commentaires supplementaires:

L'Institut a microfilme le meilleur exemplaire qu'il lui a
ete possible de se procurer. Les details de cet exem-
plaire qui sont peut-efre uniques du point de vue bibli-

ographique, qui peuvent modifier une image reproduite,

ou qui peuvent exigc une modification dans la metho-
de normale de filmage sont indiques ci-dessous.

I I

Coloured pages / Pages de couleur

n

n

."^aqes damaged / Pages cndomimagees

Pages restored and/or laminated /

Pages restaurees et/ou pelliculee?

Pages discoloured, stained or foxed /

Pages decolorees, tachetees ou piquees

Pages detached / Pages detachees

\v'
I

Shovklhrough / Transparence

Quality of print vanes/
Qualite inegale de Timpression

D
D

n

Includes supplementary material /

Comprend du matenel supplementaire

Pages wholly or partially obscured by c'eta slips,

tissues, etc., have been refilmed to ensure the best
possible image / Les pages totalement ou
partiellement obscurcies par un feuiliet d'errata, une
pelure, etc., ont ete filmees a nouveau de fa?on a
obtenir la meilleure image possible.

Opposing pages with varying colouration or
discolourations are fumed twice to ensure the best
possible image / Les pages s'opposant ayant des
colorations variables ou des decolorations sont
filmees deux fois afin d'obtenir la meilleure image
possible.

This item is filmed at the reduction ratio cbcckcv' helow /

Cc document est filme au taux de reduction indique ci-dessous.



The copy filmed here has been reproduced thanks
to the generosity of.

National Library of Canada

L'exemplaire film6 fut reproduit grace ^ la

g^n^rositd de:

Bibliothcque Rationale du Canada

The images appearing here are the best quality
possible considering the condition and legibiiiry
of the original copy and in keeping with the
filming contract specifications.

Original copies in printed paper covers are filmed
beginning with the fror.t cover and ending on
the last page with a printed or illustrate iioree-
sion, or the back cover when appropriatb. i

other original copies are filmed beginning o., ihe
first page with a printed or illustrated impres-
sion, and ending on the last page with a printed
or illustrated impression.

The last recorded frame on rach microfiche
shall contain the symbol —^ (meaning "CON-
TINUED'l. or the symbol V (meaning "END"),
whichever applies.

Maps, pistes, charts, etc.. may be filmed at
different reduction ratios. Thoso too large to be
entirely included in one exposure are filmed
beginning in the upper left hand corner, left to
right and top to bottom, as many frames as
required. The following diagrams illustrate the
method;

Las images suivantes ont *t* reprnduites avec le
plus grand soin. compte tenu de la condition et
de la nenet6 de l'exemplaire film*, et en
conformity avec les conditions du cnntrat de
filmaga.

Les exemplairea origjnaux dont la couverture en
papier est imprim*e sont film6s en commencant
par le premier plat et en terminant soit par la

derniAre page qui comporte une empreinte
d'impression ou d'illustration, soit par le second
plat, salon le cas. Tous les autres oxemplaires
originaux sont film*s en commenpan: par la

premidre page qui comporte une empreinte
d'impression ou d'illustration et en terminant par
la derniAre page qui comporte une telle

empreinte.

Un des symboles suivants apparaitra sur la

dernidre image de chaque microfiche, selon !e

cas: le symbole —•- signifie 'A SUIVRE ". le

symbole V signifie 'FIN '.

Les cartes, planches, tableaux, etc., peuvent etre
film*s A des taux do r6duction diff^rents
Lorsq je le document est trop grand pour etre
reproduit en un seul cliche, il est film* ^ partir
de I'angle sup^rieur gauche, de gauche ^ droite,
et de haut en bas, en prenant le nombre
dimages n^cessaire. Les diagrammes suivants
illustrent la m^thode.

1 2 3

1 2 3

4 5 6



MICROCOPY RESOLUTION TEST CHART

ANSI cind ISO Itil CHAWI No 2

1.0

I.I

1.25

1,.

1.4

[1

2.5

2.2

2.0

1.8

1.6

^ .APPLIED IIVHGE Inc

6bJ tQsl Mil." SIfi



rifji-'' r- *

11,
i'^

I! ft/ -=

,-:rf^«*«-er-%



CANADA

I
yi:i;:
SI"!-

i;;..

i':':.

NATIONAL LIBRARY

BIBLIOTHEOUE NATIONALE

ill:

;i



;
• f

Dorothy Vernon of

Haddon Hall

i.l:;

5i''

BY

CHARLES MAJOR
AVTHOR OF "WHEN KNIGHTHOOD WAS IN FLOWER," "THE BEARS

OF BLUE RIVER," ETC.

WITH ILLUSTRATIONS BY

HOWARD CHANDLER CHRISTY

I

It :

1* TORONTO
THE MACMILLAX CO. OF CANADA, Ltd.

1910



/ _> /

Copyright, rgo*.

9! THE MACMiLLAN COMPANY.

«« Of. and electrotypeJ. PuW.shed April, igca. ReprintM
input, S<:[nrmb<.r. ,qoj Ja,u,.:rv, July, October. Decemb*
iHcr ,^ry Januirv March Apnl, August. i<^: February,
,\pnJ, July, , io,; Fcoruary, .September. 1906; M.irch, nrrember,
•907;

.
|.i:,ubor. .,^8; March, ,,0, ; January, ,.,,0 ; Ke.n.ary,

t«ice, 1910.

NoT'WOO/i Prtit

^ S. Cushing iSf Co — Berwick fif SmM- fr>

Narwoed, Maa., U.S.A.



Co spp Miff

I



i

I



CONTENTS

A Touch of Black Magic .

CHArTER

1. I RIUE DOWN TO HadDON .

II. The Iron, the Seeo, the Cloud, and the Rain
III. The I'lrcHKR goes to the Well
IV. The Golden Heart

V. Mine Enemy's Rook-tkee .

VI. A Da.ngerous Trip to Derby-town

VII. Tribulation in Haddon
VIII. Malcolm No. 2 . . . .

IX. A Tryst at Bowling Green Gate
X. Thomas the Man-serva.nt .

XI. The Cost Mark of Joy

XII. The Leicester Possibility .

XIII. Proud Days for the Old Hall
XIV. Mary Stuart ....
XV. Light

XVI. Leicester waits at the Stile ,

VAGI

> I

3

«9

35

62

91

108

130

163

181

21!

260

281

302

333

360

yii



I



ILLUSTRATIONS

Dorothy Vernon .

"'He must be some famous, dashing highwayman '

" ' I will open the veins in this arm ' "
,

Frontispiece

FACING I'AGB

. 28

"Her father-s oath had hardly been spoken till the girl tore her
bodice from her shoulders "

.

" She stood in passive silence "

" ' If you kill him, John, it will break mv heart '

"

' • •

"
'
Ah; thought I.

. . .
' Doll is a miserable coquette ' "

" She sank to her knees on the dungeon floor "

136

156

172

200

296

352



I
f

I



I

A TOUCH OF BLACK MAGIC

J
DRAW the wizard's circle upon the sands, and blueflames spring from its circumference. I describe an

wnrH^'"r' '

J""^
-'''" ^^'^"^'^^^ ^""^^ responsive to myv^ords of magic. I touch the common centre of both withmy wan and red flames, Hke adders' tongues, leap fl t ^ea th Over these flames I place my caldron filled withthe blood of a new-killed doe, and as it boils I speak mvmcantations and make my mystic signs and passes at^hmg the bloodred mistas it rises to meet Ihe Spirts or

the Great K "JV^J"'-^^'""^ ^« I learned them from

umes tak ;;^' f "'°"' '"^ "'^''^'
^ '^''''' ^he ruddy

PaTt th
PT'? ''"^'- ^''' "' '^' ^^'^' fathomlessl^ast- the last of near four hundred years ago-comes

tou^c^'of'
'.',7"."'" '' ""^^'^'' P""^P«"^ f^'k ^" having atouch of ch.Id.sh savagery which shows itself in the fierce-ness of tneir love and of their hate.

The fairest castle-chatcau in all England's r.eat do-nia>n the walls and halls of which wer; builded ,^ hedepths of time, takes on again its olden form quick with

r;raint fr"^ '"" ^'^ -^'^^^'^ "^ ^^'^^^"^ Toler issumy quaint and radiant company. Some are clad in gold

kinl-^'tr' 'lyT-r''^'"^'
'^'^^ ''''''''' buckram ^andclanking ste<-,. While the caldron boils, their cloud-formsgrow ever more distinct and definite, till at length I cTntrace their every feature. I see the color of their eyes

1 discern the shades of their hair. Some heads are streaked
witti gray; others are glossv with th^ s^-^" ^f u
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1 DOROTHY VERNON
As a climax to my conjurations I speak the word of all

words magical, "Dorothy," and lo ! as though God had
said, "Let there be light," a fair, radiant girl steps from
the portals of Haddon Hall and illumines all my ancient
company so that I may see even the workings of their
hearts.

They, and the events of their lives, their joys and sor-
rows, their virtues and sins, their hatreds, jealousies, and loves— the seven numbers in the total sum of life— pass before
me as in a panorama, moving when I bid them move, paus-
ing when I bid them pause, speaking when I bid them
speak, and alas ! fading back into the dim gray limbo of
the past long, long ere I would have them go.

But hark ! rny radiant shades are about to speak. The
play is about to begin.



Dorothy Vernon of

Haddon Hall

i*

CHAPTER I

I RIDE DOWN TO HadDON

SINCE I play no mean part in the events cf this
chronicle, a few words concerning my own history
previous to the opening of the story I am about to

tell you will surely not be amiss, and they may help you
to a better understanding of my narrative.'

_

To begin with an unimportant fact— unimportant that
IS to you -my name is Malcolm Francois de Lorraine
Vernon. My father was cousin-german to Sir George
Vernon, at and near whose home, Haddon Hall in Derby-
shire, occurred the events which will furnish my theme
Of the ancient lineage of the house of Vernon I need

not speak. You already know that the family is one >f
the oldest in England, and while it is not of the highest
nobility, it is quite gentle and noble enough to please thosewho bear its honored name. My mother boasted nobler
blood than that of the Vernons. She was of the princely
French house of Guise— a niece and ward to the Great
Uuke, for whose sake I was named.

• ^lu ^f^f '

^""'"^ ^ younger
] 'other, sought adventure

in the land of France, where his handsome person and
engaging manner won the smiles of Dame Fortune andmy mother at one and the same cast. In due time I was
born, and upon the dav followin- th-t rr^=-.t ^...^.

\^ * vii;. IMJ



4 DOROTHY VERNON
father died. On the day of his burial my poor mother,
unable to find in me either compensation or consolation
for the loss of her child's father, also died, of a broken
heart, it was said. But God was right, as usual, in taking
my parents

;
for I should have brought them no happiness,

unless perchance they could have moulded my life to a
better form than it has had— a doubtful chance, since our
great virtues and our chief faults are born and die with
us. My faults, alas ! have been many and great. In my
youth I knew but one virtue : to love'my friend ; and that
was strong within me. How fortunate for us it would be
if we could begin our life in wisdom and end it in sim-
plicity, instead of the reverse which now obtains

!

I remained with my granduncle, the Great Duke, and
was brought up amid the fighting, vice, and piety of his
sumptuous court. I was trained to arms, and at an early
age became Esquire in Waiting to his Grace of Guise.
Most of my days between my fifteenth and twenty-fifth
years were spent in the wars. At the age of twenty-five
I returned to the chateau, there to reside as my uncle's
representative, and to endure the ennui of peace. At the
chateau I found a fair, tall girl, fifteen years of age : Mary
Stuart, Queen of Scotland, soon afterward Oueen of
France and rightful heiress to the English thro^ne. The
ennui of peace, did I sav > Soon I had no fear of its
depressing effect, for Mary Stua.t was one of those
women near whose fascinations peace does not thrive.
When I found her at the chateau, my martial ardor lost its
warmth. Another sort of flame took up its home in my heart,
and no power could have turned me to the wars again.
Ah

! what a gay, delightful life, tinctured with brtterness,
we led m the grand old chateau, and looking back at it how
heartless, godless, and empty it seems. Do not from these
words conclude that I am a fanatic, nor li.'t I shall pour
into your ears a ranter's tale; for cant is more to be despised
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even than godlessness
; but during the period of my life ofwhich I shall write I learned- but what I learned I shalm due time tell you.

^'

While at the court of Guise I. like many another manconceived for Mary Stuart a pa.sion which lay heavy uponmy heart for many years. Sweetnearts I had bv the scopesDut .she held my longings from all of them until I felt thetouch of a pure woman's love, and then - but again I amgoing beyond my story.
^

I did not doubt, nor do I hesitate to sav. that my passionvvas returned by Mary with a fer^-or which she fc^t'for noother lover; but she was a queen, and I, compared with herwas nobody. For this difference of rank I have since had

It tendency. Like the sun. it cannot shine for one alonebt 11 ,t burns and dazzles the one as if it shone for him and

tear ot the ennui of peace.

of Ltv-r
''""' ''^'" ^ '^'''^ "^^ unutterable bitterness •

of Mary s marriage to a simpering fool, Francis II., whomshe oathed, notwithstanding absurd stories of thei; swee^courtship and love.

r.V^'^' ^u "^^'"'^S^ to Francis, Mary became hard andcallous of heart, and all the world knows her sad histo

'

The s ones of Darnley, Rizzio, and Bothwell will be richrnorsels, I suppose, for the morbid minds of men andwomen so ong as books are read and scandal is loved.

I wrft'.r
^

u""'"'
'""^"^ '^°= '° '""g ^So that now asI wnte It seems but a shadow upon the horizon of timeAnd so It happened that Francis died, and when theueen went back to Scotland to ascend her native throne

buTned lut vT' T'
"°'''''^ '°^'^^^^ -- ''^ b^-e ZiDurned but did not warm me

IsIw".':,.-!,'',':,n!"^^'>'."."'=."-= *= Darnley tragedy.
^. ^^^^ ; wudL a scene for hell was that f



* DOROTHY VERNON
Then followed the Bothwell disgrace, the queen's imprison-
ment at Lochleven, and my own flight from Scotland to
save my head.

You will hear of Mary again in this history, and stillchngmg to her ycu will find that same strange fatality which
during a,l her life brought evils upon her that were infec-
tious to her friends and wrought their ruin.
One evening, in the autumn of the year 1567 I was

sittmg moodily before my fire in the town of Dundee
brooding ovc- Mary's disgraceful liaison with Bothwell'
I had solemnly reso'ved that I would see her never again"
and that I would turn my back upon the evil life I had led
for so many years, and would seek to acquire that quies-
cence of nature which is necessary to an endurable old ageA tumultuous soul in the breast of an old man breeds
torture, but age, with the heart at rest, 1 have found is the
best season of life.

In the midst of my gloomy thoughts and good resolvesmy friend, Sir Thomas Douglas, entered my room without
warning and in great agitation.

1;

Are you alone.?" he asked hurriedly, in a low voice.
Save for your welcome presence, Sir Thomas" I

answered, offering my hand.
"The queen has been seized," he whispered, "and

warrantsfor high treason have been issued against many
ot her friends— you among the number. Officers are now
coming to serve the writ. I rode hither in all haste towarn you. Lose not a moment, but flee for your life.The Earl of Murray will be made regent to-morrow "

" My servant ? My horse }
"

I responded.
" Do not wait. Go at once. I shall try to send a horse

for you to Craig's ferry. If I fail, cross the firth without one
Here is a purse. The queen sends it to you. Go ' Go ' "

I acted upon the advice of Sir Thomas and hurried into
the street, snatching up my hat. cloak, and .swnrd a<= t
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went. NiVrht had fallen, and darkness and rain, which at
first I was inclined to curse, pro'ed to be my friends. I

^ sought the back streets and alleys and walked rapidly
toward the west gates of the city. Upon arrivin-; at the

,
gates I found them closed. I .irouscd the warden, and with

I
the artful argument of gold had almost persuaded him to let

f me pass. My evident eagerness was my undoing, tor in
the hope of obtaining more gold the warden delayed open-

j
mg the gates till two men approached on horseback, and,
diSiuuunting, demanded my surrender.

I laughed and said : " Two again.st one ! Gentlemen
I am caught." I then drew my sword as if to offer it to

I
them. My action threw the men off their guard, anc when
I said, " Here it is," I gave it to the one standing near
me, but I gave it to him point first and in the heart.'

It was a terrible thing to do, and bordered so clo.sely on
a broken parole that I was troubled in conscience. I had
not, however, given my parole, nor had I surrendered;«and if I had done so — if a man may take another's life
in self-defence, may he not lie to save himself ?

The other man shot . t me with his fusil, but missed.
He then drew his sword; but he was no match for me,
and soon I left him si;.awling on the ground, dead or
alive, I knew not which.

At the time of which I write I was thirty-five \'ears of
:

age, and since my fifteenth birthday mv occupations had
been arms and the ladies— two arts recuiiring constant use
if one would remain expert in their practice.

I escaped, and ran along the wall to a deep breach
which had been left unrepaired. Over the sharp rocks
I clambered, and at the risk of breaking mv neck I jumped
off the wall into the moat, which v,.,s almost dry. Dawn
was breaking when I found a place to ascend from the moat,
and I ha.stened to the fields and forests, where all d.Tv nnd
all night long I wandered without food or drink. 'Two
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hours before sunnse next morning I reached Craig's FerrvThe horse sent by Douglas awaited me. but the ferry:

the firth \T '"n'"'^"^
'^"" ^"">'^"^' 1^^^^"^-^ ^croJshe firth, and I could not take the horse in a small boat Intruth I was ,n great alarm lest I should be unable to cn.ssbut I walked up the Tay a short distance, and found afisherman, who agreed to take me over in his frail craft.Haidly had we started when another boat put out fromshore m pursuit of. us. We made all sail, but^ur jn rsuJr"overtook us when we were within half a furlong - hesouth bank, and as there were four men in the other "boat

all armed w.th fusils. I peaceably stepped into the r c Tf

^

and .n.nded my ssvord to their captain
I seated myself on one of the thwarts well forward in theboat. By my .sule was a heavy iron boat-hook. I hadnoticed that all the occupants of the boat, except thefisherman who sailed her, wore armor; and when \ sawhe boat-hook, a diabolical thought entered my mind and

i immediately acted upon its suggestion. Noiselessly Igrasped the hook and with its point pried loose a bad' inthe bottom of the boat, first having removed my boots cloakand doublet. When the board was loosened I pressed

^nd through an opening si.x inches broad and four feelong came a flood of water that swamped the boat before

AffU
• '^"^ ^''' ''""^^^ ^h« ^^"'-^t. Shoot him '

••

ttc stiirbTtr'"'
'.'?^"' ''^"' "°^^^ °^ ^^^'° f-^'^ broke

the nowd rf' f '^' "'^^^'' ^"' ^ ^^'-^^ °^^^board andthe powder and lead were wasted. The ne.xt moment theboat sank in ten fathoms of water, and with it went themen ^ armor. I hope the fisherman saved himself. Ihave often wondered if even the law of self-preservation

It": wt:^ "'. '' '^ '^" '''''' ^^-'^ '^ ^"«-' "eX "utII IS worse to pnHnfg ;f.,„JTr.i,.»^ t^^ ^...^ ^ .^^.. _.^^g .^.^^j^ ^ ^^ fooiish
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to allow my conscience to trouble me for the sake of thosewho would have led me back to the scaffold
I fear you will think that six dead men in less thanas many paf,a-s make a record of bloodshed giving promiseof ternble things to come, but I am glad f caif 'aru eyou on that point. Although there may be some goodhg tmg ahe.d of us. I believe the last' man has b en

In truth the history which you are about to read is notmy own It is the story of a beautiful, wilful girl, whowas mad y m love with the one man in all the world whom
she should have avoided -as girls are wont to be This
perverse tendency, philosophers tell us. is owing to the
fact that the unattainable is strangely alluring to woman-knd.

.
being a man, shall not. of course, dwell upon

the foibles of my own cex. It were a foolish candor
As I said there will be some good fighting ahead of us

for love and batt:. usually go together. Q^e must havewarm, .eh blood to do either well; and, save religion'
here is no source more fruitful of quarrels and death \hantnat passion which is the source of life.

You. of course, know v.ithout the telling, that I reachedland safely after I scuttled the boat, else^i should not bewriting this forty years afterwards
rhe sun had risen when I waded ashore. I was sword-

It scoatless. hatless. and bootless; but I carried a v/ell-

thought to my ultimate destination
; but bein- for themoment safe, I pondered the question and determined tomake my way to Haddon Hall in Derbvshire. where Iwas sure a warm welcome would await me from my

cotTaT: ^u""T
^'''"""- "°^ ^ ^°""d - peasant's

cottage, purchased a poor horse and a few rn.r.. jlr^....-m how in the disguise of a peasant I rode souSward'to
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the English border, avoiding the cities and the main high-
ways, might interest you

; but I am eager to come to my
story, and I will not tell you of my perilous journey.
One frosty morning, after many hairbreadth escapes I

found myself well within the English border, and turned
my horse's head toward the city of Carlisle. There I
purchased a f^ne chargf^ . I bought clothing fit for a
gentleman, a new sword, a hand-fusil, a breastplate, and a
steel-lined cap, and feeling once again like a man rather
than like a half-drowned rat, I turned southward for Derby-
shire and Haddon Hall.

When I Iclt Scotland I had no fear of meeting c. .ngcr
in l-.ngland

;
but at Carlisle I learned that Elizabeth held

no favor toward Scottish refugees. I also learned that the
direct road from Carlisle to Haddon, by way of Bu.xton,
was infested with English spies who were on the watch*
tor friends of the deposed Scottish queen. Several Scotch
men had been arrested, and it was the general opinion
that upon one pretext or another they would be hanged. I

therefore chose a circuitous road leading to the town of
Derby, which lay south of Haddon at a distance of six or
seven leagues. It would be safer for me to arrive at Had
don travelling from the south than from the north. Thus,
after many davs, I rode into Derby-town and stabled my
horse at the Royal Arms.

I called for supper, and while I was waiting for my joint
of beef a stranger entered the room and gave his ordersm a free, offhand manner that stampeu him a person of
quality.

The night outside was cold. While the stranger and
I sat before the fire we caught its infectious warmth, and
when he showed a disposition to talk, I gladly fell in with
his humor. Soon we were filling our glasses from the
same bowl of punch, and we seemed to be on good terms

...K wncix uoa Dieatned into tne nuiimn
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body a part of himself, by some mischance He permitted

the devil to slip into the tongue and loosen it. My tongue,
which ordinarily was fairly well behaved, upon this occasion
quickly brought me into trouble.

I told you that the stranger and I seemed to be ujion

good terms. And so we were until I, forgetting for the
moment Elizabeth's hatred of Mary's friends, and hoping
to learn the stranger's name and quality, said :—

" My name is Vernon — Sir Malcolm Vernon, knight by
the hand of Queen Mary of Scotland and of France."
This remark, of course, required that my companion
should in return make known his name and degree; but
in place of so doing he at once drew away from me and
sat in silence. I was older than he, and it had seemed to

me quite proper and right that I should make the first

advance. But instantly after I IkuI spoken I regretted my
words. I remembered not only my danger, being a Scot-
tish refugee, but I also bethought me that I had betraved
myself. Aside from those causes of uneasiness, the stran-

ger's conduct was an iiisult which I was in duty bound
not to overlook. Neither was I inclined to do so, for I

loved to fight. In truth, I loved all. things evil.

" I regret, sir," said I, after a moment or two of embar-
rassing silence, " having imparted information that seems
to annoy you. The Vernons, whom you may not know,
are your e(|uals in blood, it matters not who vou are."

" I know of the Vernons," he replied coldly, "and I well
know that they are of good blood and lineage. As for
wealth, I am told Sir George could easily buy the estates
of any six men in Derbyshire."

"You know Sir George ?
" I asked despite mvself.

" I do not know him, I am glad to say," returned the
stranger.

" By God, sir, you shall answer — "

"At your pleasure Sir Malcolm."



12 DOROTHY VERNON
" My pleasure is now," I retorted eagerly.

I threw off my doublet and pushed the table and chairs
against the wall to make room ^:ir the fight ; but the stran-
ger, who had not drawn his sword, said :

—
" I have eaten nothing since morning, and I am as hungrv

as a wolf. I would prefer to fight after supper ; but if you
insist— "

" I do insist," I replied. " Perhaps you will not care for
supper when I have— "

"That may bo true," he interrupted ; " but before we
begin I think it right to tell you, without at all meaning
to boast ot my skill, that I can kill you if I wish to do so.

Therefore you must see that the result of our fight will be
disagreeable to you in any case. You will die, or you will
owe me your life."

His cool impertinence angered me beyond en "urance.
He to speak of kilhng me, one of the best swordsmen in

France, where the art of sword-play is really an art ! The
English are but bunglers with a gentleman's blade, and
should restrict themselves to pike and quarterstaff.

"Results be damned !
" I answered. " I can kill you if

I wish." Then it occurred to me that I really did not wish
to kill the handsome young fellow toward whom T felt an
irresistible attraction.

I continued
:

" But I prefer that you should owe me
your life. I do not wish to kill you. Guard !

'"

My cpporent did not lift his sword, but smilingly said :—
" Then why do you insist upon fighting .' I certainly do

not wish to kill you. In truth, I would be inclined to like
you if you were not a Vernon."
"Damn your insolence! Guard! or I will run you

through where you stand," I answered angrily.

"But why do we fight.'" insisted the stubborn fellow,
with a coolness that showed he was not one whit in fear
of me.
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" You should know," I replied, dropping my sword-point
to the door, and forgetting lor the moment the cause of
our quarrel. "I — I do not."

"Then let us not fight," he answered, "until we have
discovered the matter of our disagreement."
At this remark neither of us could resist smiling. I had

not fought since months before, save for a moment at the
gates of Dundee, and I was loath to miss the opportunity,
so I remained in thought during the space of he i a minute
and remembered our cause of war.

" Oh ! I recall the reason for our fighting," I replied,
" and a good one it was. You offered affront to the name
)f Sir George Vernon, and insultingly refused me the
courtesy of your name after I had done you the honor to
tell you mine."

"I did not tell you my name," replied the stranger,
" because I believed you would not care to hear it ; and 1

said I was glad not to know Sir George Vernon because—
because he is my father's enemy. I am Sir John Manners.
My father is Lord Rutland."

_

Then it was my turn to recede. " You certainly are
right. I do not care to hear your name."

I put my sword in its scabbard and drew the table back
to ics former place. Sir John stood in hesitation for a
moment or two, and then said : —
"Sir Malcolm, may we not declare a truce for to-

night ? There is nothing personal in the enmity between
us."

"Nothing," I answered, staring at the fire, half regret-
ful that we bore each other enmity at all.

"You hate me, or believe you do," said Manners, " be-
cause your father's cousin hates my father ; and I tr>^ to
make myself believe that I hate you because my father
hates your father's cousin. Are we not both mistaken ?

"

I was quick to anger and to fight, buc no man's heart
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was more sensitive than mine to the fair touch of a kind
word.

"I am not mistaken, Sir Jolin, when I say that I do not
hate you," I answered.

" Nor do I hate you, Sir Malcolm. Will you give me
your hand.''

"

"Gladly" I responded, and I offered my hand to the
enemv of my house.

"Landlord," I cried, "bring us two bottles of your best
sack. The best in the house, mind you."

After our amicable understanding, Sir John and mysel.f
were very comfortable together, and when the sack^md
roast be-'", fcr which the Royal Arms was justly famous
were brought in, we sat down to an enjoyable meal.

After supper Sir John lighted a small roll or stick made
from the leaves of tobacco. The stick was called a cigarro,
and I, proud nut to be behind him in new-fashioned, gentle-
manly accomplishments, called to the landlord for a pipe
Manners interrupted me when I gave the order and offered
me a cigarro which I gkuUy accepted.

Despite my effort to reassure myself, I could not quite
throw off a feeling of uneasiness whenever I thought of the
manner in which I had betrayed to Sir John the fact that I
was a friend to Mary Stuart. I knew that treachery was not
native to English blood, and my knowledge of mankind had
told me that the vice could not live in Sir John Manners's
heart. But he had told me of his residence at the court of
Elizabeth, and I feared trouble might come to me from the
possession of so dangerous a piece of knowledge by an
enemy of my house,

I did not speak my thoughts upon the matter, and we
sat the evening through discussing many subjects. We
warmed toward each other and became quite confidential
T feel ashamed when I admit that one of my many sins was
an excessive indulgence in wine. While I was not a
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drunkard, I was given to my cups sometimes in a degree
both dangerous and disgraceful ; and during tlie evening
of which I have just spoken I talked to Sir John with
a freedom that afterward made nic blush, although my
indiscretion brought me no greater trouble.

My outburst of confidence was prompted by Sir John's
voluntary assurance that I need fear nothing from having
told him that I was a friend of Queen Mary. The Scottish
queen's name had been mentioned, and Sir John had
said :

—
" I take it. Sir Malcolm, that you are newly arrived in

England, and I feel sure you will accept the advice I am
about to offer in the kindly spirit in which it is meant.
I deem it unsafe for you to speak of Queen Mary's
friendship in the open manner you have used toward
me. Her friends are not welcome visitors to England, and
I fear evil will befall those who come to us as refugees.
You need have no fear that I will betray you. Your secret
is safe with me. I will give you ^ostage. I also am Queen
Mary's friend. I would not, of course, favor her against
the interest of our own queen. To Elizabeth I am and
always shall be loyal ; but the unfortunate Scottish queen
has my sympathy in her troubles, and I should be glad to
help her. I hear she is most beautiful and gentle in

person."

Thus you see the influence of Mary's beunty reached
from Edinburgh to London. A few months only were to
pass till this conversation was to be rec died by each of
us, and the baneful influence of Mary's beauty upon all

jvhom it touched was to be shown more fatally than had
appeared even in my own case. In truth, my reason for
speaking so fully concerning the Scottish queen and myself
will be apparent to you in good time.

When we were about to part for the night, I asked Sir
John. "What road do vou travel tn-rr.nrrnw <>

"
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" I, too travel by Rovvsley to Haddon Kail Shall wenot extend our tru-e over the morrow and ride together asfar as Rowsley ? "
I asked

'i^i.etner as

laJg' in'Tl"''
»'"" '° ""''° '"^ '^"" P-P-^'"^''." he replied

" So shall I," was my response.
Thus we sealed our compact and knitted out of the warpand uoof of enmity a friendship which became a

''^
joy and a sweet grief to each of us

"

That night I lay for hours thinking of the past andwondenng about the future. I had tast'ed the sweets-alflavored with bitterness - of court life. Women winegambhng and fighting had given me the b F 'a, "heevils they had to offer. Was I now to drop .uLouShfe, which men so ardently seek, and was I to take unabrowsmg. kinelike existence at Haddon Hall, th° re to droneaway my remaining days in fafning, peace, and quietude'I could not answer n.y own question, but this I kn'eT ha

a d'^i fef t :;t" r-^
'""' '" '''' ^^'^^^ ^y ^i-bi'tmi 1 leit tnat his house was nerhnnc th . ^ ^

England where my head could .^a' y fe
'

I al^o tcT'^"
P ans concerning Sir George and his^ ho'useh^d vh "^
gret to say I imparted to Sir John in the sack-promp ed out

speaTial Zr''^'?^-
^'^ ^'''^' ^' whi?h I shadowspeak had been growing in favor with me for severalmon hs previous to my enforced departure from Scot andand that event had almost determined n.e to adon em'Almost I say, for when I approached Haddon HalUwavered in my resolution.

"aaaon Hall I

At the time when I had last visited Sir Geor-e at Had

ts'a :,it^^d^^-
,^7"^^^-S- George called her Don-was a slipshod girl of twelve. She was exceedinglv plainand gave promise of always so remaining, sfr George;
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who had no son, was anxious that his vast estates should
remain in the Vernon name. He had upon the occasion
of my last visit intirnateJ to me that when Doll should
become old enou-h to marry, and I, perchance, had had
my fill of knocking about the world, a marriage might be
brought about between us which would enable him to leave
his estates to his daughter and still to retain the much-loved
Vernon name for his descendants.
Owing to Doll's rusty red hair, slim shanks, and freckled

face, the proposition had not struck me with favor, yet to
please Sir George I had feigned acquiescence, and had
said that when the time should come, we would talk it

over.
^

Before my flight from Scotland I had often thought
of Sir George's proposition made six or seven years
before. My love for Mary Stuart had dimmed the light
of other beauties in my eyes, and I had never married.
For many months before my flight, however, I had not
been permitted to bask in the light of Mary's smiles to
the extent of my wishes. Younger men, among them
Darnley, who was but eighteen years of age, were pre-
ferred to me, and I had begun to consider the advisability
of an orderly retreat from the Scottish court before my
lustre should be entirely dimmed. It is said that a man is

young so long as he is strong, and I was strong as in the
days of my youth. My cheeks were fresh, mv eves were
bright, and my hair was red as when I was twenty, and
without a thread of gray. Still., my temperament was
more exacting and serious, and the thought of becoming
settled for life, or rather for old age and death, was grow-
ing in favor with me. With that thought came always
a suggestion of slim, freckled Dorothy and Sir George's
offer. Sh^ held out to me wealth and position, a peaceful
home for my old age, and a grave with a pompous, pious
epitaph at Bakewell church, in death.
When i was compelled to leave Scotland, circumstances



98 DOROTHY VERNON
forcea me to a decision, and my resolution was quickiv
taken I would go to Derbyshire and would marry Doro-
thy. I did not expect ever again to feel great love for awoman. The fuse, I thought, had burned out when I
loved IVIary Stuart. One woman, I believed, was like an-
other to me, and Dorothy would answer as well as anv for
niy wife. I could and would be kind to her, and 'that
alone m time wouid make me fond. It is true, my affec
uon would be of a fashion more comfortable than exciting •

but who, having passed his galloping youth, will contemn
the joys that come from making others happy ? I believe
there is no person, past the age of forty, at all given to
pondering the whys of life, who will gainsay that the joywe give to others is our chief source of happiness. Win-
then, should not a wise man, through purely selfish
motives, begin early to cultivate the gentle art of givin-
jOy .-' t> o

But the fates were to work out the destinies of Dorothy
and myself without our assistance. Self-willed, arro-ant
creatures are thos^ same fates, but they save us a deal of
trouble by assuming our responsibiHties.



CHAPTER II

a

The Iron, the oeed, the Cloud, and the Rain

THE morning following my meeting with Manners,
he and I made an early start. An hour before
noon we rode into the town of Rowsley and halted

at The Peacock for dinner.

When we entered the courtyard of the inn we saw
three ladies warmly wrapped in rich furs leave a pon-
derous coach and walk to the inn door, which they entered.
One of them was an elderly lady w^hom I recognized as my
cousin, Lady Dorothy Crawford, sister to Sir George Ver-
non. The second was a tall, beautiful girl, with an
exquisite ivory-like complexion and a wonderful crown of
fluffy red hair which encircled her head like a halo of
sunlit glory. I could compare its wondrous lustre to no
color save that of molten gold deeply alloyed with copper.
Put that comparison tells you nothing. I can find no
simile with which to describe the beauties of its shades and
tints. It was red, but it also was golden, as if the enam-
oured sun had gilded every hair with its radiance. In all

my life I had never seen anything so beautiful as this tall

girl's hair. Still, it was the Vernon red. My cousin, Sir
George, and many Vernons had hair of the same color.
Yet the girl's hair differed from all other I had ever seen.
It had a light and a lustre of its own which was as dis-

tinct from the ordinary Vernon red, although that is very
good and we are proud of it, a? the sheen of gold is frorii

*9
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the glitter of brass. I knew by the girl's hair that she
was my cousin, Dorothy Vernon, whom I reluctantly had
come to wed.

I asked myself, " Can this be the plain, freckled girl I
kne v' seven years ago ?

" Compared with her beauty even
Mary Stuart's was pale as the vapid moon at dawn. The
girl seemed to be the incarnated spirit of universal life
and light, and I had condescendingly come to marry this
goddess. I felt a dash of contemptuv us pity for my com-
placent self.

^
In my cogitations concerning marriage with Dorothy

Vernon, I had not at all taken into consideration lier per-
sonal inclination. A girl, after all, is but the chattel of
her father, and must, perforce, if needs be, marry the man
who is chosen fur her. Bi-t leaving parental authority out
of the question, a girl with brick-red hair and a multitude
of freckles need not be considered when an agreeable,
handsome man offers himself as a husband. She usually
is willing to the point of eagerness. That is the manner
in which I had thought about Dorothy WTnon, if I con-
sidered her at all. But when a man is about to offer him-
self to a goddess, he is apt to pause. In such a case
there are always two sides to the question, and nine
chances to one the goddess will coolly take possession
of both. When I saw Dorothy in the courtyard of The
Peacock, I instantly knew that she was a girl to be
taken into account in all matters wherein she was person-
ally concerned. Her every feature, every poise and ges-
ture, unconsciously bore the stamp of "

l' will " or "
I will

not."

Walking by Dorothy's side, holding her hand, was a fair
young woman whose hair was black, and whose skin was
of the white, clear complexion such as we see in the faces
of nuns. She walked with a hesitating, cautious step, and
Clune. to Dorothv. who wns; o-nntl^ in^l r>ffo»,«-;v/> *" U„_
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lUit of this fair, pale girl I have so much to say in the
paj;es to come that I shall not further describe her here.
When the ladies had entered the inn, my companion and

I dismounted, and Manners exclaimed :—
" Did you see the <,dorious girl who hut now entered the

inn door? Gods! I never before saw such beauty."
"Yes/' I replied, "I know her."
" How fortunate I am," said Sir John. " Perhaps I may

induce you to present me to her. At least you will tell me
her name, that I may seek her acquaintance by the usual
means. I am not susceptible, but by my faith, I— I— she
looked at me from the door-steps, and when I caught her
eyes it seemed— that is, I saw— or I felt a str'eam of
burning life enter my soul, and— but you will think I am
a fool, I know I am a imA. But I feel as if I were— as
if I had been bewitched in one little second of time, and
by a smgle glance from a pair of brown eyes. You cer-
tainly will think I am a fool, but you cannot understand— '

" Why can't I understand ? " I asked indignantly. " The
thmg you have seen and felt luis been in this world Ion-
enough for every man to understand. Eve used it upon
Adam. I can't understand ? Damme, sir, do you think I
am a clod ? I have felt it f:fty times."
"Not— " began Sir John, hesitatingly.
" Nonsense i

" I replied. " You. too, will have the same
experience fifty times again before you are my age."
"But .he lady," said Sir John, "tell me of her. Will

you— can you present me to her > If not, will you tell me
vho she i- .'

"

I remaiied for a moment in thought, wondering if it
^ere right for me to tell him that the girl whom he so
much admired was the daughter of his father's enemy I
coula see no way of keeping Dorothy's name from him, so
1 determined to tcU him.
"She is my cousin, Mistress Dorothy Vernon," I said.
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"The eldest is Lady Dorothy Crawford. The beauti-
ful, ])ale girl I do not know."

" I am sorry," returned Sir John ; "she is the lady whom
you have come to marry, is she not ?

"

" Y-e-.s," said I, hesitatingly.

"You certainly are to be congratulated," returned Man-
ners.

" I doubt if I shall marry her," I replied.
" Why ? " asked Manners.
" For many reasons, chief among which is her beauty."
" That is an unusual reason for declining a woman,"

responded Sir John, with a low laugh.

^

" I think it is quite usual, "

I replied, having in mind the
difficulty with which great beauties are won. But I con-
tinued, "A woman of moderate beauty makes a safer wife,
and in the long run is more comforting than one who is

too attractive."

" You are a philosopher, Sir Malcolm," said Manners,
laughingly.

"And a liar," I muttered to myself. I felt sure, how-
ever, that I should never marry Dorothy Vernon, and I do
not mind telling you, even at this early stage in my history,
that I was right in my premonition. I did not marry her.

" I suppose I shall now be compelled to give you up to
your relatives," said Manners.

" Yes," I returned, " we must say good-by for the present;
but if we do not meet again, it shall not be for the lack of
my wishing. Your father and Sir George would feci deeply
injured, should they learn of our friendship, therefore -'*

" You are quite right," he interrupted. " It is beiccr
that no one should know of it. Nevertheless, between
you and me let there be no feud."

" The secrecy of our friendship will give it zest," said I.

_''That is true, but 'good wine needs no bush.' You
will iioL mention my name to the ladies ?

"
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' No, if yoti wish that I shall not."
'' I do so wish."

When tlic stable boys had taken our horses, I ^ave mv
hand to Sir John, after which we entered the lun and
treated each othei as strangers.
Soon after I hSO washed the stains of travel from mv

hands and fp.ce, I sent the maid to my cousins, asking that
I might be permitted to pay my devotions, and Dorothv
came t the tap-room in response to my message
Unen she entered she ran to me with outstretched handsand a gleam of we\o:ne in her eyes. \Vc had been rare

triends when sne was a child.

"Ah, Cousin Malcolm, what a f^ne surprise you havegiven us! she e.xclaimed, clasping both n,y hJnds andoffering me her cheek to kiss. " Father's delight will bebeyond measure when he sees you."
"As mine now is," I responded, gazing at her from heac

to foot and dnnking m her beauty with my eyes. '<
Doll ^

Doll
!

What a splendid girl you have become Who wouldhave thought that-that^" I hesitated, realizingSiwas rapidly getting myself into trouble.
"Say it Say it, cousin ! I know what is in vour mindKusty red ha.r, angular shoulders, sharp elbows, frecklesthuAly set as stars upon a clear night, and so large andbrown that they fairly twinkled. Great starin^ green e-es

horror at the remembrance. "No one could have suo.no-sed that such a girl would have become -that is, vou

Ihav;n'^ r"I?"'^
confusedly, "could have changed

I haven t a freckle now." and she lifted her face that I

"tan tW I'^'.TV 'r
""'^^ ^y ^----tion. andperhap., that I might also observe her beautv

Neither did I waste the opportunity. I dwelt longingly
up'n._ the wondrous red golden hair which frin^c^ed h:^rW•—

u
roM:i,c.u. and upon the heavy black eyebrows the
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pencilled points of whoso cuncs almost touched acr -ss

the nose. I saw the rose-tinted ivory of her skin and

the long jet lashes curving in a great sweep from her

full white lids, and I thought full sure that Venus herself

was before me. My gaze halted for a moment at the long

eyes which changed chameleon-like with the shifting light,

and varied with her moods from deep fathoml<;ss green to

violet, and from violet to soft voluptuous brown, but in all

their tints beaming forth a lustre that would have stirred

the soul of an anchorite. Then I noted the beauty of her

clean-cut saucy nose and the red a:' '" of her lips, slightly

parted for the purpose of showing .ler teeth. But I could

not stop long to dwell upon any one especial feature, for

there were still to be seen hor divine rounc' -'".in, her large

white throat, and the infinite grace in poisv. and curve of

her strong young form. I dared not pause nor waste my
time if I were to see it all, for such a girl as Dorothy waits

no man's leisure — that is, unless she wishes to wait. In

such case there is no moving her, and patience becomes to

her a delightful virtue.

After mv prolonged scrutinv Dorothy lowered her face

and said laughingly :

—

" Now come, cousin, tell me the truth. Who would have

thought it possible .'

"

" Not I, Doll, not I, if you will pardon me the frank-

ness."
" Oh, that is easily done." Then with a merry ripple of

laughter, " It is much easier, I fancy, for a woman to speak

of the time when she was plain than to refer to the time

when— when she was beautiful. What an absurd speech

that is for me to make," she said confusedly.

" I certainly did not expect to find so great a change,"

said I. "Why, Doll, you are wondrous, glorious, beautiful.

I can't find words— "

" Then don l try, Cousin Malcolm," she said Willi <X Ollilil^
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that fringed her mourh in dimples. " Don't try. Vnii wil

make nie vain."

" You arc .hat already, Doll," i answered, to tease her.
" I tear I am, cousin— vain as a man. Hut don't call

me Doll. I am tall enough to be called Dorothy."
She straightened herself up to her full height, and step-

ping close to my side, said :
' I am as tall as you. I will

now try to make you vain. Yju look just as young and as
handsome as when I last saw you and so ardently admired
your waving black mustachio and your curling chin beard."
"Did you ad...iro '.hem, Doll— Dorothy .?

"
I asked,

hoping, though with • ic faith, that the admiration might
still continue.

"Oh, prodigiously," she answered vviih unassuring can-
dor. " Prodigiously. Now who is vain, Cousin Malcolm
Francois de Lorraine Vernon .''

"

" I," I responded, shrugging my shoulders and con fcfsing
by compulsion.

" But you must remcmhor," she continued provokingly,
"that a girl of twelve is very immature in her judgment
and will fall in love with any man who allows her to look
upon him twice."

"Then I am to believe that the fire begins very early
to bj^rn in the feminine heart," I responded.

" With birth, my cousin, v/ith birth," she replied ; " but
in my heart it burned itself out upon your curling beard at
ihe mature age of twelve."

" And you nave never been in love since that time, Doll— Dorothy ?
" I asked with more earnestness in my heart

than in my voice.

" No, no; by the Virgin, no! Not even in the shadow
of a thought. And by the help of the Virgin I hope I
never shall be ; for when it comes to mc, mark my word,
cousin, there will be trouble in Derbyshire."

'-'- By my soul, I believe you speak the trut I answered,
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little dreaming how quickly our joint prophecy would come

true.

I then asked Dorothy to tell me about her father.

" Father is well in health," she said. " In mind he has

been much troubled and disturbed. Last month he lost

the lawsuit against detestable old Lord Rutland. He was

much angered by the loss, and has been moody and morose

in brooding over it ever since. He tries, poor father, to

find relief from his troubles, and— and I fear takes too

much liquor. Rutland and his friends swore to one lie

upon another, and father believes tha* the judge who tried

the case was bribed. Father intei.-- to appeal to Parlia-

ment, but even in Parliament he fears he cannot obtain

justice. Lord Rutland's son —a disreputable fellow, who

for many years has lived at court— is a favorite with the

queen, and his acquaintance with her Majesty and with the

lords will be to father's prejudice."

"
I have always beUcvcd that your father stood in the

queen's good graces ? " I said interrogatively.

" So he does, but I have been told that this son of Lord

Rutland, whom I have never seen, has the beauty of-— of

the devil, and exercises a great influence over her Majesty

and her friends. The young man is not known in this

neighborhood, for he has never deigned to leave the court;

but Lady Cavendish tells me he hns all the fascinations

of Satan. I would that Satan had him."

" The feud still lives between Veaion and Rutland ? " I

asked.
" Yes, and it will continue to live so long as an ounce of

blood can hold a pound of hatred," said the girl, with flash-

ing eyes and hard lips. " I love to hate the accursed race.

They have wronged our house for three generations, and

my father has suffered greater injury at their hands than

any of our name. Let us not talk of the hateful subject."

We changed the topic. I had expected Dorothy to in-



^ft^-r^. -.^jgf!̂ -i^'»tigi,^^ii^'rinr*S!?^--.n?;!xr£'

THE IRON AND THE SEED 27

vite me to go with her to meet Lady Crawford, but the
girl seemed disinclined to leave the tap-room. The Pea-
cock was her father's property, and the host and hostess
were her friends after the manner of persons in their
degree. Therefore Dorothy felt at liberty to visit the tap-
room quite as freely as if it had been the kitchen of Had-
don Hall.

During our conversation I had frequently noticed Doro-
thy glancing slyly in the direction of the fireplace ; but my
back was turned that way, and I did not know, nor did it

at first occur to me to wonder what attracted her attention.
Soon she began to Ios(> the thread of our conversation, and
••nade inappropriate, tardy replies to my remarks. The
glances toward the fireplace increased in number and dura-
•iion, and her efforts to pay attention to what I was saying
:iecame painful failures.

After a little time she said :
" Is it not cool here ? Let

go over to the fireplace where it is warmer."
I turned to go with her, and at once saw that it was

not the fire in the fireplace which had attracted Dorothy,
but quite a different sort of flame. In short, much to my
consternation, I discovered that it was nothing less than
my handsome new-found friend. Sir John Manners, toward
whom Dorothy had been glancing.
We walked over to the fireplace, and one of the fires,

Sir John, moved away. But the girl turned her face that
she m.ight see him in his new position. The movement, I
confess, looked bold to the point of brazenness ; but if the
movement was bold, what shall I say of her glances and
the expression of her face .' She .seemed unable to take
her ea^er eyes from the stranger, or to think of anything
but him, and after a few moments she did not try. Soon
she stopped talking entirely ^nd did not even hear what I
was saying. I, too, became silent, and after a long pause
the girl asked :—
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"Cousin, who is tiie gentleman with whom you were
travelling ?

"

I was piqued by Dorothy's conduct, and answered rather

curtly :
"' He is a stranger. I picked him ui- at Derby, and

we rode here together."

A pause followed, awkward in its duration,

"Did you— not— learn — his— name?" asked Doro-
thy, hesitatingly.

" Yes," I replied.

Then came another pause, broken by the girl, who spoke
in a quick, imperious tone touched with irritation :—

" Well, what is it
?

"

" It is better that I do not tell you," 1 answered.
"It was quite by accident that we met. Neither of us

knew the other. Please do not ask me to tell you his

name."
" Oh. but you make me all the more eager to learn

Mystery, you know, is intolerable to a woman, except in

the unravelling. Come, tell me ! Tell me ! Not, of course^

that I reallv are a farthin^j to know— but the mystery!
A mystery arives m? wild. Tell me, please do, Cousin
Mc.lcolm."

She certainly was posing for the stranger's benefit, and
was doing all in her power, while coa.xing mc. to display

her charms, graces, and pretty little ways. Iler attitude

and conduct spoke as plainly as the spring bird's song
speaks to its mate. Yet Dorothy's manner did not seem
bold. Even to me it appeared modest, beautiful, and
necessary. She seemed to act under compulsion. She
would laugh, for the purpose, no doubt, of showing her
dimples and her teeth, and w-ould lean her head to one
side pigeon-wise to display her eyes to the best advantage,
and then would she shyly glance toward Sir John to see

if he was watching her. It was shameless, but it could

not be helped by Dorothy nor any one else After a few
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moments of mute pleading by the girl, broken now and
then by, " Please, please," I said :

—
" If you give to me your promise that y lu will never

speak of this matter to any person, I will tell you the
gentleman's name. I would not for a great deal have
your father know that I have held conversation with him
even for a moment, though at the time I did not know
who he was."

" Oh, this is delightful ! I le must be some famous,

l|
dashing highwayman. I promise, of course I promise—
faithfully." She was glancing constantly toward Manners,
and her face was bright with smiles and eager with antici-

pation.

" He is worse than a highwayman, I regret to say.

The gentleman toward whom you are so ardently glancing
is— Sir J jhn Manners."

A shock of pain passed over Dorothy's face, followed
by a hard, repellent expression that was almost ugly.

"Let us go to Aunt Dorothy," she said, as she turned
and walked across the room toward the door.

When we had closed the door of the tap-room behind us
Dorothy said angrily :

—
" Tell me, cousin, how you, a Vernon, came to be in his

company .'

"

" I told you that I met him quite by accident at the
Royal Arms in Derby-town. We became friends before
either knew the other's name. After chance had disclosed
our identities, he asked for a truce to our feud until the
morrow; and he was .so gentle and open in his conduct
that I could not and would not refuse his proffered olive
branch. In truth, whatever faults may be attributable to
Lord Rutland, — and I am sure he dcscrvrs all the evil

you have spoken of him,— his son, Sir John, is a noble
gentleman, else I have been reading the book of human
nature all my life in vain. Perhaps he is in no way to
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blame for his father's conduct lie may have had no
part in it."

" Perhaps lie has not," said Dorothy, musingly.

It was not a pleasant task for me to praise Sir John, but

my sense of justice impelled me to do so. I tried to make
myself feel injured and chagrined because of Dorothy's
manner toward him ; for you must remember I had
arranged with myself to marry this girl, but I could not

work my feelings into a state of indignation against the

heir to Rutland. The truth is, my hope of winning Doro-
thy had evaporated upon the first sight of her, like the

volatile essence it really was. I cannot tell you why, but

I at once seemed to realize that all the thought and labor

which I had devoted to the arduous task of arranging with

myself this marriage was labor lost. So I frankly told her

my kindly feelings for Sir John, and gave her my high
estimate of his character.

I continued :
" You see, Dorothy, I could not so easily

explain to your father my association with Sir John, and I

hope you will not speak of it to any one, lest the news
should reach Sir George's ears."

" I will not speak of it," she returned, sighing faintly.

"After all, it is not his fault that his father is such a vil-

lain. He doesnt look like his father, does he ?

"

" I cannot say. I never saw Lord Rutland," I re-

plied.

"He is the most villanous-looking
—

" but she broke
off the sentence and stood for a moment in revery. We
were in the darkened passage, and I^orothy had taken my
hand. That little act in another woman of course would
have led to a demonstration on my part, but in this girl it

seemed so entirely natural and candid that it was a com-
plete bar to undue familiarity. In truth, I had no such
tendency, for the childish act spoke of an innocence and
faith that were very sweet to me v.^hrs .tU my life had lived
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among men and women who laughed at those simple
virtues. The simple conditions of life are all that are
worth striving for. They come to us fresh from Nature
and from Nature's God. The complex are but concoc-
tions of man after recipes in the devil's alchemy. So
much gold, so much ambition, so much lu-.t. Mix well.

F.oduct: so much vexation.

" He must resemble his mother," said Dorothy, after a
long pause. " Poor fellow ! His mother is dead. He is

like me in that respect. I wonder if his father's villanies

trouble him ?

"

" I think they must trouble him. He seems to be sad,*'

said I, intending to be ironical.

My reply was taken seriously.

"I am sorry for him," she said, " it is not right to hate
even our enemies. The Book tells us that."

"Yet you hate Lord Rutland," said I, amused and
provoked.

Unexpected and dangerous symptoms were rapidly de-
veloping in the perverse girl, and trouble was brewing " in
Derbyshire."

The adjective perverse, by the way, usually is superflu-
ous when used to uiodify the noun girl.

"Yet you hate Lord Rutland," I repeated.
" Why, y-e-s," she resp nded. " I cannot help that, but

you know it would be very wrong to— to hate all hi.s family.
To hate him is bad enough."

I soon began to fear that I had praised Sir John over-
much.

"I think Sir John is all there is of Lord Rutland's
family," I said, alarmed yet amused at Do.'-othy's search
for an excuse not to hate my new-found friend.

" Well," she continued after a pause, throwing her head
to one side, " I am sorry there are no more of that
family not to hate."
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" What has come
" Dorothy ! Dorothy !

" I exclaimed,
over you ? You surprise mo."

"Yes," she answered, with a little sigh, "I certainly
have surprised myself by -by my uillin^^ness to f. r^ivc
those who have injured my hou.sc. I did not know therewas so much— so much good in me "

^^_-M^istress Pharisee." thought I. "you are a hypo-

Again intending to be ironical, I said, "Shall I fetchmm trom the tap-room and present him to you ? "

Once more my irony was lost upon the girl. Evidenth
tnat sort of humor was not my strong point.

" No, no," she responded indignantly, "
I would notspeak to him for—" A-iin sit hmL u' ^\t,am .snc broke her sentence

abruptly, and a ter a little jxa.se, short in itself but amply.ong for a gul hke Dorothy to change her mind two score

m ^H I

"°"*^""^^;- "It ^^-ouW not be for the best.What thmk you, Cousm Malcolm .?

"

" Surely the girl has gone mad," thought I. Her voicewas soft and conciliating as if to say. "I trust entireW oyour mature, superior judgment " ^

and'Llid-".T' ^f'^^^^f
.^-Ph-tically with her words.

be riL; It u o M l' °
n'^'

'" ''"'•
^' ''''^'''^y ^^-'^ not

Ihat IS true, the g.rl responded with firmness, "but-

nervously. "He could not strike me nor bite me Ofcourse it would be unpleasant for me to meet him ^ndas there IS no need -I am curious to know wha "'.e ofhis race is like Ifs the only reason that would ind^e meo consent. Of course you know there could be no otherreason tor me to w.sh-that is, you know-to be willinl tomeet him. Ot course you know " "

konv^"""'!"^^-.",' I ;"r''"'^',f'"
^-'"V^-A^ to mv unsuccessful

a-ony. f will tell you all I know about him c. .u.. .._..
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may understand what he is lik^ Ac f u-

"I.pcara,K.,.,,.„usawhi„,,di;i5'u„c.^" °' '" '""™^'

it d'if°„1'nu;!'Lr''
""'' °' '™"y """'^ ""' '-'• I""

It )s almost an in<;u't- rnncJn atoI i r
-^

that I .vish to meet him r^" ^'^^''^^J";. f^'" you to say

indignation. ' '''" ^"'^'"'"'-^'^ '" well-feigned

The rrench blood in my vdns moved m. to shru<^ mvshou/dcrs. I coild do nothing else With .11 7" I
edge of womankind this girl hfdtnt m' tosf '''''''

But hat Shan we say of Dorothy's conduct ? I fancy

the sort n.
'

'""''''f'T'
^'^'^^ girl.- Nothing ofthe sort. Da.e you of the cold blood -if perchanceth re be any with that curse in their veins X readthose mes-dare you, I say. lift your voice against theblessed heat m others which is but a greater s "on4rwarmer spark of God's own soul than you no ses. o, th'nyou can comprehend.^ "Evil often cL.es oT" '"

But T'. ' r' ''"'" ^^^^'"^ ^°° -"^-h preachmg^But the universe, from the humblest blade of giss to the•nfinue essence of God. exists because of that warn thwhich the mawkish world contemns. Is the iron mn od

u:tiL'TT^ ''' '"'^^""^ ^-' ciings^ritHd;';
Is the hen b,rd brazen when she flutters to her mateespons.ve to his compelling woo-son;, ^ Is the se^edin modest when it sinks into the grou,;d and sw 1 s Sh
a d falfs fo'- K l'^

^'^"^ ^«'^ ^^-^-^ i^ -ftens into ra nand falls to earth because it has no nth.r .h,..v. > „_ :_

"

--en when .t nestles for a time on the bosom' of h^^^
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arched dome and sinking into the fathomless depths ot a

blue black intnuty ceases to be itself ? Is the human

soul immodest when, drawn by a force it cannot resist i

seeks a stronger soul which absorbs its ego as the blue sky

absorbs the floating cloud, as the warm earth swells the

seed, as the magnet draws the iron? Ad these are

of one quality. The iron, the seed, the cloud, and the

soul of man are xvhat they are, do 'tvhat they do. love as

they love, live as they live, and die as they die uecause

thcv must- because they have no other choice. We

think we are free because at times we act as w'e please,

forgetting that God gives us the " please," and that every

act of our being is but the result of a dictated motive.

Dorothy was not immodest. This was her case. She was

the iron, the seed, the cloud, and the rain. You, too, are

the iron, the seed, the cloud, and the rain. It is only

human vanitv which prompts you to believe that you are

yourself and'that you are free. Do you find any freedom

in this world save that which you fondly believe to exist

within yourself? Self! There is but one self, God 1

have been told that the people of the East call H.m

Brahma. The word, it is said, means " Ikeath, in-

spiration
" " All.' I have felt that the beautiful pagan

thou<^ht has truth in it; but my conscience and my priest

tell me rather to cling to truths I have than to fly to others

that I know not of. As a result, I shall probably die ortho-

dox and mistaken-
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CHAPTER III

The Pitcher goes to the Well

OROTHY and I went to the inn parlors, where I

received a cordial welcome from my cousin, Lady

Crawford. After our greeting, Dorothy came

toward me leading the fair, pale girl whom I had seen in

the courtyard.
'• Madge, this is my cousin, Malcolm Vernon," said

Dorothy. " He was a dear friend of my childhood and is

much beloved by my father. Lady Magdalene Stanley^

cousin," and she placed the girl's soft white hand in mine.

There was a peculiar hesitancy in the girl's manner which

puzzled me. She did not look at me when Dorothy placed

her hand in mine, but kept her eyes cast down, the long,

black lashes resting upon the fair curves of her cheek like

a shadow on the snow. She murmured a salutation, and

when I made a remark that called for a response, she lifted

her eyes but seemed not to look at me. Unconsciously I

turned my face toward Dorothy, who closed her eyes and

formed with her lips the word " blind."

I retained the girl's hand, and she did not withdraw it.

When I caught Dorothy's unspoken word I led Lady

Madge to a chair and asked if 1 might sit beside her.

"Certainly," she answered smilingly; "you know I

am blind, but I can hear and speak, and I enjoy having

persons I like sit near me that I may touch them .low and

liicii vviitic we laik. ii i cOuid oiiiy see » snc cxciaimca

35
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Still, there was no tone of complaint in her voice and very
little even of re-ret. The girl's eyes were of a deep blue
and were entirely without scar or other evidence of blind-
ness, except that they did not seem to see. I afterward
learned that her afHiction had come upon her as the result
of illness when she was a child. She was niece to the
Earl of Derby, and Dorothy's mother had been her aunt
She owned a small estate and had lived at Ilaudon
Hall five or si.x years because of the love that existed
between her and Dorothy. A strong man instinctively
longs to cherish that which needs his strf ngth and
perhaps it was the girl's helplessness that first appealed
to me. Perhaps it was her rare, peculiar beauty, speak-
li.g eloquently of virtue such as I had never known, that
touched me. I cannot say what the impelling cause'was,
but this I know

:
my heart went out in pity to her, and

all that was good within me— good, which I had never
befo-e suspected— stirred in my soul, and my past life
seemed black and barren beyond endurance. Even
Dorothy's marvellous beauty bcked the subtle quality
which this simple blind girl possessed. The first step in
regeneration is to see one's faults ; the second is to regret
them

;
the third is to quit them. The first and second st^'eps

constitute repentance
; the second and third regeneration

One hour within the radius of Madge Stanley's influence
brought me to repentance. But repentance is an everyday
virtue. Should I ever achieve regeneration > That is one
of the questions this history will answer. To me, Madge
Stanley's passive force was the strongest influence for good
that had ever impinged on my life. With respect to her,
morally, I was the iron, the seed, the cloud, and the rain!
for she, acting unconsciously, moved me with neither
knowledge nor volition on my part.

Soon after my arrival at the ladies' parlor dinner was
served, and after dinner a Persian merch.mt was v.shcrcr!
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in, closely followed by his servants bearing bales of rare
Eastern fabrics. A visit and a dinner at the inn were little

events that made a break in the monotony of life at the
Hall, and the ladies preferred to visit the merciiant, who
was stopping at The Peacock for a time, rather than to have
him take his wares to Haddon.
While Lady Cra-.-ford and Dorothy were reve!Iiii<; in

Persian silks, satins, and gold cloths, I sat by Lady Madge
and was more than content that we were left to ourselves.
My mind, however, was as far from thoughts of gallantry
as if she had been a black-veiled nun. I believe I have
not told you that I was of the Holy Catholic Faith. My
religion, I may say, has always been more nominal and
political than spiritual, although there ran through it a
strong vein of inherited tendencies and superstitions which
were highly colored by contempt for heresy and heretics.
I was Catholic by habit. But if I analyzed my supposed
religious belief, I found that I had none save a hatred for
heresy. Heretics, as a rule, were low-born persons, vulgarly
moral, and as I had always thought, desplscdly hypocritical.
Madge Stanley, however, was a Protestant, and that fact
shook the structure of my old mistakes to its foundation,
and left me religionless.

After the Persian merchant had packed his bales and
departed, Dorothy and Lady Crawford joined Madge and
me near the fireplace. Soon Dorothy went over to the
window and stood there gazing into the courtyard.

After a few minutes Lady Crawford said, "Dorothy
had we not better order Dawson to bring out the horses
and coach ?

" Will Dawson was Sir George's forester.
Lady Crawford repeated her question, but Dorothy was

too intently watching the scene in tlie courtyard to hear.
1 went over to her, and looking out a^ tho window discov-
ered the object of Dorothy's rapt attention. There is no
need for me to teil you who it was. Irony, as you know,
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and as I had learned, was harmless aganist this thick

-skinned nvniph. Of course I had no authority M scolci

her so I hiu-hed. The object of Dorotly s attention was

about to mount his horse. He was drawing on his gaunt-

Icled "loves and held between his teeth a cigarro. He

certainly presented a handsome figure for the eyes of an

ardent girl to rest ui.on while he scood beneatl'. the wradow,

clothed in a fashionable Paris-made suit of brown, doublet

trunks, and ho'^e. His high-topped boots verc polished till

they shone, and his broad-rimmed hat, of aoft beaver, was

surmounted by a flowing p.ume. Even I, who had no es-

perial taste nor love tor n>ascuUne beauty, felt my sense of

the beautiful strongly moved by the attractive picture my

new-found friend presented. His dress, manner, and bear-

in>r polished bv the friction of life at a luxurious court, must

ha"v'e appeared god-like to Dorothy. She had never traveled

farther from home than Buxton and Derby-town, and haa

met onlv the half-rustic men belonging to the surrounding

gentry and nobility of Derbyshire, Nottingham, and Staf

ford She had met but few even of them, and their lives

had been spent chieflv in drinking, hunting, and gambling

— accomplishments that do not fine down the texture of a

man's nature or fit him for a lady's bower. Sir John Man-

ners was a revelation to Dorothy, and she, poor girl, was

bewildered and bewitched by him.

When John had mounted and was moving away, he

looked up to the window where Dorothy stood, and a hght

came to her eyes and a smile to her face which no man

who knows the sum of two and two can ever mistake if he

but once sees it.
, , , i.

When I saw the light in Dorothy's eyes, I knew that al

the hatred that was ever born from all the feuds that had

ever lived since the quarrelling rare of man began its feuds

in Eden could not make Dorothy Vernon bate the son ol

her father's enemy.
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''I was— was— watchinf^ him draw smoke through the— the little stick which he holds in his mouth, and — and
blow it out again," said Dorothy, in explanation of her atti-

tude. She blushed painfully and continued, " I hope you
do not think— "

"I do not thhik," I answered. "I would not think of
thinking."

"Of course not," she responded, with a forced smile,
a:- Ac watched Sir John pass out of sight under the arch
of the innyard gate. I did not think. I knew. And the
sequel, so full of trouble, soon proved that I was right.

After John had passed throu'h the gate, Dorothy was
willing to go home; and when Will Dawson brought the
great coach to the inn door, I mounted my horse and rode
beside the ladies to Haddon Ha!!, two n-,i!es north from
K.owsley.

1 '^hall not stop to tell you of the warm welcome given
me by Sir George Vernon, nor of his delight when I briefly
told him my misfortunes in Scotland — misfortunes that
had brought me to Haddon Hall. Nor shall I describe
the great boar's head supper given in my honor, at which
there were twenty men whv could have put me under the
table. I thought I knew something of the art of drinking,
but at that su[iper I soon found I was a mere tippler com-
pared with these country guzzlers. At thac feast I learned
also that Dorothy, when she had hinted concerning Sir
George's excessive drinking, had told the truth. He, being
the host, drank with all his guests Near midnight he
;rew distressingly drunk, talkative, and violent, and when
toward morning he was carried from the room by his ser-
vants, the company broke up. Those who could do so reeled
home

;
those who could not walk at all were put to bed by

the retamers at Haddon Hall. I had chosen my bedroom
high up m Eagle Tower. At table I had tried to remain
sooer. That, however, was an impossible task, for at the
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upper end u( \hc hall llv. re was a wrist-rin- placed in the

wainscotin- at a heij'h.t .-t ten uv twelve inches aDuve the

head ot an ordinary man, and it me refused to drmk as

much as the other guests thou-ht he should, his v....>t was

fastened above his head in the rin-, and the lujuor which

he should have i^mrcd down his throat was poured down

his sleeve. Therefore to avoid this species of rustic sport

I drank much more than was good for me. When the

feast closed I thought I was sober enough to go to my

room unassisted ; so I took a candle, and wilh a great show

of sell-c.nfidence climbed the spiral stone stairway to the

door of my room. The threshold of my door was two or

three feet abo.e the steps of the stairway, and after 1 had

contemplated the distance for a tew minutes. I concluded

that it w(mld not be safe for me to attempt to climb into

m" sleeping apartments without help. Accordingly I sat

down upon the step (m which I had been standing, placed

my candle beside me, called loudly for a servant, received no

response, and fell asleep only to be aw;ikened by one ot Sir

Geor"-c's retainers coming downstairs next morning.

Ahcv that supper, in rapid successi-m. followed hunting

and drinking, feasting and davcing in my honor. At the

dances the pipers furnished the music, or, I shouid rather

say the noi>e. Their miserable wailings reminded me o

Scotland. After all, thought I, is the insidious, polished

vice of France worse than the hoggish, uncouth practices

of Scotland and of English country lite .' I could not en-

dure the latter, so I asked Sir George, on the pretext ot

ill health, to allow me to refuse invitations to other houses,

an<l T insisted that he should give no more entertain-

ments at Haddon I Tall on my account. Sir George eagerly

acquiesced in all mv wishes. Ti truth. I was treated like

an honored guest and a member of the family, and I con-

gratulated mvself that my life had fallen in such pleasant

lines. Dorothy and Madge became my constant com
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panions, for Sir George's time was occupied chiefly with

his estates and with his duties as inagisliate. A iccling

of resL and contentment came over me, and my past Hfe

drifted back of me like an ever receding cloud.

Thus passed the months of October and November.

In the meantime events in Scotland and in England

proved my wisdom in seeking a home at Haddon Hall,

and showed me how great was my good fortune in

finding it.

Queen Mary was a prisoner at Lochleven Castle, and
her brother Murray had beheaded many of her friends.

Elizabeth, hating Mary as only a plain, envious woman can

hate one who is transcciidcntly beautiful, had, upon differ-

ent pretexts, seized many of Mary's friends who had fled

to England for sanctuary, and some of them had suffered

miprisonment or death.

Elizabeth, in many instances, had good cause for her

attitude toward Mary's friends, since plots were hatching

thick and fast to liberate Mary from Lochleven; and many
such plots, undoubtedly, had for their chief end the deposi-

tion of Elizabeth, and the enthronement of Mary as Queen
of England.

As a strict matter of law, Mary was rightful heir to the

English throne, and Elizabeth was an usurjier. Parlia-

ment, at Henry's request, had declared that Elizabeth, his

issue by Anne Bole^-n, was illegitimate, and that being

true, Mary was next in line of descent. The Catholics of

England took that stand, and Marv's beauty and powers
nf fascination had won for her friends even in the per-

sonal household of the Virgin Queen. Small cause for

wonder was it that Elizabeth, knowing all these facts,

looked with suspicion and fear upon Mary's refugee

friends.

The English queen well knew tVirtt Sir Cmr^rc Vernon
was her friend, therefore his house and his fxiendship were

I
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my sanctuary, without which my days ccrtahily would have

been numbered in the land of Elizabeth, and their number

would have been small. 1 was dependent on Sir George

not only tor a roof to shelter me, but for my very life. I

speak of these things that you may know some of the

many imperative reasons why I desired to please and con-

ciliate my cousin. In addition to those reasons, I soon

grew to love Sir George, not only because of his kindness

to me, but because he was a lovable man. He was gener-

ous, just, and frank, and although at times he was violent

almost to the point of temporary madness, his heart was

usually gentle, and was as easily touched by kindness as it

was quickly moved to cruelty by injury, fancied or actual.

I have never known a more cruel, tender man than he.

You will see him in each of his natures before you hnve

finished this history. But you must judge him only after

you have considered his times, which weie forty years ago.

his surroundings, and his blood.

Durin^-- those two months remarkable changes occurred

within the walls of Haddon, chief of which were in myself,

and, alas! in Dorothy.

My pilgrimage to Haddon, as you already know, had

been made ior the purpose of marrying my f^^^ co"^^"

'

for I did not, at the time I left Scotland, suppose I should

need Sir George's protection against Elizabeth, \\hen I

met Dorothv at Rowsley, my desire to marry her became

personal, in addition to the mercenary motives with which

I had originally started. But I quickly recognized the

fact that the girl was beyond my reach. I knew I cou d

not win her love, even though I had a thousand years to

try for it; and I would not accept her hand in marriage

solclv at her father's command. I also soon learned that

Dorothy was the child of her father, gentle, loving, and

tender beyond the naming, but also wilful, volent and

.^„„,.-.-j;,nfl rfv.ikl influence her
tierce lu ine exii-ii: ir.ai
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First 1 shall speak of the change within myself. I wil'
soon be done with so nnich " I " and "me," and vou shal"
have Dorothy to your heart's content, or trouble, I know
not which.

Soon after my arrival at Iladdon Hall the sun ushered
m one of those wonderful days known only to the English
autumn, when the hush of Nature's drowsiness, just bc^fore
her long winter's sleep, imparts its soft r-stfulness to man,
as if It were a lotus feast. Dorothy was ostentatiously
busy with her household malte-s, and was consulting with
butler, cook, and steward. Sir George had ridden out to
supermtend his men at work, and I, wandering aimlessly
about the hall, came upon Ivladge Stanley sitting in the
chaplain's room with folded hand.s.

•' Lady Madge, will you go with me for a walk this beau-
tiful morning ? " I asked.

" Gladly would I go, Sir Malcolm," she responded, a
smile brightening her face and quickly fading away, "but
I —I cannot walk in unfamiliar places. I should fall.
Vou would have to lead me by the hand, and that, I (car,
would mar the pleasure of your walk."

" Indeed, it would not, Lady Madge. I should enjoy
my walk all the more."
"If you really wish mc to go, I shall be delighted."

she responded, as the brightness came again to her face.
" I sometimes grow weary, and. I confess, a little sad sit-
ting alone when Dorothy cannot be with me. Aunt
Dorothy, now that she has her magnifying glasses,— spec-
tacles. I think they are called.- devotes all her time to
reading, and dislikes to bo interrupted."

" I wish it very much," I said, surprised by the real
eagerness of my desire, and unconsciouslv endeavoring to
keep out of the tones of my voice a part of that eagerness.

I shall take you at your word." she said. " I will fro
.->... ^ «._ ^,. _. . 1 ^ . , , ,.

'^

jjci i.iy Ilai anci ClOaK,
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She rose and began to grope her way toward the door,

holding out her white, expressive h.Trids in front of her.

It was pitiful and beautiful to see her, and my emotions

welled up in my throat till I could hardly speak.

" Permit me to give you my hand,'' I said huskily. How
I longed to carry her ! Every man with the right sort of

a heart in his breast has a touch of the mother instinct in

him ; but, alas i only a touch. Ah, wondrous and glorious

womanhood ! If you had naught but the mother instinct

to lift you above your masters by the hand of man-made

laws, those masters were still unworthy to tie the strings of

your shoes.

"Thank you," said the girl, as she clasped my hand, and

moved with confidence by my side. " This is so much bet-

ter than the dreadful fear of falling. Even through these

rooTus where I have lived for many years I feel safe only

in a few ))laces,— on the stairs, and in my rooms, which

are also Dorothy's. When Dorothy cha:-!ges the position

of a piece of furniture in the Hall, she leads me to it several

times that I may learn just where it is. A long time ago

she changed the position of a chair and did not tell me.

I fell against it and was hurt. Dorothy wept bitterly over

the mishap, and she has never since failed to tell me of

such changes. I cannot make you know how kind and

tender Dorothv is to me. I feel that I should die without

her, and I know she would grieve terribly were we to

part."

I could not answer. What a very woman you will think

I was ! I, who could laugh while I ran my sword through

a inan's heart, could hardly restrain my tears for pity ot

this beautiful blind girl.

"Thank you ; that will do," she snid, when we came to

the foot of the great staircase. " I can now go to my
rooms alone."

VVilCU i)iic rcd-Liicu uic t^'p SHc ncaiLat^-G aiii gr\.»pCU ioi



THE PITCHER GOES TO THE WELL 45

a mon.ont; then .he turned and called lau^hinHv to me

;;^:cti:tirv'%'^""'"
•' '^^ ^^^'^^- "^ ^n-^ 'hi .^y

biried.' •

'' '' '''''' ^" '^'y P^-'^ - -t like

"There are many ways in which one may be led LadvMadge I answered aloud. Then I said to myse ' T^,tKi'l will lead you to Heaven Aldrolm if
>'

he. lo do so."
^^laieolm, if you will permit

But thirty-five years of evil life are hard to neutralizeThere ,s but one subtle eli.xir that can do it-love a„d Ib.ul^ m. thought of that magic remedy with r:;.^^o

the'st;"case'' 'iv'lr
"'' '"' '"' ^^^"^"^^' '^ ^^e foot of

£^^^^^''^:^^^^^^

'
thCd ;"f"^'' ""rr ?' ^°^^^^>- -^^^^ not'com? ^:

a profanat on f
'
' -''"'"•

^' ^^"^^^^ ^" ^^' ^^'"^-^a profanation for me to admire the sweet oval of her faceUpon her alabaster skin, the black eyebrows, the ion.ashes, the fan.t blue veins and the curving red lips so Sn exqmsite relief. While she was descending the s

cl scloscd by the clmgmg silk gown she wore. I felt that Ihad sinned n. looking upon her, and I was almost ^hd hecould not see the shame which was in my face

-idwarm thl^'sT'"'
"" ^"" """'"S-" ^'^^"^^'^-J f-"^uiiuwa) ill the staircase.

'• ]7:ur "' '^" ^""' °^ '^" '^^^P^'" I answered.

i.ii»- llcllUC IS iamiiiar to me.
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"I shall be proud if you will call me 'Cousin Malcolm
always. I like the name better than any that you can

use."

" If you wish it," she said, in sweet, simple candor, " I

will call you ' Cousin Malcolm,' and you may call mc
' Cousin Madge ' or ' !\Iadge,' just as you please."

"
' Cousin Madge ' it shall be ; that is a compact," I an-

swered, as I opened the door and we walked out into the

fresh air of the bright October morning.

"That will stand for our first compact; we are progress-

ing famously," she said, with a low laugh of delight.

Ah, to think that the blind can laugh. God is good.

We walked out past the stables and the cottage, and
:rossed the river on the great stone bridge. Then we
'ook our way down the babbling Wye, keeping close to

Its banks, while the dancing waters and even the gleaming

pebbles seemed to dimple and smile as they softly sang

their song of welcome to the fair kindred spirit wlio had

:ome to visit them. If we wandered from the banks for

but a moment, the waters seemed to struggle and turn in

their cour.se until they were again by her side, and then

would they gently flow and murnuir their contentment as

they travelled forward to the sea, full of the memory of her

sweet presence. And during all that time I led her by the

hand. I tell you, friends, 'tis sweet to write of it.

When we returned we crossed the Wye by the stone

footbridge and entered the garden below the terrace at the

corner postern. We remained for an hour resting upon
the terrace balustrade, and before we went indoors Madge
again spoke of Dorothy.

'' I cannot tell you how much I have enjoyed this walk,

nor how thankful I am to you for taking me," she said.

I did not interrupt her by replying, for I loved to hear

her talk.

" Dorothv sonietimes takes mc with her for 2. short
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walk, but I seldom have that pleasure. Walking is toe
slow for Dorothy. She is so .^tron-; and full of life She
delights to ride her nuire Dolcy. Have you seen Dolcy ?

'

" No," I responded.

"You must see her at once. She is the most beautiful
animal in the world. Though small of limb, she is swift
a. the wind, and as easy as a cradle in her gaits. She
is mettlesome and fiery, but full of affection, ''shc often
ki.'^ses Dorothy. Mare and rider are finely mated. Doro.
thy is the most perfect woman, and Dolcy is the most per-
fect mare. 'The two D's,' we call them. 15ut Dorothy
says we must be careful not to put a— a dash between
them," she said with a laugh and a blush.
Then I led Madge into the hall, and she was blithe and

-:appy as if the blessed light of day were in her eyes It
was in her soul, and that, after all. is where it brings the
greatest good.

°

After that morning, Madge and I frequentiv walked out
ft'hen the days were pleasant. The autumn was mild, well
mto winter time, and by the end of November the trans-
parent cheeks of the blind girl held an exquisite tinge of
color, and her form had a new grace from the strength she
nad acquired in exercise. We had grown to be dear
friends, and the touch of her hand was a pleasure for
which I waited eagerly from day to day. Again I say
thoughts of love for her had never entered my mind. Per
haps their absence was becau.se of my feeling that they
could not possibly exist in her heart for me.
One evening in November, after the servants had all

gone to bed, Sir George and I went to the kitchen to drink
a hot punch before retiring for the night. I drank a mod-
erate bowl and sat in a large chair before the fire, smoking
a pipe of tobacco, while Sir George drank brandy toddy at
^hc massive oak table in the middle of the room.

bir George was rapidly growing drunk. He said;
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"Dawson teJIs me that tho qfecn's omcors arrested another of Mary St.arfs damned French Iriend'at Drbv'

"Can you not remember his name?- I asked "ir^

::;mu^^/G^"' ''rr:\ ''y ^^"^^^ -. i„:i,ed

:

"
Th.f ^:'^'""^^^V

^'^^ ''^"«-^^^-' ^^-^ offensive to meThat IS true, Malcolm.'' responded Sir Geor<^e "Ibeg your pardon. I n,eant to speak ill only of^l-.rv'

Ct^^r r'''T T '^'"^ "-'-^ injury than^^dto tliLir quc^., s cause by their plottin-- "

I L^'^rt''
"^" ""' '''^" ^^'Srct these plots more th.nI do. They certamly will work great inj .ry to the c .u ethey are mtended to help. I^ut' I fear many nn" ntmen are made to suffer for the few guiltv ones.^ W tl ^uyour protection, for which I cannot suffidently ha^^k youn^y life here would probably be of short duraU'on aC'my mjsfortune.s in Scotland. I know not what I sho Idhave done had ,t not been for your generous welcome Io.t al m Scot.a;,d, and it would now be in.possible for" me

suU in nn"" ^" T"^'' ^" "^>' ^'^'' ^° -^capetnddresult m my arrest, fortune certainly has turned herapnc,.. back upon me. with the one exception thatnas icit mc your friLndsliip."
• Malcolm, my boy." said Sir Grorge. drawing his cliiirto^rd n,e, "that which you consider yo„r loss is" my «

"
gam I am gr„»„,-. old, and if you, „ho havo seen so

man in Enl'i* d
••

""' ""''
' ''''' ^' '"» '-"--'

"I thank you more than I c -r tell "
I sqid .^..r^f,,]

to commit myself to any course.'
' ^"^ ""^^

''^^^''fl!'%'l''^''<^^^'^-i^h the cursed race of Manners "
contmued S.r George, "I have little to trouble me .and if/ou will remam with us, I thank God I mav leave.^k; fl'j
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in good hands. Would that 1 were young again only for
a day that I m.ght call that scoundrel Rutland aiul his
r:7ip of a son to account in the only manner whereby an
honest man may have justice of a thief. There are buttwo of then Malcoln),- father and son. -and if theywere dead, the damned race would be extinct

"

I believe that Sir George Vernon when sober could nothave spoken m that fashion even of his enemies
I found difficulty in .vplying to my cousin's remarks,

so I sajd evisively:—
"I certainly am the mo«t fortunate of men to find sowarm a welcome from you, and so good a home as thatwh.ch I have at Haddon Hall. When I n^et Dorothy atthe inn. I knew at once by her kindness that my friends

of old were st.ll true to me. I was almost stunned byDorothy s beauty. ' ^
My mention of Dorothy was unintentional and unfortu-

nate. I had shied from the subject upon several previous
occasions, Injt Sir George was continually trying to lead

tTe trouble
'""' "'' '"'^ °' forethought saved him

"Do you really think that Doll is very beautiful -sovery beautiful.^ Do you really think so, Malcolm.?" said
the old gentleman, rubbing his hands in pride and pleasure.

Surprismgly beautiful,- I answered, seeking hurriedly
through my mmd for an excuse to turn the conversafon I

it Ti ^- T T-T'^'
'""'"'^^ °"^' ^"'^^^ f^-^^t: beautiful asDo.othy was did not want her for my wife, and I couldno have had ner even were I dying for love. The more

I '-^arned of Dorothy and my.self during the autumn
through which I had just passed-and I had learned mo eof myself than I had been able to discover in the thirty.
five previous years of my life -the more clearly I saw the
utter unfitness of marriage beiw.^.Mi ,,«

" In all your travels." asked Sir George. leaning his
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elbows upon his knees and looking at his feet between
his hands, •' m all your travels and court life have you ever
seen a woman who was so beautiful as my girl Doll?"

His pride in Dorothy at times had a tinge of egotism
and selfishness. It seemed to be almost the pride of
possession and ownership. " My girl !

" The expression
and the tone in which the words were spoken sounded as if
he had said: "My fine hor.sc," "Mv beautiful Hall," or
" My grand estates." Dorothy was his property Still he
loved the girl passionately. She was dearer to him than
all his hors-. cattle, halls, and estates put together, and he
loved even them to excess. He loved all" that he pos-
sessed

;
whatever was his was the best of the sort. Such

a love is apt to grow up in the breasts of men who have
descended from a long line of proprietary ancestors, and
with all Its materialism it has in it possibilities of great
good. The sturdy, unflinching patriotism of the En-Iish
people springs from this source. The thou-dit "Thit
which I possess is the best," has bcautv and'' use in it
though It leads men to treat other men, and. alas ! wonv.-n'
as mere chattels. All this was passing through mv ,ni,ul'
and I forgot to answer Sir George's question.

^

j.'u!^.^':
^'"^' '^''"' ''^'^" ^ woman more beautiful than

iJoU? he again asked.
"I certainly have never .seen one whose bcautv may

even be compared with Dorothy's." I answered.
" And she is young, too," continued Sir C:,ur^*i " she

is not yet nineteen." **
'

"That is very young," I answered, not knowing what
else to say.

^

"And she will be rich some day. Very rich. I am called
King of the Peak,' you know, and there are not three es-

tates in Derbyshire which, if combined, would equal mine "

"That IS true, cousin," I answered, "and I rejoice in
your good fortune."
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"Dorothy will have it all one of these days -aiJ all
•

continued my cousin, still lookin- at his feet.
'

'

/^fter a long pause, during which Sir George took sev-
era hhata.ns Iron, his bowl of toddy, he cleared his throatand said, 'bo Dorothy is the most beautiful girl and the
richest heiress you know ?

"

^ ^ u,e

"Indeed she is." I responded, knowing full well whathe was leadmg up to. Realizing that in spite of me hewould now speak his mind. I made no attempt to turn the
current of the conversation.

After another long pause, and after scvcra. more
draughts from the bowl, my old friend and would-be bene-
tacior said: "You may remember a little conversation
between us when you were last at Haddon six or seven
years ago, about— about Dorothy ? You remember ? -

1, of course, dared not pretend that I had forgotten
" Ves, I remember," I responded.
" What do you think of the proposition bv this time >"

asked Sir George. "Dorothy and all she will inherit
shall be yours—

"

" Stop, stop. Sir George !
" I exclaimed. - You do not

know what you say. No one but a prince or a great pe -r
of the realm is worthy of aspiring to Dorotny's hand
VVhen she is ready to marry you should take her to I on^
don court, where she can make her choice from amon- the
nobles of rur land. 1-here is not a marriageable duk'e or
can in I- ngland who would not eagerly seek the girl for a
wife. My dear cousin, your generosity overwhelms me
but It must not be thought of. I am ut'teriy unworthy of
ner m person, age, and position. No ! no !

"

^

'jBut listen to me. Malcolm," responded Sir George
\ouT modesty, which, in truth, I did not know you

possessed.^ is pleasing to me ; but I have reasons of myown for wishing that y,u should marrv Dorothv I w;,nt
^'.y csiuiefe to remain m tiic Vernon name, and one day
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you or your children will make my house and my nai.-":

noble. You and Dorothy shall gu to court, and between
you— damme I if you can't win a dukedom, I am no
prophet. "\\:»u would not object to ciiange your faith,
would you ?

"

"Oh, no," I responded, "of course I should not object
to that."

"Of course not. I knew you wee no fool," said Sir
George. "Age! why, you are .uiiy thirty-five years old
— little more than a matured boy. I prefer you to any
man in Kngland for Dorothy's hukoand."
"You overwhelm me with your kindness," I returned,

feeling that I was being stranded on a very dangerous
shore, aniid.st wealth and beauty.

"Tut, tut, there's no kindness in it," returned rry cousin.
"I do not offer you Dorothys he id from an unselfish
notive. I have told you one motive, 1 ".t there is another,
and a little condition besides, Malcolm." The brandy
Sir George had been drinking had sent the devil to his
brain.

"What is the condition.?" I asked, overjoyed to hear
that there was one.

The old man leaned toward me and a fierce blackness
overclouded his face. " I am told, Malcoh ;, that you have
few equals in swordsmanship, and that the duel'io is not
new to you. Is it true .'

"

" I believe I may say it is true," I answ^cd. " I have
fought successfully with some of the most noted duellists
of— '•

" Enough, enough ! Now. this is the condition, Malcolm,— a welcome one to you, I am sure; a welcome one to
anv brave r- n." His eyes gleamed with fire and hatred.
"Quarrel with Rutland ainl his .son and kill both of
them."

I felt like reco'ling from the old fieno. I had often
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quarrelled and fought, but, thank God, never in cold blood
and with deliberate intent to do mnuier.
"Then Dorothy and all I possess shall be yours," said

Sir Geor-e. "The old one v.ili be un easy victim Theyoung one, they say, prides himself on his prowess. I do
nor know with what cause, 1 have never seen him tight
n act, I have never seen the fellow at all. He has

lived at London court si.Ke he was a child, and has sel-dom. If ever, visited this part of the country. He was apage both to J.dward VI. and to Queen 'Mary. Whv
Elizabeth keeps the danmed traitor at court to plot agains't
her IS more than I can understand. Do the conditioi^s .suit
you, Malcolm ?

" asked Sir George, piercing me with his
eyes.

I did not respond, and he contin d : " All I ask is your
.
romise to kill Rutland and his son at Hie first opportunity

1 care not .ow. The marriage may come off at once Itcan t take place too soon to please me "

to Ir'i'^r^ :T'' ^"^ '' '^'"'- "^^^ P^''^' to speak and
to thmk had left me. To accept Sir George's offer was
out of toe qucstH.n. To refuse it would be to <nve offence
beyond reparation to my only friend, and you know what
hat wou d have meant to me. My refuge was Dorothy.

1 knew, however willing I might be or might appear tobe Dorotny would save me the trouble and danger ofrefusing her hand. So I said : —
"We have not consulted Dorothy. Perhaps her incli-

nations—

k,-''^^""','-''T'!"'"'""'
''' ^'"^"-^' I have always beenk nd and indulgent to her, and sne is a dutiful, obedient

daughter. My wi.sh and command in this affair will fur-
nish inclinations enough for Doll."

th"i^"S''^l'' P^'^''^^*'^'"
I remonstrated, " I would not acceptthe hand of Lorothy nor of any woman unless she desired

it. I could not. I couKl not."
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" If Doll conscnt;s I am to understand that you accept ?

"

asked Sir Gcor^;x-.

1 saw no way dut of the di'cmma, and to gain time I

said, " Few men in their ri^•ht mind would refuse so flat-

tering an offer unless there were a most potent reason
and I— I — "

'

"Good! good! I shall go to bed happy to-night for
the first time in years. The Rutiands will soon be out of
my path."

There is a self-acting retribution in our evil passions
which never fails to operate. One who hates must suffer,
and Sir George for years had paid the penalty night and
day, unconscious that his pain was of his own making.

J5cfore we ])arted I said, "This is a delicate m'ltter,
with reference to Dorothy, and I insist that you give me
time to win, if possible, her kindly regard' before you
express to her your Wish."

"Nonsense, nonsense, Malcolm! I'll tell the girl about
it in the morning, and save you the trouble. The women
will want to make some new gowns and— "

'' But," I interrupted eiiiphatically, " 1 will not have it so.

It is every man's sweet privilege t(.> woo the woman of his
choice in his own way. It is not a trouble to me ; it is a
pleasure, and it is every woman's right to be wooed by the
man who seeks her. I again insist that I only shall speak
to Dorothy on this subject. At least, I deiiuaid that I be
allowed to speak first."

"That's all damned nonsense," responded Sir George;
"but if you will have it so, well and good. Take your
own course. I sujjpose it's the fashion at court. The
good old country way suits me. A ,<_ irl's father tells her
whom she is to marry, and, by gad, she does it without a
word and is glad to get a man. English girls obev their
parents. Tluy know what to expect if they don't'— the
lash, by God, and the dungeon under the keep. Your
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roundahuut rnctl;.Kl is ull rij;ht for tenants and peasants
but among people who possess estates and who control
vast mtcrests, o n-is are - girls are- Wei!, they are born
and brought up to obey and to help forward the interest^
of their houses." The old man was grouing very drunk
and after a long pause he continued: "Have vour (n\ n'
way, Malcolm, but don't waste time. Now that the matter
IS settled, I want to get it oft my hands quickly.-

"I shall speak to Dorothy on the subject at th- first
favorable opportunity," I responded; "but I warn vou Sit
(^corge, that if Dorothy proves disinclined to m irrv me
I will not accept her hand."

'

"Never fear for DoU ; she will be all right," and we
parted.

Doll ail right • Had he only known how verv far frorr
"all right" Dorothy wa.s, he would have sleot 'little tha^
night.

'

This brings me to the other change of which 1 spoke

-

the change in Dorothy Change.' It was a metamor
phosis.

A fortnight after the scene at The Peacock I accidentalK
discovered a drawing made by Dorothy of a man with i
cigan-o m his mouth. The girl snatched the paper frommy hands and blushed convincingly.

'' It is a caricature of_ of hinr." she .said. She smiled
and evidently was willing to talk upon the subject ot "him ''

1 declined the ^ >pic.

This haiipened a month or more previous to my roiiver-
s.Uion with Sir George concerning Dorothy. A 'few days
alter my di.scovcry of the cigarro picture,'Dorothy and' I
were out on the terrace together. Frequently when she
was with me she would try to lead the conversation tc the
topic which I well knew was in her mind, if not in her
heart, at all times. She would speak of our first ni..^Hn.r
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at The Peacock, and would use every artifice to induce me
to brill-; up the subject which she was eai^er to discus,, but
I always failed her. On the day mentioned when we were
together on the terrace, after repeated faikn-es to induce
me to speak upon the desired topic, she said, " I suppose
you never r cet — meet— him when you ride out ?

"

"Whom, Dorothy?" I asked.

"The gentleman with the cigarro," she responded,
laughini; nervously.

" No," I answered, " I know nothing of him."
The subject was dropped.

At another time she said, "lie was in the village

Overhaddon — yesterday."

Thi'i\ I knew who " him " was.
" How do you know ?

" I asked.

"Jennie Faxton, the farrier's tlaughter, told me. She
often comes to the Hall to serve me. She likes to act as
my maid, and is devotrd to mc."

" Did he send any word to you ?
'

I asked at a venture.
The girl blushed and hung her head. "N-o," she re-

sponded.

"What was it, Dorothy .' " I asked gently. "You may
trust me."

" He sent no word to me," the girl responded. "Jennie
said she heard two gentlemen talking about me in front of
the farrier's shop, cuul one of them said something about—
oh, I don't know wh ; it was. I can't tell you. It was all

nonsense, and of course he did not mean it."

"Tell me all, Dorothy," I said, seeing that she reallv

wanted to speak.

"Oh, he said something about having seen Sir George
Vernon's daughter at Rowsley, and— and— I can't teh
you what he said, I am too full of shame." If her cheeks
told the truth, she certainly was "full of shame"

"Tell me all, suect cousin
; I am sorr\ for you," I said.
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She raised her eyes tc. mine in quick surprise with a look
of suspicion.

trus "me.""''
''"' '"'' ''"'''''''

'
^'^ '' ^^^•"' ^«" -'-^y

"He spoke of my beauty and called it marvellous," said
the prl. " He said that in all the world there was not
another wnman — oh, I can't tell you.'

" Yes, yes. go on, Dorothy," I insisted.
"He said "she continued, "that he could think of

nothing else but me day or night since he had first seen
nie at Rowsley-that I had bewitched him and -and

-

Then the other gentleman said, 'John, don't plav with
f^re

;

,t will burn you. Nothing good can come of' it for

"Did Jennie know who the gentleman was ? " I asked
" No," returned Dorothy.
" How do you know who he was .'

"

"Jennie described him," she .said.

" How did she describe him ?
"

I asked
"She said he was - he was the handsomest man in the

fdl in," -^Kf •'
""' ""'''''''' '^"" ''' I-verfullv she

ell in love with hmi in spite of herself. The little devil
to dare

! You see that describes him i.crfectlv
"

I laughed outright, and the girl blushed painfully
"It does describe him." she said petulantly. "Youknow It d.K's No one can gainsay that he is wonderfully

dangerously handsome. I believe the woman does not livewho could refrain from feasting her eyes on his noble
beauty, f wonder if I shall ever again -again "

Tearswere in her voice and almost in her eyes
•'Dorothy! My God. Dorothy !" I exclaimed in terror

_
^ OS

!
yes ! My God, Dorothy !

" she responded, cov-
ering her face with her hands and sighing deeply as shedropped her head and left me ' ^

\'.-..-

J -.,, •y vjtyu, iJui'utnv i he helpless iron and the
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terrible loadstone' The passive seed? The dissolving
cloud and the fallinj:;: raiu !

Less than a week after the above conversation, Dorothy,
Madge, and I were riding from Yulcgrave Church up to
the village of Overhaddon, which lies one mile across the
hills from H addon Hall. My horse had cast a shoe, and
we stopped at Faxton's shop to have him shod. The town
well is in the middle of an open space called by the vil-

lagers "The Open," around which are clustered the half
dozen houses and shops that, constitute the village. The
girls were mounted, and I was standing beside them m
front of the farrier's, waiting for my horse. Jennie Faxton,
a wild, unkempt girl of sixteen, was standing in silent ad-
miration near Dorothy. Our backs were turned toward
the well. Suddenly a light came into Jennie's face, and
she plucked Dorothy by the skirt of her habit.

" Look, mistress, look ! Look there by the well ! ' .«aic

Jennie in a whisper. Dorothy looked toward the well. I
also turned my head and beheld my friend. Sir John, hold
ing a bucket of water for his horse to drink. I had noi
seen him since we parted at The Peacock, and I did no^
show that I recognized him I feared to betray our friend
ship to the villagers. They, however, did not know Sir
John, and I need not have been so cautious. But Dorothy
and Madge were with me, and of course I dared not make
any demonstration of acquaintanceship with the enemy of
our house.

Dorothy watched John closely, and when he was ready
to mount she struck her horse with the whip, and boldly
rode to the well.

" May I ask you to give my mare water > " she said.
"Certainly. Ah, I beg pardon. I did not understand,"

answered Sir John, confusedly. John, the polished, self-
poised courtier, felt the confusion of a country rustic in
the presence of this wonderful r rl. whose knowledrp r>f
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lite had been acciuircd within tlic precincts of iladtlon Hall.
\'et the inexperienced nitl was self-poised and unconfused,
while the wits of the courtier, who had olu-n calmly f^at'
tered the queen, had all ijone wool-';atlierin'^'-.

She repeated her request.

"Certainly," returned Joh:i. '•! -I knew what you said— but— but you surprise me.
"

"Ves," said brazen Dorothy, "I have surnri-.ed my-
self."

^

John, in his haste to satisfy I),.lcv"s thirst, dashed the
water against the skirt of L),,n)thy\s habit, and was profuse
in his apologies.

"Do not mention it," said Dorothy. "I like a damp
habit. The wind cannot so easily blow it about," and .she
laughed as she shook the garment to free it of the water
Dolcy refused to drink, and Dmothv having no e.vcu.se to
hnger at the well, drew up her reins and lu'epared to
leave. While doing so, she said : —

" Do you often come to Overhaddon .'
' Her eager eves

shone like red coals, and looking at John, she "awaited
smilingly his response.

"Seldom," answered John; " not often. I mean every
day— that is, if I may come."
"Any one may come to the village whenever he w'.hes

to do so." responded Dorothy, laughing too plainly at .Sir
John's confusion. " Ls it seldom, or not often, or every
day that you come.'" In licr overconfidencc she was
chaffing him. He caught the tone, and looked quickly
into the girl's eyes. Her gaze couJd not stand against
John's for a moment, and the long lashes drooped to shade
her eyes from the fierce light of his.

" I said I would come to Overhaddon every day." he
returned; "and although I mu.st have appeared very fool-
ish in my confusion, you cannot misunderstand the full
mt*i ^ ' »» -"^ " ^ «.*.. -.. — 1 -- '
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In John's boldness and in the rin- of his voice Dorothy

felt the touch of her master, against whom she well knew
all the poor force she could muster would be utterly help-
less. She was frightened, and said : —

"I — I must go. Good-by."
When she rode away from him she thought : " I believed

because cf his confusion that I was the stronger. I could
not stand against him for a moment. Holy Virgin ! what
have I done, and to what an I coming ?

"

You may now understand the magnitude of the task
which Sir George had set for me when he bade me marrv
his daughter and kill the Rutlands. I might perform the
la.st-named Icat, but dragon fighting would be mere child's
play compared with the first, while the girl's heart was
filled with the image of another man.

I walked forward to meet Dorothy, leaving Madge near
the farrier's shf)p.

" Dorothy, are you mad ? What have you been doin-^ '
"

I asked.
^

'

" Could you not see ?
" she answered, under her breath,

casting a look of warning toward Madge and a glance of
defiance at me. " Are you, too, blind ? Corld^'you not
see what I was doing >

"

" Yes," I responded.
" Then why do you ask ^

"

As I went back to Madge I saw John ride out of the
village by the south road. I afterward learned that he
rode gloomily back to Rutland Castle cursing himself for
a fool. His duty to his father, which with him was a
strong motive, his family pride, his sel: love, his sense of
caution, all told him that he was walking open-eyed into
trouble. He had tried to remain away from the vicinity
of Haddon Hall, but, despite his self-respect and self-
restraint, he had made .several visits t(. Rowslev and to
Overhaddon, aiid ar one tim,. h-,,] ,;a.:..„

i-J ti iwC "vV" i^ ii.
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passing Haddon Hall on his way thither. He had as
nuich business in the moon as at Overhaddon, yet he told
Dorothy he would he at the viila-e every day, and she it
seemed, was only too willing to give him opportunities to
transact his momentous affairs.

As the lloating cloud to the fathomless blue, as the seed
to the earth, as the iron to the lodestonc, so was Dorothy
unto John. ^

Thus you see our beautiful pitcher went to the well and
was broken.
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CHAITER IV

Thf Golden Heart

THE day after Dorothy's first meeting with Manners
at Ovorhaddon she was restless and nervous, and
about the Iiour of three in the afternoon she

mounted Dolcy and rode toward Bakewell. That direc-
t)on, I was sure, she took lor the purpose of misleading
as at the Hall, and I felt confident she would, when once
out of sij;ht, head her mare strai^^ht for Overhaddon
Within an hour Dorothy was home again, and very ill

tempered.

The next day she rode out in the morning. I asked
tier if I should ride with her, and the emphatic " No" with
A'hich she answered me left no rnoir. for doubt in my
mind ctMicerning her desire for my company or her dcsti
nation. Again she returned within an hour and hurried
to her apartments Shortly afterward Madge asked me
what Dorothy was weeping about, and although in my
own mind I wns confident of the cause of Dorothy's tears,
I, of course, did not give Madge a hint of my suspicion.'
Yet I then knew, quite as we!! as I now iaiuw,' that John,
notwithstanding the important business which he said
would bring him to Overhaddon every day, had forced
nimself to retnain at home, and Dorothy, ir, consequence,
suffered from anger and wounded pride. She had twice
ridden to Overhaddon to meet him. She had done for
iiiz, iUAw iiiui vviiicn ouc Knew sTic siiuuiti iuive ieic undone.
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and he had refused the offcrin- A smarting conscience
an adnn- heart, and a breast full of anger were Dorothy's
rewards tor lier evil doing. The dav after her second
futile trip to Overh :Rid(Mi, I, to test her, spoke of John.
She turned upon me with the black look of a fury, and
hurl.jcl her words at me.
"Never again speak his despised name in my hearing.

Curse him and his whole race."
" Now what has he been doing?" I asked.
"nell yuu. I will not speak of him, nor will I listen to

you," and she dashed away from me like a fiery whirl-
wintl.

^

Four or five days later the girl rode out again upon
Doicy. She was away from home for four long hours, and
-.vlien she returned she was so gentle, sweet, and happy
ihat she was willing to kiss everv one in the household
from Welch, the but.:her, to Sir George. She was radiant
She clung to Madge and to me, and sang and romped
'ihroiigh rhe house like Dorothy of old.
Madge said, " I am so glad you are feeling better, Doro-

thy." Then, speaking to me :
" She has been ill for several

aay.s. She could not sleep."

Dorothy looked quickly over to me. gave a little shrug
to her shoulders, bent forward her face, which was red
with blushing, and kissed Madge lingeringly upon the
lips.

The events of Dorothy's trip I soon learned from her
The little scene between Dorothy, Madge, and myself,

after Dorothy's joyful return, occurred a week before the
momentous coi, .ersation between Sir George and me con-
cerning my union with his house. Ten^davs after Sir
George had offered me his daughter and liis lands he
hrought up the subject again. He and I were walkin- on
the ridge of ]?owling Green Ilill.

'^I am giad you are making such fair progress with
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Doll." said Sir Goor-c "Have you yet spoken t.. l,er
i:i»<>n the subject?

"

I was surprised to hear that I had made any pro^^ress.
In tict, I tlid n.-t know that I had taken a single step. I
was curious tu learn in what the progress consisted, so I
said :—

^

" I have not s{)nken to Dorothy yet concerning the mar-
riage, and I fear that I have made no progress at all. She
certainly is friendly enough to me, but "

" I should say that the gift from you she exhibited would
mdicate considerable progress," said Sir George, casting an
expressive glance toward me.

°

"What gift.'" I stupidly incpiircd.

_

'• The golden heart, you rascal. She said vou told her
It harl belonged to your mother."

"Iloly Mother o'f Truth! " thought I, " j,ray give your
especial care to my cousin I)or(,thv. She needs it."

Sir George thrust at my side with his thumb and con-
tinued :

—
"Don't deny it, Malcolm. Damme, vou are as shy as

a boy m this matter. J?ut perhaps you' know better than
I how to go at her. I uv.s thinking onlv the r,tber day
that your cour.se was probably the right one. Doll I sus-
pect, has a dash of her old father's temper, and she may
prove a htllc troublesome unless we let her think ^he is
having her own way. Oh, there is nothing like knowin-
how to handle them, Malcolm. Just let them think they
are having their own way and — and save trouble Doll
may have more of her father in her than I suspect, and
perhaps it is well for us to move slowlv. You will be .-.ble
to judge, but vou must not move too slow!-.-. If in the
end she should prove stubborn, we will break her will or
break her neck. I would rather ha;-e a daughter in
Bakewell churchyard than a wilful, stubborn, disobedient
nuz/.y in Uadd(jn Hall."
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Sir George had been drinkin.E^, and my sHi. roncerninf'
the gift passed unnoticed by him.

^

" I am sure you well know h,.\v to , -oceed in liiis matter
but d.m't be too cautious, Rlaiolm ; '.he best woman livinor'
loves to be stormed."

**

" Trust me," I answered. '•
I sluili .speak " and my

words unconsciously sank away to thought, as th.ni-ht
often, and inconveniently at times, grows into words''

" Dorothy, Dorothy/' said the thoughts again and again,
"where came you by the golden heart.'" and " ulicre
karncd \,m so villanously to lie.'"

"From love," was tlie rcsi,.,nsc, whispered hv the si. fil-
ing wind... "From love, that makes men .;. 1 uon^en
like unto god.s and teaches them the tricks ol devils."
"iTom love," murmin-ed the div ru.stling leaves and the
rugged trees. "From l.-ve," ..ighcd the fleecy clouds as
they floated ni the sweet restful a/ure of the vaulted sky
" I-rom love," cried the mighty sun as he {xjured his li^ht
a:ul heat uj.on the eager world to give it life. I would
not give a hg for a woman, however, who would not lie
herselt black in the lace for the sake of her lover and
I am glad that it is a virtue few women lack. ()„e who
would scorn to lie under all other circumstances would -
but you understand. I supj.ose that D. rothv had never
before uttered a real lie. She hated all that was evil and
loved all th.it was good till love came a-teaching.

I quickly invented an excuse to leave Sir George, and
returned to the Hall to seek Dorothv. I found her and
asked her to accompany me for a few minutes that I mi<Hn
speak with her privately. We went out upon the tern-Tee,
and I at once began : —

" You should tell me when I present you gifts that I may
not cause trouble by my ignorance nor show surpri.se when I
suddenly learn what I ha\e done. Yon see wh-n .-, r^.^....

gives a lady a gift and he does not know it, he is apt to -• '•
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" Holy Virgin !" exclaimed i:)(in>t!iy. pale with fear and

consternation. "Did you--"

I'

No, I did not betray you, but I eaine jierilously near it."

"I — I wanted to teil \nii abnut it. I trie'd several
times to tin so I diil so long to ull .somebodv, Imt I
could not brin- myself to speak 1 u is full of shame,
yet I was proud and happy, f,,r all that happened was
good and puie ai,d .sa. red. Vou are nut a woman; you
cannot know — "

"But I do know. I know that you saw Manneis the
other day. and that he -ave you a golden heart.

'

"llt.w did you know ? Did anyone "

"Tell me.' \o. I knew it when you returned after
five hours' absence, lookmg radiant as the sun."
"Oh

!

'• the girl exclaimed, with a startled movement
"I also knew," I continued, "that at other times u er

you rode out upon Dolcy you had not seen him.'
"How did yr,u know.'" she asked, with .juick-comin-

bieath.
^

"By youi- ill-humnr," I an.^wered.
" I knew it was so. I felt that everybodv knew all that

I had been doing. I could almost see father and .Ma(h e
and you— even the servants — reading the wickedness
written upon my heart. I knew that I could hide it fr.,in

nobody." Tears were >'ery near the girl's e\'es.
" We cannot help thinking that our guilty consciences,

through whic h we see so plainly our own evil, are trans-
parent to all the world. In that fact lies an evil-doer's
greatest danger," said I, preacher fashion; " but you need
have no fear. What you have done I believe is suspected
by no one .save me."
A deep sigh of relief rose from the girl's heaving

breast.
^

"Well," she began, "I will tell you all about it, and
I am only too glad to do so. It is heavy, Malcolm,
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heavy on my conscience. But I would not he rid of it
for all the kingdoms of the earth."
"A moment since you told me that your conduct was

good and pure and sacred, and now you tell me tint it is
heavy on your conscience. Does one grieve. Dorothv. for
the sake of that which is good and pure and sacred ?

'''

" I cannot answer your question," she replied. '•
I am

no priest. But this I know: I have done no evil andmy conscience nevertheless is sore. Solve me the riddle
Malcolm, if you can."

'• I cann,n solve your riddle, Dorothy." I :plied ;

" hut 1
feel sure it will be far safer for each of us if vou will tellme all that happens hereafter."

"I am sure you arc right," she responded; "but some
secrets are so delicious that we love to suck their sweets
alone. I believe, h.nvcver, your advice is good, and I
will tell you all that has happened, though I cannot look
you ,n the face while doing it." She hesitated a moment
and her face was led with tell-tale blushes. She con
tinued, " 1 have acted most unmaidenly."

" Unmaidenly perhaps, but not unwomanly." said I

Irnr I'n"'' >'""•",
f'^*^ '^''^'^' interrupting my sentence.

It probably was well that she did so, for I was about toadd. To act womanly often means to get yourself into
mi.sch.ef and your friends into as much trouble as pos-
sible Had I finished my remark, she would not havetnanked me.

''Well," said the girl, beginning her laggard nanativc.
after we saw - saw him at Overhaddon. you know. I went

to the village on each of three days — "

"Yes, I know that also,". I said.
"lUnv did you -but never mind. I did not see himand when I returned home I felt angry and hurt and

-

and - but never mind that either. One dav I found
him, and I at once rode to the well where he was .standing
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by his horse. He chow water im Doky, but the •)erverse

mare would not drink."

"A cli.iraclcristic of her se.\,"' I muttered.
" What did you say ?

" asked the girl.

" Nothing."

She continued: "He seemed constrained and distant in

his manner, l)ut I knew, that is, I though:— I mean I felt—
oh, you know— he looked as if he were ghul to see me
and I — I, oh, (jotl ! I was st) glad and h ippv to see him
that I could hardly restrain myself to act at all maidenly.

He must have heard my heart beat. I t!iought he was in

trouble. lie seemed to have something he wished to say
to me."

" He doubtless had a great deal he wished to say tr>

you," said I, ai:;ain tem])ted to futile irony.

" I was sure he had something to say." the girl returned
seriously. " He was in trouble. I knew that he was, and
I Idiigi.'d to lii;!|t him."

" What trouble ?
"

I inquired.

"Oh, I don't know. I forgot to ask, but he looked
troubled

"

" D.nibtless he was troubled," I re.-.i,,)nded "He had
sufTicient cau.se for troul.le," I fmislied tlio sentence to

myself with the word^:, "in yon."
" What was the cause of his trouble }

" she hastily asked,
turning her f.ice toward me.

" I de not know certainly," I .uiswercd in a tone of iionv
w'. ich should have pierced an oak board, while the gir!

listened and looked at me eagerly ; "but I might guess."
"What was it.' What was it.' Let me hear you

guess," she asked.
" You," I responded laconically.

" I I
" she exclaimed in surprise.

"Yes, you," I responded with emphasis. " You would
bring trouble to aiiv man, but to Sir John Manners -well,
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if he intcr„ls tu ,v.'.-i. u]) tiK'SL- nic.-tin,-s with von it would
be better for his peace ^im\ happiness that he should <.et
him a house in hell, lor he would live there more haDiulv
than on this earth."

^

"Th;it is a loolish, senseless remark, Alalcnlni," the -irl
replied, tossin- her head with a sh(Av of an-er in her e-es
" I his is no tin • to je.t." I suppose I could not have
convinced her ,at I was not jestini;.

"At Hist we did not speak to each other even to say
good day, but stood by the well ir. sileiu'e tor a very long
time. The villa-e j)eople were staring at us, and'l feft
that every window had a hundred faces in it, and every
face a hundred eyes."

" Vou inuiL^ined that," ..aid 1, "because of your guilty
conscience."

o
j

" Perhaps so. But it seemed to me that we stood by
the well in silence a very Ion- time. You see, Cousin
Malcolm. I w.is not the one who should speak first. 1 had
done more than my jiart in going to meet liim."

" Decidedly so," said I, interrupting the interesting
narr; tive.

" When r could bear tiie gaze of the villageis no longer,
I drew up my -"cins and started to leave The Open bv Uie
north road. After Dolcy had climbed hallway up North
Hili, which as you know overlooks the village, l' turned my
head and saw Sir fohn still standing by the well, resting
his hand upon his horse's mane. He was watching me. 1.

grew angry, and determineil that he shoukl lollow me, even
if I h.'d to call him. So I drew Dolcy to a stand. Was not
that bold in me.' Hut a ait, there is worse to come, Malcolm.
He did not m..ve, )-.t stood like a statue looking toward
me. I knew thai r. wanted to come, so after a little time
I--I beckonc.' him and --and then he came like a
thunderl)olt. Oh! it was delicious. I p :t Dnky to a
gallop, fur wlien he started toward me I was frightened.
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Besides I did not want him to overtake me till we were
out of the villa- c. hut wlicn o?icc lu; had started, he did
not wait, lii- was as swift now as he had been slow, and
my heart throlnvd and triumphed because of his eagerness,
though in truth I was afraid of him. Dolcy, you know, is

very dcct, and when I touched her wiiii tlio whip she .soon

put half a mile between nie and the village. Then .T

brought her to a walk and —and he quickly overtook me
"When he came up t-) me he said: 'I feared to follow

you, though I ardently wi.shi-d to do so. I dreaded to tell

you my name lest you should hate me. Sir Malcolm at The
Peacock said he would not disclose to you my identity. I
am John Manners. Our fathers are enemies,'
"Then I said to him, 'That is the reason I wish to talk

to you. I wished you to come to meet meb'xause I wanted
to tell you that I regret and dei)lore the feud between out
fathers.' — ' Ah, you wished me to come ?

' he asked. — ' Of
course I did,' I answered, ' else why should I be here ? ' —
' No one regrets the feud between our houses so deeply as
I,' replied Sir John. ' I can think of nothing e'se by day,
nor can I dream of an.y thing else by night. It is the
greatest cause for grief and sorrow that has ever come into
my Hfe.' You .>ee. Cousin Malcolm," the girl continued,
"I was right. His father's conduct does trouble him'
Isn't lie noble and broad-minded to see the evil of his
father's ways .'

"

I did not tell the girl that Sir John's regret for the feud
between the houses of Manners and V'ernon grew out of
the fact that it separated him from h.er ; nor did I tell her
thai he did not grieve over his " father's wavs."

I asked, " Did Sir John tell you that he grieved because
of his father's ill-doing.'"

"N-o, not m set terms, but— that, of course, would have
been very hard for him to say. I told you what he said,
and there could be no other meaning to his words."

: : L :
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" Of course not," I responded.

^

" No, and I fairly longed t,. roach ..ut .iiv luiui aiul
c.ut.n luni, because— because 1 was so sorry'tor him."

" Was sorrow your only feeling? "
I asked.

The girl looked al me for a moment, and h.^r eves lilicd
with tears. Then .she sobbed gently an.i said. "Oh
Cousin Malcolm, you are so old and so wise." ("Th uik
you," thought I, "a second Daniel come to judgment at
thirty-five; or Solomon and Mctiuiselah in one") She
continued: "Tell me, tell me, what is this terrible thin<^
that has come upon me. I seem to be jivin- in a drcmr
I am burning with a fever, and a heavy wei-ht is
here upon my breast. I cannot sleep at night. I can do
nothing but long and yearn for— for I know not what—
till at times it seems that some frightful, unseen monster is
slowly drawing the heart out of my bosom. J think ,>'

—

of him at all times, and I try to recall his face, and the
tones of his voice until. Cousin Malcolm, I tell v<ni I am
almost mad. I call upon the Holy Virgin h,uir bv hour to
pity me

;
but she is pure, and cannot know wliat I feel I

hate and loathe myself. To what am I coming ' Where
will it all end ? Yet I can do nothing to save myself Iam powerless against this terrible feeling. I cannot even
resolve to resist it. It came np,,n me mikllv that day
at I ne Peacock Inn, when I tlrst saw him. and it grows
deeper and stronger day by day, and, alas ! night by night
I seem to have lost myself. In some strange way I feel as
II 1 had sunk hito him- that he had absorbed me."

" The iron, the seed, the clr)ud. and the rain." thought I
" I boheved," continued the girl. " that if he wouUre.xert

'IS will I might have relief; but there again I fm<! trouble,
i-r I cannot bring myself to ask him to will it Ihe feel-
ing withm me is like a sore heart : painful as it is. I must
keep it. Without it I fear I could not live."

After this outburst there was a long pause c jring which
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she walked In- my side, seemingly unconscious that T was
near her. I had known for some time that Dorothy was
interested in Manners; but I was not prepared to sec such
.1 v-olcano of passion. I need not descant upon the evils
and dangers of the situation. The thought that first came
to me was that Sir George would surely kill his dau-hter
before he would allow her to marry a son of RuUand. I
was revolving in my mind how I should set about to mend
the matter when Dorothy again spoke.

" Tell me, Cousin Malcolm, can a man throw a spell over
a woman and bewitch her.'

"

"1 'io not know. I have never heard uf a man witch,"
I resj)oiuled.

" No .?
" asked the girl,

"But," I continued, "[ do know that a woman may
bewitch a man. John Manners, I doubt not, could also
testify knowingly on the subject by this time."
"Oh, do you think he is bewitched.'" cried Dorothy,

grasi)ing my arm and looking eagerly into my face. "
If

I could bewitch him, 1 would do it. I would deal with the
devil gladly to learn the art. I would not care for my
soul. I do not feai the future. 1 he present is a thou
sand-fold dearer to me than either the past or the future.
I care not what comes hereafter. I want him now. Ah,
Malcolm, pity my shame."
She covered lu-r face w'th her hands, and after a

moment continued: "I am nut mvself. I belong not »o
myself. lU:t if I knew that he idso suffers, I do believe my
pain would be less."

" I think you may set your heart at rest upon that point,"
I answered. " He, doubtless, al.so suffers."

'* I hope so," she responded, unconscums of the se'fish
wish she had e.vpressed. " If he does not, I know not
what will be my fate."

I saw that I had made a mistake in assuring her that

iSm rfB
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John also suffered, and I determined to correct it later on,
if possible.

Dorothy was silent, and I said. "Vou have lu-t told me
about the <;oiden heart."

" I will tell you," she aiiswv.-red. " We rode for two
hours or more, and talked of the weather and the scenery,
until there was nothing more U) be said concerning either.
Then Sir John told me of the court in London, where he
has always lived, and of the queen whose hair, he says,
is red, hut not at all like mine. I wondered if he would
S{)eak of the beauty of my hair, but he did r,ot. lie only
looked at it. Then he told me about the Scottish queen
whom he once met when he was on an embassy to luiin-
burgh. He described her marvellous beauty, and 1 believe
he sympathizes with her cau^^c— th.it is, with her cau.se in
Scotland. He says she has no good cause in ICm^land.
He is true to our queen. Well — well he talked scrinter-
e.stingly that I could have listened a whole month— yes
all my life."

" I suppo.se you could," I said.

"Yes," ?he continued, "but I could not remain longer
from home, and when I left him he asked me to accep't a
keepsake which had bclnu^r,.,! to his mother, as a token
that there should be no feud between him and nie." And
she drew from her bosom a golden heart studded with dia-
monds and i)ierced by a white siher arrow.

" I, of course, accepted it, then we said ' good-by,' and
I put Dolcy to a gallop that she m.ght speedily i.^ke me
out of temptation."

"Have you ridden to Overhaddon for the purpose of
seeing Manners niany times since he gave you the heart ?

"

I queried.

" What would you call ' many times
'

} " she asked, droop,mg her head.

"Every day?" I said interrogatively. She nodded

mm

^i
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"Vcs. nut I have seen him only uuce since the ciavwhen he -ave vac the heart."

^

Nothing I could suy would do justiee to the subject, so I
remanicd silent.

" Hut you have not yet told me how your father came toknow ot the golden heart," I said.

"It was this way: One morning while I was looking at
the heart, lather can^.e upon me suddenlv before I could
conceal it He asked me to tell him h,m- 1 came by the
jewel, and m my fright and confusion [ couk! think of
nothing else to say. so I told hin. you had given it to meHe promised not to speak to y.-, about the heart, but he
clKl not keep his wnnl. He .sei'med pleased."

"Doubtless he was pleased." said 1. hoping to lerd up
the subject so near to Sir George s heart, but now

tartner than ever from nn'ne.

The girl unsuspectingly heli)e(l me.
"Father asked if you had spoken upon a subject of

great interest to him and to yourself, and I told him youhad not.
' When i.o does speak,' said father most kindly

1 ^-^'Ht vuu to grant his revjuest '- and I will grant it'Cousm Malcolm." She looked in my face and cotuinued :

1 whl grant your request, whatever it mav be. Yon arc
the dearest friend I have in the world, and mine is themost lovmg and lovable father that girl ever had. It
almost breaks my heart when I think of his .sr.fferin.-
should he lea-n of what I have do„e-^-th:.t which I jus^
told to you. She walked beside me meditatively for amoment and said. "To-mor;ow I will return Sir John'.
gift and I will never see him ;igain."

I felt sure that by to-morrow^ho would have repented other repentance; but I soon discovered that I had given hermuchmore time than she needed to perform that trifling
feminine gymnastic, for with the ne.t breath she said •-

i have u. means of returning the heart I raust see
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him once more and I ill -ivc— ;;ive it — it —back to —
to him, atul will tcii luin tiiit ] can see him never a^'ain."
She scarcely had sufficient resolution in iini' h tcllin-; her
intention. Whence, then, would come the will to piiUt in
action? Forty thieves could not have stolen ilie heart
from her, thou-h she thought she was honest when she
said she \\<n\U\ take it lo him.

" Dorothy," said I, seriously but kindly, "have you and
Sir John spoken of -"

She evidently knew tlial I meant to say "of love," for
she interrupted me.

"N-o, but surely lie knows. And I — I think— at
least I hope with all my heart that — "

"I will take the heart to Sir John," said I, interrupting
her aufjrily, "and you need not see him ai^ain. He has
acted like a foo! aiui a kii;.\o. He is a villain, Dorothy,
and I will tell him as much in t!ie most emphatic terms I

have at my command."
"Dare you speak against him or to him upon the sub-

ject
!

" .she exclaimed, her eyes blazin-; with anger ; " you—
you asked for my confidence and I gave it. ^'ou said I

might trust you and I did .so, and now you show me that
1 am a fool indeed. Traitor!

"

"My dear cusin," s.tid I, seeing that she spoke the
truth in charging me with bad faith, "your secret is safe
with me. I swr.ir it I)y my knighthood. Vou may trust
inc. I spoke in anger. Jkit Sir Ji.hn has acted badly.
That you cannot gainsay. You, too, have done great evil.
Ihat also you cannot gainsav."
"No." said the girl, dejectedly, "i caniu)t deny it; but

the greatest evil is yet to come."
"You mu.st do something," I continued. "You must

take some decisive step that will break this connection, and
you must take the step at (mce if you would save yourself
from the frightful evil that is in store for you. Forgive
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me for what I viid, sweet cousin. My angry words sprajig
from my love for you and my fear for your future."
No -iri's heart w.is more tender to the inHuence of

kindness than Dorothy's. \o heart was more obdurate
t.) imkiiidncss or peremptory command.
My words softrucd hrr at once, and she trii-d to

smother the an-er i had aroused. 15ut she did no
entirely succeed, and a spark remained which in i mo-
ment or two created a disastrous coutlagratiun. V'ou
shall hear.

She walked by my side in silence for a little time, and
then spoke in a low, slij^htly sullen tone which told of her
effort to rmother her resentment.

_" I .lo trust you, Coumii Malcolm. What is it that you
wish to ask of n^.c.' ^'our request is granted before i't \z

made."

" Do not be too sure of that, Dorothy," 1 replied. " It is
a request your father ardently desires mc lo make, and I
do not kiKAv how to speak to you concernint; the subject
in the way I wi>h."

I could not ask her to marry me, and tell her with the
same breath that I did not want her for my wife. I felt
I must wait tor a furtlu'r oppoitimitv to sav that I spoke
only becau.se her ^ither had required' me to do so, and that
cn-cumstances forced me to put the burden of refusal upon
her. I well knew that .she would refuse me, and then I
intended to expl.dn.

"Why. what is it all about.'" asked the s^nrl in surprise
susncctniK, I believe, what was to follow"

" It is this
:
your father is an.xious that his vast estates

shall not pass out nt the family name, and he wishes you
to be my wife, so tiuU your children may bear the loVed
name of Vernon."

I could not have chosen a more inauspicious time to
speak. .She looked at me for an instant in surprise,
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turning to scorn. Then she sp^kc in tones of withering
contempt.

"Tell my father lliat I shall never bear a ehild |,y the
name of Vernon, i unuLd raiher go barren to my grave
All! that IS why Sir John Manners is a villain? That
IS why a decisive step should be taken? That is why
you come to my fattiers house a-toiiune-hunting? Alter
y.'ii have scpiandered your patrimony and have spent a
dissolute youth in profligacy, after the women (;f the class
you have known will have no more of you but choose
youngrr men, you who are old enough to be my father
come here and seek your fortune, as your father son-ht
his, by marriage. I do not believe that my lather wishes
me to— to marry you. Vou have wheedled him into -ivin^
his consent when he was in his eu,.s. ]{„t even'^if he
wished It with ;.;i his heart, I would not marry you."
Ihen she turned and walked rapidly toward the Hall.
Her fierce words angered me; for in the !i -ht ofmy real intentions her seoin was uncalled for, and her

language was insulting beyond endurance. For a moment
or two the hot blood rushed to mv brain nu! rendered me
incapable of intelligent thought. But as iJorothy walked
from me I realized that something must be done at once

J"

put inyselt right with her. When my fit of temper
had cooled, and when I considered that the girl ,!i<l notknow mv real intentions. T could not help ackn(,wl-
edging that in view of all that had just passed between
us concerning Sir John Manners, and. in fact, in view

;''
l^^^

^^he bad seen and could see, her anger was
justinable.

not heard all I have to say."
She hastened her pace. A few rapid strides broughtmc to her side. I was provoked, not at her words

tor they were almost justifiable, but because she would
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not stop to hear mc. I grasped her rudely by the arm
and said :

—
"Listen till I have finished."

"Twill not," she answered viciously. "Do not touch
me.

I still held her by the arm anci =u::l :
" I do not wish to

marry you. I spoke only because youi lather desired me to

do so, and because my refusal to spcaK would have offended
him beyond any power of mine u, make amends. I could
not tell you that 1 did not wish you for ni}- wife until you
had given me an opportunity. I was forced to throw the
burden of refusal upon you."

"That is but a ruse— a transparent, tiimsy ruse," re-

sponded th'j stubborn, angry girl, endeavoring to draw her
arm from my grasp.

" It is not a ruse," I answered. " Ii you will listen to

me and will help me by acting as I suggest, we may be-
tween us bring your father to our way of thinking,' and
I may still be able to retain his friendship."

"What is your great plan .' " asked Dorothy, in a voice
such as one might expect to hear from a piece of ice.

"I have formed no plan as yet." I replied, "although I

have thought of several. Until we can determine upon
one, I suggest that you permit me to say to your father
that I have asked you to be my wife, and that the subject
has come upon y(ju so suddenly that you wish a short time
— a fortnight or a month — in which to consider your
answer."

" That is but a ruse, I say, to gain time," she answered
contemptuously. " I do not wish one moment in which to

consider. You already have my answer. I should think
you had had enough. Do you desire mcire of the same
sort.' A little of such treatment should go a long way
with a man possessed of one spark of honor or self-respect.''

Her language would have angered a sheep.
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" If you will not listen to me," I answered, thorouj^hly
aroused and careless of consequences, "go to your
father. Tell him I asked you to be my wife, and that you
scorned my suit. Then take the consequences. He has
always been gentle and tender ro you because there has
been no conflict. Cross his desires, and you will learn a
fact of which you liave never dreamed. You have seen
the manner in uhich he treats others who oppose him.
You will learn that with you, too, he can be >ne of the
crudest and most violent of men."

_

" You slander my father. I will go to him as you ad-
vise and will tell him that I would not marry you if you
wore the English crown. I, myself, will tell him of my
meeting with Sir John Manners rather than allow you the
pleasure of doing so. He will be angrv, but he will pity
me."

' ^

" For God's sake, Dorothy, do not tell your father of
your meetings at Overhaddon. He would kill you. Have
you lived in the same house with him all these years and
do you not better know his character than to think that
you may go to him with the tale you have just told me, and
that he will forgive )ou .? Feel as you will toward me,
but believe me when 1 swear cO you by my knighthood
that I will betray to no person what you have this day
divulged to me."

Dorothy made no reply, but turned from me and
rapidly walked toward the Hall. I followed at a short
distance, and all my anger was displaced by fear for her
When we reached the Hall she quickly sought her father
and approached him in her old free manner, full of confi-
dence in her influence over him.

" Father, this man "—waving her hand toward me— " hascome t,, iLuldon Hall a-fortune-hunting. He has asked
me^to be his wife, and says you wish me to accept
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"Yes, Doll, I certainly wish it with all my heart,' re

turned Sir George, affectionately, taking his daughters
hand.

" Then you need wish it no longer, for I will not marry
him."

" What } " demanded her father, springing to his feet.

"I will not. I will not I will not."

"You will if I command you to do so, you damned in-

solent wench," answered Sir George, hoarsely. Dorothy's
eyes opened in wonder.

" Do not deceive yourself, father, for one moment," she
retorted contemptuously. " He has come here in sheep's
clothing and hay adroitly laid his plans to convince you
that I should marry him, but— "

" He has done nothing of the sort," answered Sir George
growing more angry every moment, but endeavoring to be
calm. " Nothing of the sort. Many years ago I spoke tc

him on this subject, which is very dear to my heart. The
project has been dear to me ever since you were a child

When I again broached it to Malcolm a fortnight or more
since I feared from his manner that he was averse to the
scheme. I had tried several times to speak to him about
it, but he warded me off, and when I did speak, I feared
that he was not inclined to it."

"Yes," interrupted the headstrong girl, apparently bent
upon destroying both ot us. " He pretended that he did
not wish to marry me. He said he wish-ed me to give
a sham consent for the purpo.sc of gaining time till we
might b't upon some plan by which we could change
your mind. He .said he had no desire nor intentioTi to

marry me. It was but a poor, lame ruse on his part."

During Dorothy's recital Sir George turned his face trom
her to mc. When she had finished speaking, he looked at

me for a moment and said : —
" Does my daughter speak the truth ^ Did you say - "
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'Yes," I promptly replied "I have no intention of
marrying your daughter." Then hoping to place myself
before Sir George in a better light, I continued :

"
I could

not accept the hand of a lady against her will. I told you
as much when we conversed on the subject."

" What ? " exclaimed Sir George, furious with anger.
" You too > You whom I have befriended ?

"

"I told you, Sir George, I would not marry Dorothy
without her free consent. No gentleman of honor would
accept the enforced compliance of a woman."

" But Doll says that you told her you haa no intention
of marrying her even should she consent," replied Sir
George.

"I don't know that I spoke those e.vact words," I re-
plied, " but you may consider them said.

"

" You damned, ungrateful, treacherous hound !
" stormed

Sir George. " You listened to me when I offered you my
daughter's hand, and you pretended to consent without
at the time having any intention of doing so."

"That, I suppose, is true, Sir George," said I, making
a masterful effort against anger. '"That is true, for I

knew that Dorothy would not consent; and had I been in-
clmcd to the marriage, I repeat, I would marry no woman
against her will No gentleman would do it."

My remark threw Sir George into a paro.xysm of rage.
"I did it, you cur, you dog, you— vou traitorous, un-

grateful— I did it."

"Then, Sir George," said I, interrupting him, for I was
no longer able to restrain my anger, " you were a cowardly
poltroon."

"This to me in my house!" he cried, grasping a chair
with which to .strike me. Dorothy came between us.

Yes,' said I, " and as much more as you wish to
hear." I stood my ground, and Sir George put down the
chair.
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" Leave my house at once," he said in a whisper of rage.

" If you are on my premises in one hour from now I will

have you flogged from my door by the butcher."
"VVhat have I done.'" cried Dorothy. "What have I

done ?

"

" Your regrets come late, Mistress Vernon," said I.

'• She shall have more to regret," said Sir George, sul-

Jenly. " Go to your room, you brazen, disobedient huzzy,
and if you leave it without my permission, by God, I will

have you whipped till you bleed. I will teach you to say
'I won't' when I say 'you shall.' God curse my soul, if

I don't make you repent this day !

"

As I left the room Dorothy was in tears, and Sir George
was walking the floor in a towering rage. The girl had
learned that I was right in what I liad told her concerning
her father's violent temper.

I went at once to my room in E.ngle Tower and collected
my few belongings in a bundle. Pitifully small it was, I

tell you.

Where I should go I knew not, and where I should re-
main I knew even less, for my purse held only a few shil-

lings—the remnant of the money Queen Mary had sent to
me by the hand of Sir Thomas Douglas. England was
as unsafe for me as Scotland ; but how I might travel to
France without money, and how I might without a pass
evade Elizabeth's officers who guarded evcrv English port,
even were I supplied with gold, were problems for which
I had no solution.

There were but two persons in Haddon Hall to whom I

cared to say farewell. They were Lady Madge and Will
Dawson. The latter was a Scot, and was attached to the
cause of Queen Mary. He and I had become friends,
and on several occasions we had talked confidentially over
Mary's sad plight.

When my bundle was packed, I sought Madge and
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found her in tlie gallery near the foot of the great
staircase. She knew my step and rose to greet me "with
a bright smile.

" I have come to say good-by to yon, Cousin Madge,"
said I. The smile vanished from her face.

"You are not going to leave Haddon Hail.'" she
asked.

"Yes, and forever," I responded. Sir George has
ordered me to go."

" No, no," she e.vcLiinied. " I cannot believe it. I sup-
posed that you and rny uncle v.ere friends. What has
happened? Tell me if you can— if y,,u wish. Let me
touch your hand," and as she held out h.r hands, I gladly
grasped them.

I have never seen anything more beautiful than Madge
Stanley's hands. They were not small, but their shape,
from the fair, round forearm and wrist to the ends of the
fingers was worthy of a sculptor's dream. Beyond their
physical beauty there was an expression in them which
would have belonged to her eyes had she possessed the
sense of sight. The flood of her vital energy had for so
many years been directed toward her hands as a substi
tute for her lost eyesight that their sensiti\eness showed
itself not only in an infinite variety of delicate gestures and
movements, changing with her changing moods, but they
had an expression of their own, such as we look for in
the eyes. I had gai:ed upon her hands so often, and
had studied so carefully their varying expression, discerni-
ble both to my sight and to my touch, that I could read
her mind through them as we read the emotions of others
through the countenance. The "feel" of her hands, if I
may use the word, I can in no wav describe. Its effect onme was magical. The happiest' moments I have ever
known were those when I held the fair blind girl hv the
hand and strolled upon the erear termrp nr f-.l'.-v-v. .J tu^



v;

84 D O R O r H Y V E R N O N

Gabbling winding course of dear old Wye, and drank ir

the elixir ot all that is good and pure from the cup of hei
sweet, unconscious influence.

Madge, too, had found happiness in our strolling. She
had also found health and strength, and, marvellous to say,

there had come to her a slight im]-)!ovemrnt in vicion.

She had always been able to distinguish sunlight from
darkness, but with renewed strength had come the power
dimly to discern dark objects in a strong light, and even
that small change for the better had brought unspeakable
gladness to her heart. She said she owed it all to me.
A faint pink had spread itself in her cheeks and a plump-
ness had been imparted to her form which gave to her
ethereal beauty a touch of the material. Nor war, this to

be regretted, for no man can adequately make love to a
woman who has too much of the angel in her. You must
not think, however, that I had been making love to Madge.
On the contrary, I again say, the thought had never en-
tered my mind. Neither at that time had I even suspected
that she would listen to me upon the great theme. I had
in my self-analysis assigned many reasons other than love
for my tenderness toward her; but when I was about to

'iepart, and she impulsively gave me her hands, I, oelieving
that I was grasping them for the last time, felt the convic-
tion :ome upon me that she was dearer to me than all else

m life.

"Do you want to tell me why my uncle has driven you
from H addon t ' she asked.

" He wished me to ask Dorothy to be my wife," I

returned.

" And vou ? " she queried.

"I did '30."

Instantly the girl withdrew her hands from mine and
stepped back fiorn me. Then I had another revelation. I

knew what she meant and felt. Her hands told me all.
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even had there been no expression in her movement and
in her lace.

" Dorothy refused," I continued, "and her father desired
to force her mto compHance. I would not be a party to
the transaction, and Sir George ordered me to leave his
house."

After a moment of painful silence Mad^'c said :

—

" I do not wonder that you should wish to marry Doro-
thy. She— she must be very beautiful."

" I do not wish to marry Dorothy," said I. I hea'd a
Slight noise back of me, but gave it no heed. " And I
should not have married her had she consented. I knew
that Dorothy would refuse me, therefore I promised Sir
George that I N/ould ask her to be my wife. Sir Geor-e
had always been my friend, and should I refuse to comply
with his wishes, I well knew he would be my enemy He
IS bitterly angry against me now ; but when he becomes
calm, he will see wherein he has wronged me. I asked
Dorothy to help me, but she would not listen to my
plan. -'

"— and now she begs your forgiveness," cried Dorothv,
as she ran weeping to me, and took my hand most humbly

" Dorotln-
! Dorothy !

" I exclaimed.
"

"Wh.t frightful evil have I brought upon vou .? " said
snc. \V here can you go ? What will you do ''

"

" I know not," I answered. " I shall probably go to thelower of London when Queen Elizabeth's officers learn

to Fran'ce""'
'''' ^" ''"""" '''''

' "^" ^^>- '' ^^P^

of myrn-r
"""''''" ''^'^ ^^'^^'' ''^^'^>' ^'^'^^^'^^ one

" A small sum," I answered.
'• How much have you ? Tell me. Tell me how much

TJi
''°'''

• u"'"'""^
^^^^^^'-^' ''^'•"S'"g to my hand andspeaking with a force that would brook no refusal
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"A very little sum, I am sorry to say; only a ^fw shil

lings," I resi)ondcci.

She quickly withdrew her h.uul inm) mine and began
to remove die baubles from her ears and the brooch Irum
her throat. Then she nervously strij^ped the rings from
her fmgers and held out the little handful of jewels toward
me, groping for my hands.

"Take these, Malcolm. Take these, and wait here till

I return." She turned toward the staircase, but in her
confusion she missed il, and before I could reach hor, she
struck against the great newel post.

" God pity me," she said, as I took her hand. " I wish
I were dead. I'leasc lead me to the staircase, Cousi.i Mal-
colm. Thank you."

She was weeping gently when she started up the steps,

and I knew that she was going to fetch me her little

treasure of gold.

Madge held up the skirt of her gown with one hand
while she grasped the banister with the other. She was
halfway up when Dorothy, whose generous impulses
needed only to be prompted, ran nimbly and was about
to pass her on the staircase M-hen Madge grasped her

gown.
" Please don't, Dorothy. Please do not. I beg you, do

not forestall me. Let me do this. Let nie. You have
all else to make you happy. Don't take this from me
only because you can see and can walk faster than L"

Dorothy did not stop, but hurried past her ALadge
sank upon the steps and covered her face with her hands
Then she came gropingly back to me just as Dorothy
returned.

" Take these, Cousin Malcolm," cried Dorothy. " Here
are a few stones of great value. They belonged to my
mother."

Madge was sitUna dejectedly upon the 'owest step of
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the staircase. Dorothy licld her jowcl-l)ox toward nic, and
in the midst of the diamonds and ^^old I saw the i'leart
John Manners had given her. I did not take the box.

" Do you offer me this, too — even this.?" I said, hfting
the heart from the box bv its chain. — " Yes, yes " cried
Dorothy, "even that, gladly, gladly." I r->placed k in the
box.

Then spoke Madge, while she tried to check the fallin.^
tears :— °

" Dorothy, you are a cruel, selfish girl."
"Oh. Madge," cried Dorothy, stepping to her side and

takmg her hand. •• How can you speak .so unkindly
to me .' -^

"You have everything good," interrupted Mud^e. "You
have beauty, wealth, eyesight, and yet vou would not leave
to mc the joy of helping hi.,,. I could not sere, and v<.uhurned past me that you n,ight be fust to gi.e bin) 'the
help of which I was the first to think."
Dorothy was surprised at the outburst from Mad-e, and

kneeled by her side.

" We may both help Cousin Malcolm," she said
" No no," responded Madge, angrilv., "Your jewels are

"jore th;tn enough. He would have no need of my poor
o tiering. ' '

I took Madge's hand and .said, "I shall accept helpfrom no one but you. Madge ; from no one but you "

I wdl go to our rooms for your box," said Dorothy, whohad begun to see the trouble. " I will fetch it for you "

|^o, I will fetch it," answered Madge. She arose, andId her to the foot of the staircase. When she returned
slit held ,n her hands a purse and a little box of jewelsThese she offerc^d to me, but I took only the purse, say.

shnll nITT ^'"''''-
^^

''""'^''^' "^"'^^ "^""^y than Is all n.ed^ From ,ts weight I should sun- there are twenty
_ f-.^..i..^j -iciiiiii;.
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"Twenty-five," answered Madge. " 1 have saved them,

believing that the time might come when they would be of

great use to me. 1 did n^t know the joy I was saving tor

myself."

Tears came to my eyes, and Donnhy wept silently.

"Will you not take the jewels also?" asked Madge.
"No," I responded; "the purse will more than pay

my expenses to France, where I have wealthy relatives.

There I may have my mother's estate for the asking, and
I can repay you the gold. I can never repay your
kindness."

" I hope you will never offer to repay the gold," said

Madge.
" I will not," I gladly ans'.vered.

" As to the kindness," she said, " you have paid me iu

advance for that many, manv times over."

I then said favewell, promising to send letters telling of

my fortune. As I was leaving I bent forward and kissed

Madge upon the forehead, while she gently pressed my
hand, but did not speak a word.

"Cousin Malcolm." said Dorothy, who held mv other
hand, " you are a strong, gentle, noble man, and I want
you to say that you forgive me."

" I dt) forgive you, Dorothy, from my hrnrt. I could
not blame you if I wished to do so, for yon die' not know
what you were doing."

" Not to know is sometimes the greatest of sins," an-

swered Dorothy. I bent forward to kiss her cheek in

token of my full forgiveness, bnt she gave me her lips and
said :

" I shall never again be guilty of not knowing that
you are good and true and noble. Cousin Malcolm, and I

shall never again doubt your wisdom or your good faith

when you speak to me." She did doubt me afterward, but
I fear her doubt was with good cause. I shall tell you of
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Then I forced myself to leave my fair friends and went
to the gateway under luiglc Tcnver, unere I found Will
Dawson waiting for me with my horse.

" Sir George ordered me to bring your horse," said
Will. "He seemed much excited. Has anything dis-
agreeable happened.' Are you leaving us.? I see you
wear your steel cap and breastplate and are carrying- your
bundle." -^ » /

'• Ve.s, Will, your master has quarrelled with me and I
must leave his house."

" Jkit where do you go, Sir Malcolm ? You remember
that of vvhich we talked } In lin.^l.nd no place but Had-
don la

1 will be safe for you, and the ports are so closely
guarded that you will certainly be arrested if you Irv to
sail for France."

" I know all that only too well, Will. lUit I must go
and I will try to cscap.> to France. If you wish to com-
municate with mc, I may be found bv addressing a letter
in care of the Due dc Guise."

" If I can ever be of help to you," said Will, " personally,
or in that other matter, — Queen Mary, you understand,—
you have only to call on me."

" I thank you. Will," I returned, " I shall probably ac-
cept your kind offer sooner than you anticipate. Do you
know Jennie Faxton, the terrier's daughter?"

" I do," he responded.
" I believe .she may be trusted," I said.
" Indeed, I believe she is true as any steel in her father's

shop," Will responded.
"Good-by, Will, you may hear from me soon."
I mounted and rode back of the terrace, taking my way

along the Wye toward Rowsley. W^hen I turned and
^oked back, I saw Dorothy standing upon the terrace.

!!L ^'.1^: dressed in white, stood Madge. Her hand
v.-as covcx-ing iici eyes. A scop or two below them on the
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terrace staircase stood Will Dawson. They were three

stanch friends, although one of tliem had brought mv
troubles upon me. After all, I was leaving Haddon Hall
well garrisoned. My heart also was well garrisoned with
a faithful troop of pain. But I shall write no more of that

time. It was too full of bitterness.



CHAPTER V

Mine Enemy's Roof-tree

J
RODE down the Wye to Rowsley, and by the will of
my horse rather than by any intention of my own
took the read up through Lathkil Dale. I had deter-

mined if possible to reaeh the city of Chester, and thence
:o ride down into Wales, hoping to find on the rou^h Welsh
coast a hshing boat or a snuig-ler's craft that would carrv
nie to France In truth, I cared little whether I went to
;he Tower or to France, since in either case I felt that I
nad looked my last upon Haddon Hall, and had spoken
farewell to the only person in all the wurld for whom T really
cared. My ride from Haddon gave me time for deliberate
thought, and I fully agreed with myself upon two propo-
sitions. First. I became thoroughly conscious of mv real
feelmg toward Madge, and secondly, I was connnced that
her kindness and her peculiar attitude toward me when I
parted froni her were but the promptings of a tender
heart stirrea by p.ty for my unfortunate situation, rather
than what I thought when I said farewell to -er The
sweet Wye and the beautiful Lalhkil whispered to me as
I rode besme their banks, but in their murmurings I heardonly the music of her voice. The sun shone brightly l>utus blessed light only served to remind me of the beautiful
girl whom X had left in darkness. The light were worth-
•es^s^to me if could no, share u with her What a n- .on-

-.^ :OUi was 1 i
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All my life I had been a philosopher, and as I rode frorr,
Huddon, bciicuth all my -looniincss there ran a current oi
amusement which brought to my h'ps an ill-formed, half-
born laugh when I thought ot the plight and condition in
which I, by candid self-connnunion, found myself Five
years before that time I had left France, and had cast
behind me all the fair possibilities for noble achievement
which were offered to me in that land, that I might follow
the fortunes of a woman whom I thought I loved Before
my exile from her side I had begun^o fear that my idol
was but a thing of stone; and now that I had learned tc
know myself, and to see her as she really was, I realized
that I had been worshipping naught but clay for lo these
many years There was only this consolation in tht
thought for me • every man at some imie in his life is i
fool -made such by a wouian It is given to but fev-
men to have for their foul-maker tlie rightful queen o*
three kingdoms. All that was left to me of mv life of
devotion was a shame-faced pride in the quality of'mv fool
maker. "Then," thought I. " I have at last turned to bemy own fool-maker." But I suppose it had been written
in tne book of fate that I should ride from Haddon a love-
lorn_ youth of thirty-five, and I certainly was fulfilling mv
destiny to the letter, " ^

I continued to ride up the Lathkil until I came to a forkm the road. One branch led to the northwest, the othertoward the southwest. I was at a loss which direction to
take, and

( left the choice to my horse, in whose wisdomand juug.nent I had more confidence thm in mv ownMy horse refusing the responsibility, stopped. So therewe stood hke an equestrian .statue arguing with itself until
I saw a horseman riding toward me from the directicn ofOvcrhaddon When he approached I recognized Sir JolmManners. He looked as woebegone as I felt, and I could
liot help laughing at the pair of !!=^. f=- ! !-,,..,„-!-..-. ..;.
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trouble was akin to mine. The pain of love is ludicrous to
all save those who feel it. Even to them it is lau-hable
in others, A love-full heart has no room for that Tort of
charity which pities for kinship's sake.
"What is the trouble with you, Sir John, that you look

so downcast ? said 1, offering my hand.
"Ah," he answeied, forcing a poor look of cheerfulness

into his face. " Sir Malcolm, I am glad to see you. Do I
look downcast ?

"

"As forlorn as a lover who has missed seeing his sweet-
heart, I responded, guessing the cause of Sir John's
despondency. •'

" I have no sweetheart, therefore missing her could nothave made me downcast," he replied
"So you really did miss her?" I queried. "She was

detained at Haddon Hall, Sir John, to bid me farewell
"

1 do not understand - " began Sir John, growing coldm his beannir.
•- » t,

" I understand quite uell," I answered. " DoroMiv toldme all to-day. You need keep nothing from me.
'

The
golden he:,rt brought her into trouble, and made mischief
tor me of which I cannot see the end. I will vll vou the
story while we ride. I am seeking mv wav to Chester, that
I may, ,f possible, sail for France. This fork in the road
has brought me to a standstill, and my horse refuses to decide
wnicii route we shall take. Perhaps you will d=rect us."

L-.adly The road to the southwest- the ore I shall
take— IS the most direct route to Chester. But tell me howcomes It that you are leaving Haddon HaU ? I thou^rhtyou had gone there to marry - " Me stopped speaking,and a smile s^ole into his eye.s.

itrlm T
'''^^ ^'^'''''''^ ^°^''''^'''' '"'^ ^ '"'" *^" >'°" ^^^""t

J^2ol" r 'T"^^"t ^ '"'^ ^''" J"'^" '^'' circumstances of
11, concealing nothing save

«̂
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tliat which touched Madge Stanley. I then spoke of my
dangerous position in England, and told him of my great

desire to reach my mother's people in France.
" You will find difficulty and danger in escaping to France

at this time," said Sir John, "the guard at the ports is

very strong and strict, and your greatest risk will be at the

moment when you try to embark without a passport."

"That is true," I responded; "but I know of nothing

else that I can do."

"Come with me to Rutland Castle," said Sir John.

"You may there find refuge until such time as you can go
to France. I will gladly furnish you money which \ ou

may repay at your pleasure, and I may soon be able to

procure a passport for you."

I thanked him, but said I did not see my way clear to

accept his kind offer.

"You are unknown in the neighborhood of Rutland,"

be continued, "and you may easily remain incognito."

Although his offer was greatly to my liking, I suggested

several objections, chief among which was the distaste

Lord Rutland might feel toward one of niv name. I

would not, of course, consent that my identify should be
concealed from him. But to be brief—an almost impos-

sible achievement fo»- me, it seems— Sir John assured me
of his father's wticomc, and it was arranged between us

that I should take my baptismal name, Francois de Lor-

raine, and passing for a French gentleman on a visit to

England, should go to Rutland with my friend. So it

happened through the strange workings of fate that I

found help and refuge under m\- enemy's roof-tree.

Kind old Lord Rutland welcomed mo, as his son had
foretold, and I \v'as convinced ere I had passed an hour
under his roof that the feud between him and Sir George
was of the latter's brewing.

The happenings in Iladdon ITall while I lived at Rutland
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i knew, of course, only by the mouth of others; but for con-

venience in teilin^i^ I shall speak of them as if I had seen and
neard all that took place. I may now say once for ail that

I shall take that liberty throuc^hout this entire history.

On the niornin:; of the day ciftcr my departure from
H addon, Jennie Faxton went to visit Dorothy and gave
her a piece of information, small in itself, but ! '*'gc in its

effect upon that ardtmt young lady. Will Fletcher, the
arrow-maker at Overhaddon, had observed Dorothy's
movements in connection with Manners; and although
Fletcher did not know who Sir John was, that fact added
to his curiosity and righteous indignation.

" it do be right that some one should tell the King of

the Peak as how his daughter is carrying on with a young
man who does come here every day or two to meet her,

and I do intend to tell Sir George if she put not a stop to

*t," said Fletcher to some of his gossips in Yulegrave
churchyard one Sunday afternoon.

Dorothy notified John, Jennie being the messenger, of

Will's observations, visual and verbal, and designated
another place for meeting,— the gate east of Bowling
Green Hill. This gate was part of a wall on the east side
of the Haddon estates adjoining the lands ol the house of

Devonshire which lay to the eastward. It was a secluded
spot in the hc.rt of the forest half a mile distant from
Haddon Mall.

Sir George, for a fortnight or more after my disappear-
ance, enforced his decree of imprisonment against Doro'
thy, and she, being unable to leave the Hall, could not go
Ic Bowling Green Gate to meet Sir John. Before I had
iearned of the new trysting-place John had ridden thither
sever? 1 evenings to meet Dorothy, but had found only
Jennie bearing her mistress's excuses, I supposed his
•ourneyings had been to Overhaddon ; but I did not press
La!, cuuiKience, nor did he give it,
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Sir George's treatment of Dorothy had taught her that

the citadel ol her father's wrath could be stormed only
by gentleness, and an opportunity was soon presented in
which she used that effective engine of feminine warfare
to her great advantage.

As I have told you, Sir George was very rich. No
man, either noble or gentle, in Derbyshire Jr in any of
the adjoining counties, possessed so great an estate or so
beautitid a hall as did he. In France we would have
called Haddon Hall a grand chateau.

Sir George's deceased wife had been a sister to the Earl
of Derby, who lived at the time of which I am now writing.
The earl had a son, James, who was heir to the title and
to the estates of his father. The son was a dissii)ated,
rustic clown— almost a simpleton. He had the vulgarity
of a stable boy and the vices of a courtier. His associates
were chosen from tae ranks of gamesters, ruffians, and
tavern maids. Still, he was a scion of one of the greatest
families cf England's nobility.

After Sir George's trouble with Dorothv, growing out
of his desire that I should wed her, the King of the Peak
had begun to feel that in his beautiful daughter he had
upon his hands a commodity that might at any time cause
him trouble. He therefore determined to marry her to
some eligible gentleman as quickly as possible, and to place
the heavy responsibility of managing her in the hands of a
husband. The stubborn violence of Sir George's nature,
the rough side of which had never before been shown to
Dorothy, in her became adroit wilfulness of a quality that no
masculine mind may compass. But her life had been so
entirely undisturbed by opposing influences that her father,
firm in the belief that no one ''n his household would dare to
thwart his will, had remained in dangerous ignorance of the
latent trouble which pervaded his daughter from the soles
of her shapely feet to the ton of her n-lorv-cr.-.-.vr-.^.J k^-..-i
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Sir George, in casting about for a son-in-law, iiad hit
upon the heir to the house of Derby as a suitable match
for his child, and had entered into an aiUance offensive
and defensive with the carl against the common enemy,
Don thy. The two fathers had partly agreed that the
heir to Derby should wed the heiress of iladdon. The
heir, although he uad never seen his cousin except when
she was a plain, unattractive girl, was entirely willing for
the match, but the heiress — well, she had not been%on
suited, and everybody connected with the atfair instinc-
tively knew there would be trouble in that quarter. Sir
George, however, had determined that Dorothy should
do her part in case the contract of marriage should be
agreed upon between the heads of the houses. He had
fully resolved to assert the majesty of the law vested in
him as a father and to compel Dorothy to do his bidding,
if there were efficacy in force and chastisement. At tlie
time when Sir George spoke to Dorothy about the Derby
marriage, she had bejn a prisoner for a fortnight or more,
and had learned that her only hope against her father lay
in cunning. So she wept, and begged for time in which
to consider the answer she would give to Lord Derby's
request. She begged for two months, or even one month
in which to bring herself to accede to her father''^ com-
mands.

.i,"/ru^n''''
'''''''-^'' ^'^'' '" '''"'^ ''^"^' Sood to me, father,

that I shall try to ob.ey if you and the earl eventually
agree upon terms," she said tearfully, having no intention
whatever of trying to do anything but disobey.
"Try

!
" stormed Sir George. " Trv to obey me ' By

God, girl, I say you shall obey!" '

"Oh. father, i am so young. ' I have not seen my cousin
or years.

_

I do not want to leave you, and I have never
"
"~""

'"' ""-' •-"":• i 'o nor ui'ive lue irom you.''
Sir George, eager to crush in the outset any disposition
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to oppose his will, grew violent and threatened his daur^^htci

with dire punishment it she were not docile and obedient.

Then said rare Dorothy :
—

" It would indeed be a great match." Greater than ever

will happen, she tnought. "I should be a countess." She

strutted across the room with head up and with dilating

nostrils. The truth was, she desired to gain her liberty

once more that slie might go to John, and was ready to

promise anything to achieve that end. "What sort of

a countess would 1 make, father.'"

"A glorious countess, Doll, a glorious countess," said

her father, laughing. " You are a good girl to obey me so

readily."

" Oh, but I have not obeyed you yet," returned Dorothy,

fearing that her father might be suspicious of a too ready

acquiescence.
" Ikit you will obey me," answered Sir George, half in

command and half in entreaty.

" There arc not many girls who would refuse the coronet

of a countess." She then seated herself ui)on her fathers

knee and kissed him, while Sir George laughed softly o\ er

his easy victory.

Blessed is the man who docs not know when he is

beaten.

Seeing her fatlier's kindly humor. Dorothy said :
—

" Father, do you still wish me to remain a prisoner in my
rooms .'

"

" If vou promise to be a good, obedient daughter,"

returned Sir George, "you shall have your liberty."

" I have always been that, father, and I am too old to

karn otherwise," answered this girl, whose father had

taught her deccj-ition by his violence. You may drive

men, but \ ou cannot drive any woman who is worth pos-

sessing. You may for a time think you drive her, hvX in

the end she will h:r.e her way.
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Dorothy's first act of t)heclioiicc after regaining liberty

was to send a letter to Manners by the hand of Jennie
Faxton.

Joiiii received the letter in the evening, and all next day
he passed the time whistling, singing, and looking now
and again at his horologue. He walked about the castle

like a happy wolf in a pen. He did not tell m<: there
was a project on foot, with Dorothy as the objective,

but I knew it, and waited with some impatience for the
outcome.

Long before the appointed time, which was sunset, John
galloped forth foi 15owling Green Gate with joy and antici-

pation in his heart and pain in hi? conscience. As he rode,

he resolved again and again that the interview townrd which
he was hastening should be the last he would have with

Dorothy. But when he pictured the girl to himself, and
thought ui)on her marvellous beauty and infinite winsome
ness, his conscience was drowned in his longing, and he
resolved that he would postpone resolving until the morrowr,

John hitched his horse near the gate and stood looking

between the massive iron bars toward Haddon H ill, whose
turrets could be seen through the leafless boughs of the

trees. The sun was sinking perilously low, thought John,
and with each moment his heart also sank, while his good
resolutions showed the flimsy fibre of their fabric and were
rent asunder by the fear that she might not come. As the

moments dragged on and she did not come, a hundred
alarms tormented him. First among these was a dread
that she might have made resolves such as had sprung up
so plenteously in him, and that she might have been strong
enough to act upon tnem and to remain at home. But he
was mistaken in the girl. Such resolutions as he had been
making and breaking had never come to her at all. The
differenci* between tb.c mcin and the wop.i.rin wns thi'^. • he

resolved in his mind not to see her and failed in keeping to
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his: resolution

; while she resolved in her heart to see him— resolved that nothing in heaven or earth or the uther
place could keep her from seeing him, and succeeded in
carrying out her resolution. The intuitive resolve, the one
that tloos not know it is a resolution, is the sort before
which obstacles fall like corn before the sickle.

After John had waited a weary time, the form of the girl
appeared above the crest of the hill. She was holding up
the skirt of her gown, and glided over th i earth so rapidly
that she appeared to be running Beat! beat I oh, heart
of John, if there is aught in womanhood to make you
throb; if there is aught in infinite grace and winsomeness

;

if there is aught in perfect harmony of color and form and
movement

;
if there is aught of beauty, in God's power to

create that can set you pulsing, beat! for the fairest crea-
ture of His hand is hastening to greet you. The wind
had dishevelled her hair and it was blowing in fluffy curls
of golden red about her face. Her cheeks were slightly
flushed with joy and exercise, her red lips were parted, and
her eyes— but I am wasting words. As for John's heart
it almost smothered him with its beating. He had never
before supposed that he could experience such violent
throbbing within his breast and live. But at last she was
at the gate, in all her exquisite beauty and winsomeness,
and something must be done to make the heart conform
to the usages of good society. She, too, was in trouble
with h:r breathing, but John thought that her trouble was
owmg to exertion. However that may have been, nothing
HI heaven or earth was ever so beautiful, so radiant, so
graceful, or so fair as this girl who had come to give
herself to John. It seems that I cannot take myself away
from the attractive theme.

'' Ah, Sir John, you did come," said the girl, joyously.
"Yes," John succeeded in replying, after an effort, "and

you —I thank )uu, gracious iady, for couung. I do not
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deserve— " the heart aj;ain asserted itself, and Dorothy
stood by the gate with downcast eyes, waiting to learn

what it was that John did not deserve. She thought he
deserved everything good.

" I fear I have caused you fatigue," said John, again
thinking, and with good reason, that he was a fool.

The English language, wliica he had always supposed
to be his mother tongue, had deserted him as if it were his

step-mother. After all, the difficulty, as John subsequently
said, was that Dorothy's beauty had deprivetl him of the
power to think. He could only see. He was entirely dis-

organized by a girl whom he could luivo carried away
ill his arms.

" I feci no fatigue," replied Dorothy,
" I feared that in climbing the hill you had lost your

breath," answered disorganized John.
"So 1 did," she returned. Then she gave a great sigh

ainl said, " Now I am all right again."

All right.' So is the morning sun, so is the arching
rainbow, and so are the flitting light'^ of the north in mid-
winter. All are "all right" becavu^e God made them, as
He made Dorothy, perfect, each after its kind.

A long, uneasy pause ensued. Dorothy felt the en>-

barrassing silence less than John, and could have helped
him greatly had she wished to do so. But she had made
the advances at their former meetings, and as she had told
nie, she " had done a great deal more than her part in going
to meet him." Therefore she determined that he should
do his own wooing thencefor-ward. She had graciously
given him all the opportunity he had any right to ask.

While journeying to Bowling Green Gate, John had for-
mulated many true and beautiful sentiments of a personal
nature which he intended expressing to Dorothy ; but when
the opportunity came for him to sTJcak, the 'weather, his
borse. Dorothys maie Dolcy, the queens of England and
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Scotlund were ihc only subjects on which he could iiuluce

his tongue to pcrtorm, even moderately well.

Dorothy listened attentively while John on the opposite
side of the gate discoursed limpingly on the above-named
themes; and tlthough in former interviews she had found
those topics ^uite interesting, upon that occasion she had
come to Bowling Green Gate to listen to something else

and was piqued not to hear it. After ten or fifteen minutes
she said demurely :—

" I may not remain here longer. I shall be missed at

the Hall. I regained my liberty but yesierday, and father
will be suspicious of me during the ne.\t few days. I must
be watchful and must have a care of my behavior."

John summoned his wits and might have spoken his

mind freely had he not feared to say too much. Despite
Dorothy's witchery, honor, conscience, and prudence still

bore weight with him, and they all dictated that he should
cling to the shreds of his resolution and not allow matters
to go too far between him and this fascinating girl. He
was much in love with her; Inil Dorothy had reached at a
bound a height to which he was still climbing. Soon John,
also, was to reach the pinnacle whence honor, conscience.
and prudence were to be bani.shed.

" I fear I must now leave you," said Dorothy, as dark
ness began to gather.

" 1 hope I may soon see you again," said John.
"Sometime I will sec you if— if I can," she answered

with downcast eyes. "It is seldom I can leave the Hall
alone, but I shall try to come here at sunset some future
day." John's silence upon a certain theme had given
offence.

" I cannot tell you how greatly I thank you," cried John
" I will say adieu," said Dorothy, as she offered him her

hand through the bars of the gate. John raised the hand
gaiiuntly to his lips, and when she had withdrawn it there
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seemed no reason for her to remain. lUit she stood for a
moment hositatini^ly. Then she stooped to reach into her
pocket while she daintily lilted the skirt of her gown with
the other hand and from the pocket drew forth a great
iron key.

"I brought this key, thinking that you might wish to

unlock the gate— and come to— to this side. I had great
difficulty in taking it from the forester's closet, where it

has been hanging for a hundred years or more."
She showed John the key, returned it to her pocket, made

a courtesy, and moved slowly away, walking backward.
" Mistress Vernon," cried John, " I beg you to let me

have the key."

" It is too late, now," said the girl, with downcast eyes.
" Darkness is rapidly falling, and I must return to the Hall.'

John began to climb the gate, but she stoi)pcd him. He
had thrown away his opportunity.

" Please do not follow me. Sir John," said she, still mov-
ing backward. " I must not rema;n longer."

" Only for one moment," pleaded John.
"No," the girl responded, "I— I may, perhaps, b'ing

the key when I come again. I am glad. Sir John, that
you came to meet me this evening." She courtesied, and
then hurried away toward Haddon Hall. Twice she
looked backward and waved her hand, and John stood
watching her through the bars till her form was lost to
view beneath the crest of Bowling Green Hill.

''

'
I brought this key, thinking that you might wish to

unlock the gate and come to this side,''" muttered John,
quoting the girl's words. "Compared with you, John
Manners, there is no other fool in this world." Then
meditatively

:
" I wonder if she feels toward me as I feel

toward her .? Surely she does. What other reason could
bring her here to meet me unloss she is a br-zcn ",-•"*-•-•

creature who is for every man." Then came a jealous
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thought that hurt him like the piercini^ of a knife. It
lasted but a moment, however, and he continued muttering
to himself: "If she loves me and will be my wife, I will
I will. In God's name what will I do .? If I were to

I should kill
marry her, old Vernon would kill her, and I

my father."

Then John mounted his horse and rode homeward the
unhappiest happy man in England. lie had made peril-
ous strides toward that pinnacle sans honor, sans caution,
sans conscience, sans everything but love.

That evening while we were walking on the battlements,
smoking, John told me of his interview with Dorothy and
extolled her beauty, grace, and winsomeness which, in truth,
as you know, were matchless. But wl. n he spoke of " her
sweet, shy modesty," I came near to laughing in his
face.

" Did she not write a letter asking you to meet her.? "
I

asked.

" Why— y-e-s," returned John.
" And," I continued, " has she not from the first sought

you >

"

^

"It almost seems to be so," answered JoUn, "but not-
withstanding the fact that one might say— might call—
that one might feel that her conduct is— that it might be— you know, well— it might be called by some persons
not knowing all the facts in the case, immodest— I hate to
use the word with reference to her— yet it docs not appear
to me to have been at aP immodest in Mistress Vernon,
and, Sir Malcolm, I should be deeplv offended were any
of my friends to intimate— "

"Now, John," I returned, laughing at him, "you could
not, if you wished, make me quarrel with you ; and if you
desire it. I will freely avow my firm belief in the fact that
my cousin Dorothy is the flower of modesty. Does that
better suit you ?

"
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I could easily see tliat my bantering words did not suit
him at all; but I laughed at him,, and he could not find it

in his heart to show iiis ill-feeline:.

"I will not quarrel with you," he returned; "but in
plain words, I do not like the tune in whicn you speak of
her. It hurts me, and I do not believe you would wilfully
give me pain."

" Indeed, I would not," I answered seriously.
" I\Ii.^tress Vorncn's conduct toward me," John con-

tinued, "has been gracious. There has been no immod-
esty nor boldness in it."

I laughed again and said: " I make my humble apolo-
gies to her Majesty, Queen Dorothy. But in all earnest-
ness. Sir John, you arc right : Dorothy is modest and pure.
A.S for her conduct toward you, there is a royal quality
about beauty such as my cousin possesses which gives an
air of graciousness to acts that in a plainer girl would
seem bold. Beauty, like royalty, has its own prerogatives."

For a fortnight after the adventures just related. John,
in pursuance of his oft-repeated resolution not "to see
Dorothy, rod.i every evening to Bowling Green Gate; but
during that time he failed to see her, and the resolutions,
with each failure, became weaker and fewer.
One evening, after many disappointments, John came to

my room bearing in his hands a letter which he said Jennie
Faxton had delivered to him at Bowling Green Gate.

" Mistress Vernon," said John, " and Lady Madge Stan-
ley will ride to Derby-town to-morrow. They will go in
the Haddon Hall coach, and Dawson wj" drive. Mistress
Vernon writes to me thus : —
" • To Sir John Manners :—

" ' My good wishes and my kind greeting. Lady Madge
Stanley, my good aunt, Lady Crawford, and myself do
»i«iv,iiu juuiiicjriiig i^j uvroy-LOnu Lo-niorrow. My aunt,
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Lady Crawford, is slightly ill, and although I should much
regret to see her sickness grow greater, yet if ill she must
be, I do hope that her worst day will be upon the morrow,
in which case she could not accompany Lady Aladge and
me. I shall nurse my good aunt carefully this day, and
shall importune her to take plentifully of physic that she
may quickly recover her h.ealth— after to-morrow. Should
a gentleman ask of Will Dawson, who will be in the tap-
room of the Royal Arms at eleven o'clock of the morning,
Dawson will be glad to inform the gentleman concerning
Lady Crawford's health. Let us hope th" the physic
will cure Lady Crawford— by the day after lO-morrow at
furthest. The said Will Dawson may be trusted. With
great respect, Dorothy Vernon.' "

" I suppose the gentleman will be solicitous concerning
Lady Crawford's health to-morrow morning at eleven
o'clock," said L
"The gentleman is now solicitous concerning Lady

Crawford's health," answered John, laughingly. "Was
there ever a lady more fair and gracious than Mistress
Vernon.?"

I smiled with a superior air at John's weakness, being,
as you know, entirely free from his complaint myself, an'cl

John continued :
—

"Perhaps you would call Mistress Dorothy bold for
sending me this letter ?

"

" It is redolent with shyness," I answered. " But would
you really wish poor Lady Crawford to be ill that you
might witness Mistress Dorothy's modesty.'"

" Please don't jest on that subject," said John, seriously.
" I would wish anything, I fear, that would bring me an
opportunity to sec her, to look upon her face, and to hear
her voice. For her I believe I would sacrifice every one
who IS dear to me. One day she shall be mine— mine
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if she will be. If she will be. Ah,
If she kvill be. I dare not hope for

at whatever cost

there is the rub!

that."

"I think," said I, "that you really have some little

cause to hope."
" You speak in the same tone again. Malcolm, you do

not understand her. She might love me to the extent
that I sometimes hope; but her father and mine would
never consent to our union, and she, I fear, could not be
induced to marry me under those conditions. Do not put
the hope into my heart."

" You only now said she should be yours some day," I

answered.
" So she shall," returned John, "so she shall."
" But Lady IMadge is to be with her to-morrow," said I,

my own heart beating with an ardent wish and a new-born
hope, " and you may be unable, after all, to see Mistress
Dorothy."

" That is true," replied John. " I do not know how she
will arrange matters, but I have faith in her ingenuity."
Well might he have faith, for Dorothy was possessed of

that sort of a will which usually finds a way.
" If you wish me to go with yon to Derby-town, I wili

do so. Perhaps I may be able to entertain Lady Madge
while you have a word with Dorothy, What think vou of
the pb.n .' " I asked.

" If you will go with me, Malcolm, I shall thank you with
all my heart."

And so it was agreed between us that wc should both
go to Derby-town for the purpose of inquiring about Lady
Crawford's health, though for me the expedition was ful]
of hazard.



CHAPTER VI

A Dangerous Trip to Derby-town

THE next morning broke brightly, but soon clouds
began to gather and a sUmn seemed imminent.
We feared that the gl prospect of the skv

might keep Dorothy and Madg . at i ome, but long before
the appointed hour John and I were at the Royal Arms
watching eagerly for the Haddon coach. 7\t the inn we
occupied a room from which we could look into the court
yard, and at the window we stood alternating between
exaltation and despair.

When my cogitations turned upon myself —a palpi
tating youth of thirty-five, waiting with beating heart fo-
a simple blind girl little more than half my age; and
when I remembered how for years I had laughed at
the tenderness of the fairest women of the French and
Scottish courts— I could not help saying to myself,
'•Poor fool! you have achieved an early second child'
hood." But when I recalled Madge in 'all her beauty,
purity, and helplessness, my cynicism left mc, and I, who
had enjoyed all of life's ambitious possibilities, calmly
reached the conclusion that it is sometimes a blessed privi
lege to be a fool. While I dwelt on thoughts of Madge,
all the latent good within me came uppermost. There is

latent good in every man, though it may remain latent all
his life. Good resolves, purf^ thoughts, and noble asnira-
tions— new sens^nions to me, I blush to confess— bubbled
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in mj' heart, and I made a mental prayer, " If tliis is folly,

may God banish wisdom." What is there, after all is said,

in wisdom, that men should seek it ? Has it ever brought
happiness to its possessor ? I am an old man at this

writing. I have tasted all the cups of life, and from the
fulness of my experience I tell you that the simple life is

the only one wherein happiness is found. When you per-
mit your heart and your mind to grow comple.x and wise,

you make nooks and crannies for wretchedness to lodge
in. Innocence is Nature's wisdom; knowledge is man's
folly.

An hour before noon our patience was rewarded when
we saw the Haddon Hall coach drive into the courtyard
with Dawson on the box. I tried to make my.self believe
that I did not wish Lady Crawford were ill. But there is

little profit in too close scrutiny of our deep-seated motives,
and in this case I found no comfort in self-examination. I

really did wish that Aunt Dorothy were ill.

My niotive studying, however, was brought to a joyous
end when 1 saw Will Dawson close the coach door after
Madge and Dorothy had alighted.

How wondrously beautiful they were! Had we
lived in the days when Olympus ruled the world, John,
surely would have had a god for his rival. Dorothy
seemed luminous, so radiant was she with the fire of life.

As for Madge, had I beheld a corona hovering over her
head I should have thought it in all respects a natural and
appropriate phenomenon— so fair and saintlike did she
appear to me. Her warm white furs and her clinging gown
of soft light-colored woollen stuff seemed to be a .^aint's

robe, and her dainty little hat, fashioned with ermine about
the edge of the rim— well, that was the corona, and I
was ready to worship.

Dorothy, as befitted her, wore a blaze of harmonious
colors and ioukeu like the suirit 01 Ufe and youth. 1 wish
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I could cease rhapsodizing over those two girls, but I
cannot. You may pass over it as you read, if you'd., not
like it.

"Ye gods! did ever a creature so perfect as she tread
the earth ? " asked John, meaning, of course, Dorothy.
"No," answered I, meaning, of course, Madge.
The girls entered the inn, and John and I descended to

the tap-room for the purpose of consulting Will Dawson
concerning the state of Aunt Dorothy's health.
When we entered the tap-room Will was standing near

the firei)lace with a mug of hot punch in his hand. When
I touched hirn, he almost dropped the mug so great was his
surprise at seeing me.

"Sir Mai — " he began to say, but I stopped him by
a gesture. He instantly recovered his composure and ai)-
peared not to recognize me.

I spoke in broken English, for, as you know. I belong
more to France than to any other country. "

I am Sir
Francois de Lorraine," said I. " I wish to inquire if Lady
Crawford is in good health f

"

"Her ladyship is ill, sir, I am sorry to say," responded
Will, takmg off his hat. "Mistress Vernon and Lady
Madge Stanley are at the inn. If vou wish to inquire
more particularly concerning Lady Crawford's health, I will
ask them if they wish to receive vou. They arc in the
parlor."

Will was the king of trumps!
" Say to them," said I, "that Sir Francois de Lorraine—

mark the name carefully, please— and his friend desire
to make inquiry concerning Lady Crawford's health, and
would deem it a great honor should the ladies grant them
an interview-."

Will's countenance was as expressionless as the face
upon the mug from which he had been drinking.
"I shall inform the ladies of your honors request."
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He thereupon placed the half-emptied mug upon the fire-

shelf and left the room.

When Will announced his errand to the girls, Dorothy

said in surprise :
—

" Sir Francois de Lorraine ? That is the name of the

Grand Due de Guise, but surely— Describe him to me,

Will."
" He is about your height. Mistress Dorothy, and is very

handsome," responded Will.

The latter part of Will's description placed me under

obligation to him to the extent of a gold pound sterling.

"Ah, it is John!" thought Dorothy, forgetting the fact

that John was a great deal taller than she, but feeling

that Will's description of " very handsome " could apply to

only one man in the world. " He has taken Malcolm's

name." Then she said, " Bring him to us, Will. But who

is the friend.' Do you know him.? Tell me his appearance."

"I did not notice the other gentleman" replied Will,

''and I can tell you nothing of him."

" Will, you are a very stupid man. But bring the gen-

tlemen here." Dorothy liad taken Will into her confi-

dence to the extent of teUing him that a gentleman would

arrive at the Royal Arms wlu) would inquire for Lady

Crawford's health, and that she, Dorothy, would fully

inform the gentleman upon that interesting topic. Will

may have had suspicions of his own, but if so, he kept

them to himself, and at least did not know that the gen-

tleman whom his mistress expected to see was Sir John

Manners. Neither did he suspect that fact. Dawson had

never seen Manners, and did not know he was in the

neighborhood of Derby. The fact was concealed from

Dawson by Dorothy not so much because she doubted

him, but for the reason that she wished him to be able

truthfully to plead innocence in case trouble should grow

out of the Derby-town escapade.
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" I am so happy that it frightens me," said Dorothy in

ecstasy. •'Truiible will come, I am sure. One extreme

always follows another. The pendulum always swings

as far back as it goes forward. But we are happy now,

aren't we, Madge.'' I intend to remain so while I can.

The pendulum may swing as far backward as it chooses

hereafter. Sufficient to the day is the evil thereof. Some-

times the joy is almost sufficient, isn't it, Madge .'

"

" The evil is more than sufficient some days," answered

Madge.
" Come, Madge, don't be foreboding."

" Dorothy, I have not met the other gentleman," said

Madge.
" Ah, pardon me. In my surprise I forgot to present

you. Lady Madge Stanley, let me present Sir John

Manners."
" Sir John Manners !

" cried Madge, taking a step

backward. Her surpri.se was so great that she forgot to

acknowledge the introduction. " Dorothy, what means

this.^" she continued.

"It means," replied Dorothy, nervously, " that Sir John

is my very dear friend. I will expkiin it to you at another

time."

We stood silently for a few moments, and John said:—
"I hope I may find favor in your heart, Lady Madge.

I wi*^h to grt it you with my sincere homage."
•' Sir John, I am glad to greet you, but I fear the pendu-

lum of w..'ch Dorothy spoke will swing very far backward

erelong."
" Let it swing as far back as it chooses," answered

Dorothy, with a toss of her head, " I am ready to buy and

to pay for happiness. That seems to be the only means

whereby we may have it. I am ready to buy it with pain

any day, and am willing to pay upon demand. Pain passes

away; joy lasts forever."
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"I know," said Sir Jolin, addressing Mad^c "

I know
.t IS not prudent for Malcolm and n.f to bc'h^Vc to d /but mprudent things seem to be the most deliWniul - '

the;;:i.^^:r:.S''"
^^""^^^ ^^^^•^^- "^o~n

• I fear you arc right," he answered. "
I |,a,l „„,

sake It IS better that I do not remain in Derby "

"tor Mistress Vernon's sake you shall remain" criedthat impetuous young woman, clutching John's arm
After a time. Dorothy wishing to visit one of the shops

11 w^ k oT r^h" "n ''T'
'''''-''''' "^ ''^'- ^^-'^

V i ed n ; ^ P"''"'^>'
""• ^'^^^^^^ h^d ever before

VIS ted Derby-town. John and I had visited the placebut once; that was upon the occasion of our first meetingNo one in the town knew us, and we felt safe in venturing
for h into the streets. So we helped Dorothy and Madge
to don their furs, and out we went happier and more reck-
less than four people have any good right to be. But before
setting out I went to the tap-room and ordered dinner

I found the host and directed him to prepare a dozen
partriGges in a pie, a haunch of venison, a few links ofGernian sausage, and a capon. The host informed me

Ih t^ul u
^'' ^^""''^ ^ '^'"'"''"^ ^f '^^t^ ^^H^'J potatoeswhich had been sent to him by a sea-captain who had

recently returned from the new world. He hurried awav
ray

and brought a potato for inspec*-n. It was of
brown color and near the size of .n ef^g- The landlord
assured me that it was delicious when baked, and I ordered
four at the cost of a crown each. I understand that mvLord Raleigh claims to have brought the first potatoes and
tobacco mto England in '85; but I know that I smoked
tobacco in 66 and I saw potatoes at the Royal Arms inDerby-town m '67. T .U. ordered another new dish forour famous dinner. It was a brown beverage called coffee
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The bcrrio-s from which the beverage is made mine host

showed to me, and said they had been brought to him by a

sea-faring man from Arabia. I ordered a pot of the drink

at a cost of three crowns. I have heard it said that colfce

was not known in Europe or in England till it was intro-

duced by Rawoif in '73, but I saw it at the Royal Arms

in '67. In addition to this list, I ordered for our drinking

sweet wine from Madeira and red wine from Burgundy.

The latter-named wine had begun to grow in favor at the

French court when I left France five years before. It was

little liked in England. All these dainties were rare at the

time of which I write ; but they have since grown into con

siderable use, and I doubt not, as we progress in luxury,

they will become common articles of food upon the tables

of the rich. Prongs, or forks, as they are called, which by

some are used in cutting and eating one's food at table, I

also predict will become implements of daily use. It is

really a filthy fashion, which we have, of handling food

with our fingers. The Italians have used forks for some

time, but ou*- preachers speak against them, saying God

has given us our fingers with which to eat, and that it is

impious to thwart his purposes by the use of forks. The

preachers will probably retard the general use of forks

among the comiiKjn people.

After I had given my order for dinner we started out on

our ramble through Derby-town.

Shortly after we left the inn we divided into couples for

the ostensible reason that we did not wish to attract too

much attention— Dorothy and John, Madge and I !
Our

real reason for separating was— but you understand.

Madge's hand lay like a span of snow upon my arm,

and— but this time I will restrain my tendency to rhap-

sodize.

We walked out through those parts of the town which

were little used, and Madge talked freely and happily.
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She fairly babbled, and to me her voice was like thetnunnunn^^s of the rivers that flowed out of paradise.We had agreed with John and Dorothy to meet them at
the Royal Arms in one hour, and that time had almost
passed when Madge and I turned our faces toward the
inn.

When we were within a short distance of our hostclrvwe saw a crow-d gathered around a young man who was
standing on a box. He was speaking in a ...ourntul, lugu-
brious voice and accompanied his words with violent jres-
ticulations. Out of curiosity we stopped to listen, and
learned that religion was our orator's theme

I turned to a man standing -ar me and asked :—
' v\ ho is the fellow speaking .'

"

" The pious man is Robert Brown. He is exhorting in
the name of the Lord of Hosts."
"The pious Robert Brown?" I queried, "exhorting in

the name of- of the Lord of where, did you say >

"

"Hosts" laconically responded my friend, while listen-
ing mtently to *hc . )rds of Brown.

" Hosts say you ? Who is he ? " I asked of my interest-
ing neighbor. •' I know him not."

"Doubtless you know Him not," responded the man
evidently annoyed at my interruption and my flippancv '

After a moment or two 1, desiring to know more con-cerning the orator, asked :—
" Robert Brown, say you ?

"

"Even he," came the response. "It will be good foryour soul If you but listen to him in a pravcrful mood

"emlous""
-"^
"'" "''" "'°" ''' ^''''''' '"^^'h ^'^'-^"^^'d

" The Spirit .?

" I asked.
"Ay," returned my neighbor.
I could not extract another word from him, so I had theworst of the encounter.
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We had been standing there but a short time when the

young exhorter descended trom his improvised pulpit and

passed among the crowd for the purpose of collecting

money. Mis harangue had appeared ridiculous to me,

but Madge seemed interested in his discourse. She said :
—

"He is very earnest, Malcolm," and at once my heart

went out to the young enthusiast upon the box. One kind

word from Madge, and I was the fellow's friend for life.

I would have remained his friend had he permitted me

that high privilege. But that he would not :! ). When he

came to me, I dropped into his hat a small silver piece

which shone brightly among a few black copper coins.

My liberal contribution did not induce him to kindness,

bu't, on the contrary, it attracted his attention to the giver,

lie looked at the silver coin, and then turning his solemn

gaze upon me, eyed me insolently from head to foot. While

doing so a look of profound disgust spread over his mourn-

ful countenance. After a calm survey of my person, which

to me was uncomfortably long, he turned to the bystanders,

and in the same high-pitched, lugubrious voice which he

had used when exhorting, said:—
" Brethren, here behold ye the type of anti-Christ," and

he waved his tnin hand toward me much to my amusement

and annoyance. " Here," said he, " we find the leading

strings to all that is iniquitous— vanity. It is betokened

in his velvets, satins, and laces. Think yc, young man,"

he said, turning to me, "that such vanities are not an

abomination in the eyes of the God of Israel.^"

" I believe that the God of Israel cares nothing about

my apparel." I replied, more amused than angered. He

paid no attention to my remark.

"And this ycung woman," he continued, pointing to

Madge, "this young womar laughter of the Roman har-

lot, no doubt, she also is arrived in silks, taffetas, and fine

cloth. Look ye. friends, upon this abominable collar oi

'...-• •^.^y
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quickly rose to his feet, and, with the help of his friends,

seemed determined to spread the gospel by tearing me to

pieces. My sword point kept the rabble at a respectful
distance for a while, but they crowded closely upon me. and
I should have been compelled to kill some of them hcid I

not been reenforced by two men who came to my help and
laid about them most joyfully with their quarterstaffs. A
few broken heads stemmed for a moment the torrent of
religious enthusiasm, and during a pause in the hostilities

I hurriedly retreated with Madge, ungratefully leaving my
valiant allies to reap the full reward of victory should the
fortunes of war favor them.

Madge was terribly frightened, and with her by my side
I, of course, would not have remained to fight the redoubt-
able Bayard himself.

We hurried forward, but before we reached the inn we
were overtaken by our allies whom we had abandoned.
Our friends were young men. One wore a rich, half-rustic
habit, and the other was dressed as a horse boy. Both were
intoxicated. I had been thankful for their help ; but I did
not want their company.
"How now, Cousin Madge.?" said our richly dressed

ally. " What in the devil's name has brought you into this
street broil .'

"

" Ah, Cousin James, is it you > " rephed the trembling
girl.

" Yes, but who is your friend that so cleverly unloaded
his quarrel upon us .' Hell's fires ! but they were like a
swarm of wasps. Who is your friend, Madge }

"

"Sir Malcolm Vernon," replied Madge. "Let me pre-
sent you. Sir i^.alcolm, to my cousin, Lord James Stanley,"

I offered my hand to his Lordship, and said:—
" I thank you much for your timely help. I should not

have deserted you had I not felt that'niv first duty was to
extricate Lady Madge from the disagreeable situation: We
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' ™" '•ompany.''

a eady too great, and , forced n^.' '^ff °' "' ""^
the process already achieved

' "'"«"' ""h

b^ir'ird ht^rdlhra^r:l''r«•'' ^•™ '"'<- «-
^„;-Ma,c„,„,a„d,Je;e^:-;f-t-tr„

H:J°n:,:H o/'-lIS ;j'>;«",''' ^^-'^ .•.-d Consi„ Madg.
at n«,,.. .. answered hi Wuship " "'^ "» '"'"<' ^ »" °-l

'on,e,a'^;,/hr1„" (''"frit"™:'
'''"'^=' ^''""'"8 ^'"-'y

not thinl, of anytW,™ ffic,CT'\'f'"''=''-"^ '»"«
"hich to vov. ,nv ven "ei„„? - ''?'>' "'"' ''•'"ed up„„
»"ou,d ever co.n'e^.rTS^Xake'r '^"°"' '' "^ ''-

^^0, returned M?cl<rp .< f,^ „
"She is among the hops ^I? '*' '^ '"'"' "'"

.

"Dorothy? Dorothy Ve'™„r'''-'1 """^'^""y-
'" '"ol<. I „„,„ ,^^ .y ^/™™ By gad. Tod, we are
Lordship, speaking to hi, rZ '" "'"'>"

^-^i'' M^
Porothy is lith yo", i,, h To'ur"' 'Th'''''''^

''°y- " S°
for years. They say she is^hT,

'''••'>'='> t seen her
^he had roon/to hnpn, e fo "st!";: ""V-"^"

">"«l'
fnshten rats awav from 1 i, . ™' P'^'" '"ough to

r" »"> to the i, Is e for T,"','
'"' =''' "" ^e

Dad's word v.on't sjl2 ,

°"*<='>'«. won't we. Tod '

"^trying, „,i| it, Tod?

"

" '=""'-''^ '° ">= ™«tcrof

••«
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ss

Tod was the drunken stable boy who had assisted his
Lordship and me in our battle with the Brownists.

I was at a loss what course to pursue. I was forced tc
submit to this fellow's company, and to endure patiently
his insolence. But John and Dorothy wodld soon return,
and there is no need that I should explain the dangc-s of
the predicament which would then ensue.
When we were within a few yards of the inn door I

looked backward anf' saw Dorothy and John approach-
mg us. I held up my hand warninglv. John caught
my meaning, and instantly leaving Dorothy's side, entered
an ^adjacent shop. My movement had attracted Stan-
ley's attention, and he turned in the direction I had
been looking. When he saw Dorothy, he turned again
to me and asked:—

" Is that Dorothy Vernon '

"

" Yes," I replied.

' Look at her, Tod !
" exclaimed my lord, " lor ': at her,

Tod
! The dad was right about her, after all. 1 thought

the old man was hoaxing me when he told me that she was
beautiful. Holy Virgin, Tod, did you ever see anythin- so
handsome ? I will take her quick enough . I will take her.
Dad won't need to tease me. I'm wiliing."
Dorothy approached to within a few yards of us, andmy Lord Stanley stepped forward to meet her.
" Ye don't know me, do ye ? " said Stanley.
Dorothy was frightened and quickly stepped to mv

side. '

"I — I believe not," responded Dorothy.
"Lord James Stanley," murmured Madge, who knew

of the approaching Stanley marriage.

^^

" Madge is right," returned Stanley, grinning foolishly
1 am your cousin James, but not so much of a cousin

that I cannot be more than cousin, heh.?" He lau-hcd
boisterously, and winking at Tod, thrust his thumb'^into
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that worthy's ribs. « Sav t„j
cousin

;
thafs the thing, is'il't^f ToT'''""^

"°" "'^"

words, however insulting and i rto.t"th' """I
''""''>'^

1 'I'U s the thine: to do T o»-

dmner," said Stanll .^ifs tw l^""
'° ''^^ ^"" ^"^ have

now. and I'm aln^ost famished We'rh^^^^^^^^^^^
dinner time

Come, cousin," said he addro.<=;n r> ^ "" ^^""""''^ ^^'""er.
kidneys and tripe and-

'

^"^ ^°^°^^>'- " We']] have
"VVe do not want dinner" o -j t-.

return home at once. sHjaiJ"' ^T'^'y- "^e must
to bring out the coa;h >

' '°'"' ""' >«" "rrfcr Dawson

Dawson for the purpose"f Jlm"'"^'*"''
"""^ ' »ugS

»ith all haste.
'^

'""'"S •"'" to fetch the coach

«i.» all the haste jtu^ann^ar-'rh 'T"^" '^= "--»
tap-room were listening and l' rj. 'T'"""^"'' '" the
b-vi„ga„d we must ha ten ome

'"""'' "'^ """ -

VV™ "r;'f
• ' »'°™ -»» "rew":-

n.mwelereVrcpa^:°^V.";1t'r™"V°^" -^ '»«
expect him to overtakf us on he tad ti^'^K "f "*= "°""

I returned to the la,ir../' "l
'o Rowslev.

landing near the window "I'^l ''f''"/
'"'' f°"nd them

othy, and she had slapTed hi ? '% 'T'
•" •-- D"'

taken the blow good-humored l^nH '^"""^tely he had
"""illii.g ear a fusillade of boorish T' T™^ '"'" *"='

entered the parlor. comphments when I



if?

DANGEROUS TRIP TO DERBY-TOWN 123

I said, " The coach is ready."

The ladies moved toward the door. " I am going to ride
with you, my beauty," said his Lordship.
"That you shall not do," retorted Dorothy, with blazing

eyes.

" That I will do," he answered. " The roads arj free to
all, and you cannot keep me from following you."

Dorothy was aware of her predicament, and I too saw
It, but could find no way out of it. I was troubled a mo-
ment

;
but my fear w:,.s needless, for Dorothy was equal to

the occasion.

" We should like your company. Cousin Stanley," replied
Dorothy, without a trace of anger in her manner, "but
we cannot let you ride with us in the face of the storm
that is brewing;."

"We won't mind the storm, will wc, Tod? We are
going with our cousin."

" If you insist upon being so kind to us," said Doro-
thy, "you may come. But I have changed my mind
about dinner. I am very hungry, and we accept your
mvitation. ^

_

"Now you are coming around nicely," said Lord James,
joyfully. " We like that, don't we. Tod .'

"

Tod had been silent under all circumstances
Dorothy continued

:
" Madge and I will drive in the

coach to one or two of the shops, and we shall return inone hour. Meantime, Cousin Stanley, we wish you to have
a fine dmner prepared for us, and we promise to do ample
justice to the fare."

'

" She'll never come back," said silent Tod, without mov-mg a muscle.

"How about it, cousin .? " asked Slanlev. " Tod saysyou 11 never come back; he means that you are trying togive us the slip."
.> '^ ^o

Never fear, Cousin Stanley," she returnee]. -I am too
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eager for dinner not to come back if
well-loaded table for me Ish.li

^°" ^^'' ^° ^^^"^ ^

We then went to the coach r'T'"^ *^ >'«^ ^^^i"-''

Dorothy said aloud to Da^'c!;; • - " ^'^ '""''^^ ^"^^^^^ ^^

" Drive to Conn's shop "

IheardTodsaytohisu.orthvmaster..--
isnes a shppin' ye."

'

" You're a fool To<J n -.

•"e more than she vvints fh. r
^'""^ '^^ '^^ ^'^^"^s

too."
'''^"^' th^ ^'"ner. and she's hungry,

"Don't see," retorted his laconic friend

D^r:^::r^-::^ --ell away from the i

Rowsley. WhenthrL efh^^d/rp^^t^J^^r^
''' ''''' ''°

room with Stanley and ifuT ''^'''}^'^' ^ ^^'^nt to the tap.

f
e potatoes, and Ih^dt:::^;^^: ? t?h^

^^^ ^°^^^
I ordered a ^reat bowl of sack and nm; , ^

""' '''^'''^^•

n^y allies in the hooe thit I mJ ,
.

P^^^^^eded to drink with
follow us. Within hll/.n h

' T'f'
'^^'^ '°« ^^""^ to

J-boring at a hopeless task tZ' ^ '''''''''''''' ^'^^^ I was
I would be the first o succumb T ^'"'"^ "'-^"^^^^ ^^at
sleep off the Hquor Lfo'e the h ? ''^''''^''S ^^ish to

"^y escape from the tap
''

"^T^"^
'"'^^"^"' "^^^e

galloped furiously aflrSZhv^'^r^;' ">^ ^"'•'^^' ^-^"^

•i^ingbythecoac^Jhln^irel^^^^^^^^ J"^" --

and th^lh^;: '^:J;:^
-- 7^- I-came up with John

afternoon, but as tZ 6.y aSZl '"l^
'"'^'>^ '""''^'^ '" ^^e

lence. A cold bleak u^-.fu '^'' •'^'"™ ^^'"^^^^ i" vio-

-d by reason of he ,vx thcr'
a'

^k""^^
'^^" ^^^ "-^l-

dition of the roads, ^^^ prtress of th:"" ^k
^'^ ^'^ ^-

that darkness overtook uThf f
'''''^^ '^'^^ ^« ^^ow

our journev to Rowsi UponTh": u''-
'""'"^' ^'^^^ °^

mcreased in violence and the .
" "' "'^^^ ^^^ '^^«™

-ai Shafts Which s;j::^iij:r;s:ftsr'^°^-
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At the hour of six— I but guessed the time — John
and I, who were riding at the rear of the coach, hoard close
on our heels the trampling of horses. I rode forward to
Dawson, who was in the coach box, and told him to drive
with ail the speed he could make. I informed him that
some one was following us, and that I feared highwavmcn
were on our track.

Hardly had I finished speaking to Dawson when I heai •

the report of a hand-fusil, back of the coach, near the spot
where I had loft John. I quickly drew my sword, though
it was a task of no small labor, owing to the numbness of
my fingers. I breathed alon^ the blade to warm it, and
then I hastened to John, whom I found in a desperate con-
flict with throe ruffians. No bettor swordsman than John
ever drew blade, and he was holding his ground in the
darkness right gallantly. When I rode to his rescue,
another hand-fusil was discharged, and then another, and
I knew that we need have no more fear from bullets, for
the three men had discharged their weapons, and they
could not reload while John and I were engaging them.
I heard the bullets toll upon the coach, and I heard the
girls screaming lustily. I feared they had been wounded,
but you may be sure I had no leisure to learn the truth.'
Three against two was terrible odds in the dark, where
brute force and luck go for more than skill. We fought
desperately for a while, but in the end we succeeded''in
boatmg off the highwaymen. When we had finished with
the knaves who had attacked us, we quick! v overtook our
party. We were calling Dawson to stop when we saw the
coach, careening with the slant of the hill, topple over, and
fall to the bottom of a little precipice five or six feet in
height. We at once dismounted and jumped down the
decl.vitv to the coach, which lay on its side, almost
covered by drifted snow. The pole had broken in the
.ah, and tne horses were standing on the road. We first



!26 DOROTHY VERNON
saw Dawson. He was swcarin- like -, n . uwhen wc had dra-ged him from M-c

Dutchman, and
the coach door, uttcd ouT/h?T ^ °'''^ ^'''''''' ''^ ^'P^-^cd
the uppennosc sil^; Xt.'^^\-^ -ted them'u, on
bruised, but what they lacked in' bruTs'sT'^V'''^'^^^fright. In respect to the latt. r .>

""'' "'^^''' "P '»

attempt a description " ^'"'^ "^'^^^"^^^ for me to

in^th^^dv^S^':::;:; tr^r r^ "^^^'^ ~-
the situation ap^ealed^o ^1^! ^^^^^^^^^^^
yourself in the predicam..nt .

^^^'^ mia-ine
t-Lleof setting'f:r'hr"i, te^r^:"

'''' '^''^ '"^ ^'^

son. however. climbedTo the ' . i h"t
^"'" "^^^ ^^--

and Madse to the littl/ n, 1 ' ^^ ^ '''''''''''^ i^^rothy
top liftecf them\^o:;'

. ra^s"^ \'h
" ^'^^ ""'" ^^

^^'

and when I chmbed to the road Toh r^'^''''
'"^^ ^'"'^'^e"'

held a council of war ta ;s^t t''"^""';'
'"^"^ "^^'-^f

^ve were three good n.ilesCm R ,

™- ^''^^^'^°" ^^^^

of no house nearer th.n 2 ^r^''^'^''
""^' ^'^^^^ '^e knew

find shelter. \ircouId ro I.
"'" '' "'^'"^'^ ''' --^

-I .ot the blanketr d b ff om tt ""\ ^"' ^^^^-'
nchng pads for Dorothy and MadT T,

'^
'
'"^ "^''^^'^

"i'^^n the broad backs^of tL tl^h h"' "' '^'"''^^^P^^

sisted the ladies to mount IVnlk^ u T"'
'"^' '^'''' ^'

and John performed ^^sJ^^^^^^^fT'''^'Dawson went ahead of „ .

,?^'^'-^aDlc duty for Dorothy.

John's; and thus we travdbT
"^ "'-' '°"^ "^^ ^^-^'4

nearly frozen, ove t^e 'm es J ^'"t"^''
^^^^^ ^^^^ -"^

John left ;,s befo: en^ t ;?r-:h"^^^
road to Rutland, intending to sfoport^'^' •\"' ^°"' '""^

tage two miles distant upon his f^^h
"'^^^ '''* ^ ^°t-

follow Sir John when th hn ' '''^'''-
^ ^^''-^^ ^o

Peacock.
'''' ^^^'^^ ^^''^'•^ safely lodged at The
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It was agreed between us that nothing should be said
concerning the presence of any man save Dawson and my-
SL'ir in our party.

When John left us, I rode to The Peacock with Dorothy
and Madge, and while I was bidding them good-by my
violent cousin, Sir George, entered the inn. Dorothy ran
to her father and briefly related the adventures of the night,

Jwolling with undeserved emphasis upon the help I had
rendered. She told her father— the statement was liter-

ally true— that she had met me at the Royal Arms, where
I w.-is stopping, and that she had, through fear of the storm
and in dread of highwaymen, asked me to ride beside their

coach to Rowsley.

When I saw Sir George enter the room, I expected to

have trouble with him ; but after he had spoken with Doro-
thy, much to my surprise, he offered me his hand and said :—

" I thank you, Malcolm, for the help you have rendered
my girls, and I am glad you have come back to us."

" I have not come back to you. Sir George," said I, with-
holding my hand. "I met Mistress Vernon and Lady
Madge at the Royal Arms, and escorted them to Rowsley
for reasons which she has just given to you. I was about
to depart when you entered."

"Tut, tut! Malcolm, you will come with us to Iladdon
Hall."

" To be ordered away again. Sir George }
" I asked.

" I did not order you to go. You left in a childish fit of
anger. Why in the devil's name did you run away so
quickly.? Could you not have given a man time to cool
off.> You treated me very badly, Malcolm."

" Sir George, you certainly know — "

" I know nothing of the sort. Now I want not another
word from you. Damme! I say, not another word. If I

ever ordered you to leave Haddon Hall, I didn't know what
I was doing," cried Sir George, heartily.
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"But you may again not know," said I

induce you to Ic me J1\T. "^ '"'= '"' >''"' ^^ould

same iiLi„„ sl,ouW ever cZer'"""'' " ' ""' " ">=

you sl,ould ever again ^^^0 tlr^r""
='8^'"-"'«

'^' 'I

leave Haddon Hall-!!SiuV el n,™,'
"''''""S J'™ «°

I have been punished en^ Vh^alrad, ^.'a^^r
"" f"'•

with us. Here is Dnr„ti„. k , ,

Come home
myself. I, anger I mh ^^T. ' '"™ ''«"^'- ">-^'' I love

I said to you hut- v? ' '"^
"I'v""'-"

"''"« "> '>" 'hat

Come hoL ; th us. Haddon\ ^ '°'h
'

"""'' ^' ^ '-'
ie U the home of D„roth"rM:dg "n,'S " '^"'^ "

stanS thS:r^ rhisTd^'^"'
^'-i

'
™'^" -- «'•-.

i. came about .haM:^"-e:^A?: .^itlfouT er Ltt'% ''

komervi.h U.S Cousin t^ko^'"^^'^ "'''''''' -"=
George, and with feelin. t,J '

lJ^'.^'^'"'
^""^ '" ^'^

.0 ,.ch other: that norhi'lt^^rr^r;^-
^ --.^e

oid'Lt'''^cx'M:d''°"'i '"^ «^""""^' ™p"'--
^vhom I love No hint f',?'"' {"" "*= "" "' ""= "orld

Whatever happe^s't^^-.TLrtr "'= ''''^^"" -•

Georgf
"= ">' ''»"<' -d n,y word upon it," cried Sir

pufsr^B^^ltn-rerimeV'^ ';""^^ ""°" ' P^^- -"
future becomes the prlnf '1, ' ^-"•-"l^- the

.h.^price,ess present'^Ihl'7^:^;:::' ''" '° '->•

Ne.t mornmg we all rode hon,e to H.d'd„t-how sweet
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:he words sound even at this distance of time!— and there

was rejoicing in tlie Hall as if the prodigal had returned.

In the evening I came upon Madge unawares. She
was softly singing a plaintive little love song. I did not

disturb her, and as I stole away again I said to myself,

"God is good." A realization of that great truth had of

late been growing upon me. When once we thoroughly

?.earn it, life takes on a different color

I



CHAPTER VII

Tribulation m Haddon

^ -^ anger against Uorothr f '" ^ '"='= <>' furiou,
"^ more. But after herSL "'>''" '"' => 'ortn!,"
«™.ng the Stanley maVria™!'"''?"™ "'"> '"'>' c™-T refused, and after t',^"'"',"

""= ""^''her promised
«^=.'y cajole her father,han

'!""''' ,""' '>"' ^cM more
ensconced hcrsCf aKainlMTa™ h'™'

'^""'"y easily

Thi^cr-r:,?^:'",^'''"""^^'™''-"''
"' '°°' ™

;^;P. James Stanle^had ^^XT^ "' ^"^^ ^ord.to tall in love with her winsom u^ ^" '^'^ I^orothv and
brought back to Haddon T '

^J''^'
^"^^ ^^hereby vv"f

-g so rapidly one upon the htif f "'^T^
-'-^s^crol^d!know where to be-in the Zr -^ '''"^^^^r that I scarry

M?t'o?' ^--.^etofd^,;f;"f .?^;^.?- I Shall Lrz;

fact is th'^t A ^f happened. After all \u
^'"""^'

.
^ ^"'^t I know the trnt-h ^

^^^tcr aJi, the imnortanf
""'^^ -<' Of that you m™ ,e3 ;th"

"'^ ""''''' ^'^"'oU
i^he snow lay unon th

^^ ^"rety.

^torm in whichVe^^l'tHcrl '"^ '-'"feh. after the•™c ,t melted, and the s,m ,h
^'' ''"' =" *= end of that

130
"" *-"- '"t.0 Lud-
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dinfj forth. The buds were withered by a killing frost
which came upon us later in the season at a time when
the spring should have been abroad in all her graciousness,
and that year was called the year of the leafless summer!
One aftc-noon Sir George received a distinguished guest

in the person of the Earl of Derby, and the two old gentle-
men remained closeted together lor several hours. That
night at supper, after the ladies haJ risen from table, Sir
George dismissed the servants saying that he wished to
speak to me in private. I feared that he intended again
brmging forward the subject of marriage with Dorothy
but he soon relieved my mind.

" The Earl of Derby was here to-day. He has asked
for Doll's hand in marriage with his eldest son and heir.
Lord James Stanley, and I have granted the request."

" Indeed," I responded, with marvellous in'-clligence. I
could say nothing more, but I thought— in truth I knew—
that it did not lie within the power of any man in or out of
England to dispose of Dorothy Vernon's hand in marriage
to Lord James Stanley. Her father might make a mur
deress out of her, but Countess of Derby, never.

Sir George continued, "The generafterms of the mar-
riage contract have been agreed upon by the earl and me
and the lawyers will do the rest

"

" What is your feeling in the matter ? " I asked aim-
lessly.

" My feeling >
" cried Sir George. " Why. sir, my feel-

ing is that the girl shall marry Stanley just as soon as
arrangements can be made for the wedding ceremony.
1 he young fellow, it seems, saw Doll at Derby-town the
day you came home, and si^ce then he is eager, his father
tells me, for the union. He is coming to see her when I
give my permission, and I will send him word at as early a
date as propriety will admit. I must not let them he -^en
together too soon, you know. There might be a hitch in
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the marriage negotiations. Tlic earl i^ , .. ,,.
busmess matters, and n,igl,t d ^xa | 1? I

" •™' •'"

me should I allow his son to paTennl h'''""
"'"''

hcfore the marriage c„u."aa fs^^n^i^"..'" j'
^'

-,'»f-

-i..l<edl<„„w,n.;i;afm tvinr:. '' "'"« "<. '"''">' -"d

;;

Have ,o„ .Ci:, Do'oVhy f"TasJeT
'°° '""' ^" "--'

the outset tha I ui have no trif '
""-'u

"'^^^''^^-^^l ^t

;^a^^;r-;re!t:£fp{-:n:r«:^

*hen she found she nui.t
" '' "'"'" K"-'^f"Uy

«g ««t tve'ir,"- M 'h"
""''"^«^

' ' •'*^'d, well know.

.hfnghtofring^lln'dtd""""'^'" '" ™^''^' ^"^^ "^ -
" T^™''"

'?","""'' ^'^ °™''e'=' hesitatingly.

^^

I congratulate you," I replied.
'^

tinuedtu" s';;;;b,f:?
°;";" •^=.°" -. ^lowiycon.

,^^11-epiiDie signs of emot on " T chnii •

to lose my p-i,-I bnr T -,,. n •

"'^'' grieve

over. y„i tee,' mI I,' 'oM^Je'T ha've 'n^"";
":"''"""

wilfulness in Doll that An I

""> = no'iMd signs of

husband than In-
' alT M ' '"''•' """''^"^ ^y ^

a woman, yot: Lo "'Tu ,r h:T";'^.1"'
^'""^^" ""^''"^

to the fact tha' n„ll r. ,

^^^ °P^"=<' "'V •:>es

otherdayl rh:;,.h;"hrr!"C,.fT-«"°"?-. '=-". ">e
-•- V.:,..., ,j,i,. rjudtieniy I learn
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she is a woman. I had not before noticed the change
Beauty and wiltulness, such as the L'lrl has of late devel-

oped, are powers not to be underestimated by wise men,
I'licre is hell in them, Malcolm, I tell )i^u there is hell in

them." Sir George meditatively snuffed the candle with

his fingers and continued :
" If a horse once learns that he

can kick— sell him. Only yesterday, as I said, Doll was
a child, and now, by Jove, she is a full-blown woman, and
I catch myself standing in awe of her and calling her

Dorothy. Yes, damme, landing in awe of my own child

'

That will never do, you know. What has wrought the

change.? And, after all, what is the change? I can't

define it, but there has been a great one."

He was in a revery and spoke more to himself than to

me. " Yesterday she was my child— she was a child, and
now— and now— she is— she is— Why the devil didn't

you take her, Malcolm.'" cried the old man. awai;ening.
" But there, never mind ; that is all past and gone, and the

future Earl of Derby will be a great match for her."

"Do you know the future Earl of Derby?" I asked.
" Have you ever seen him ?

"

" No," Sir George replied. " I hear he is rather wild
and uncouth, but — "

" My dear cousin,' said I, interrupting him, " he is

a vulgar, drunken clown, whose associates have always
been stable boys, tavern mcids, and those who are worse
than cither."

"What?" cried Sir George, hotly, the liquor having
reached his brain. " You won't have Doll yourself, and
you won't consent to another— damme, would you hnve
the girl wither into spinsterhood ? How, sir. dare you
interfere ?

"

"I withdraw all I said, Sir George," I replied has-

tily. " 1 have not a word to say against tue match. I

Li.Ou^ Tit

ii
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;;Wen, damn you, sir, don't think."

andl^^i^'tr'-'^'^'^^^^'*^"'^-^^^^^
"Don't suppose either" rpnl.Vri c- r-

•Supposing LkI .l,i„ki„g „,,:?ttcd n:-°''"-
"'"="'>'

didn't u-isl, to consult v.«, P "'' ''' '"'"
'

of the projected n,ar i ,^e
"

Tl,
""'

,'
™'""' '" '^'" >'°"

"audlin, ,„d,e„ silence" he l^Z^^'^^^TT 1 T'CO m, go .0 bed, or we'll be quarrlll.'a.S "" '""' "^'-

I was glad enough to -'o to h^.I f„,
ing drunk, and drfnk maSe.de; „„ 7^"" '''^K"^-v.olence when sober was tempered i"y a he' rt m' T'"''derness and love

-^ ^^' '^^ ^^n-

breakfast, in the presx ,t of In' t""^r" "'«'«• A.
myself, he abrup.:^!^;™:^

Dotth"r;^,T;;e"w''^'^^"''

day before "I h the ^arl'oTTT'"' '? '"' "'"''^ *^
looko.1 toward her brother ,

•' '"'"'>' '''™"'"^d
l-cr chair a little :;"c- rom't',""; n '

"r'""
''"^''=''

movement. Doro^h^ s„rini t^l,
'

J-'

'"'"' " '•"""=<'

fire and her breast' i^irL"f;°,t' 'f
' '^ ''i-^ "-^"""8

pulsing of the sea I , ,
» ^^ *' storm-wrought

finger on mv 111 s „n f.
'^^"-"'"Sly and ,,lacc<l my

The girl ma^l
"
Vo:^:^;';^;,;'^ "Ifr'' '" '^"™"»'

-er wrath, and in a Zn.e n a r:, o?'?|',T'° ''^T
nrk;S::;;i,^-:,,r:orb\

'"»{"«
jx^-y sat down ag;,t.rdtl^, 'l rk:d1t h^"', ^'nhave sworn that Griseld i in th • fl

!
^"^"^ ^^ '^^'^' ^ ^^'oi'Id

me. Sir George wa '4 wf "''? '"^^"'"^ ^"^'^'^^''^'^^

of late develofid ^:^L,^^ Tf^ ,

"^
^'l^ f '

^ad
an extent little dreamed of tT^..!^!'"

^If'^
".\^'--'" ^^

^jiv-aiviasi was
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finished in silence. Dorothy did not come down to dinner

at noon, but Sir Geor<;c did not mark her absence. At

*

supper her place was still vacant.

" Where is Doll.'" cried Sir George, angrily. He had

been drinking heavily during the afternoon. " Where is

Doll .'
" he demanded.

" She is on the terrace," answered Madge. " She said

she did not want supper."

"Tell your mistress to come to supper," said Sir George,

s])caking to one of the servants. " You will find her on

the terrace."

The servant left the room, but soon returned, saying that

Mistress Dorothy wanted no supper.

"Tell her to come to the table whether sh?, wants

supper or not. Tell her I will put a stop to her moping
about the place like a surly vi.xen," growled Sir George.

" Don't send such a message by a servant," pleaded

Lady Crawford.

"Then take it to her yourself, Dorothy," exclaimed her

brcjther.

Dorothy returned with her aunt and meekly took her

place at the table.

" I will have none of your moping and pouting," said

Sir (ieorge, as Dorothy was taking her chair.

The girl made no re])ly, but she did not eat.

"Eat your supper," her father commanded. "I tell

you I will have no— "

" You would not have me eat if I am not hungry, would
you, father .'

" she asked softly.

" I'd have you hungry, you perverse wench."
"Then make me an appetite," returned the girl. I

never heard more ominous tones fall from human lips.

They betokened a mood in which one could easily do
murder in cold blood, and I was surprised that Sir George
,);,! .,

,

* '""t) LA*VA l^lklLtlLl 01

I

! 1]
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testify"""'
"'^' '" ""^^'''''^ ''' >'-' 'ooir he replied

;;

Then you cannot make me eat," retorted Dorothy.Ah, you would answer me would von ,- u
insolent huzzy." cried her fathir; a" 'ril

'

'"" '"^^"•

Dorothy held up her hand warnin-'v to S,V r
uttered the one word " Father 'h"^ °'^^' ^"^

the clear, low ring of ^ted as lave h:;;rit in^r'n,
''''

of sunrise during a du.l to the dl^ith M , ,

'^'""^''

her hand in Dorothy's but h.
' ^' gently placed

^

i^orotn) s, but the caress met nc^ responseGo to your room." answered Sir George
Dorothy rose to her feet and spoke ca'mlv • -T unot said that I would disobey you n re 'a;d o thi

"''
-ge wh.ch you haye sought'for n.e; anf; ur^ha U^::"
^

he .,ows out of your effort to reconcile your conscience

blood '
°"^^

'"u
"""' P^=^ ^'P°" vou^ own flesh anaDlood— your only child."

' " ncbn ana

"Suffering God' " rripri "=;;r r r . ,

and drink. '' An I o JZ ^'^^^

own child' The hwye?
"

.'"'^ '"'"'""'^'^ ^'"""^ "^^

tract will be signed n.? u ^ -^";^ to-n^^rrow. The con-

von II ,

"^"^^'/^"^' thank uod. I shall soon be rid of

di,J„ S' I'.L'';';::':
"'
°r

-"" -" ''-''"'"''

turned to Lady O-uvLrd "'t
""'"'" '^'""' ''=

.0 do in ,1,0 wi. of Xt ,t and
. " " ""-"''' " '"^"^'"S

ration f..rthe «4< in" K i""' " ™/ '"'"'l"-'^'" i" l'«P^-

conte off ,vi,„;::a ;:;t„?:s" "
""

'" '"•= ^'=^='™">' ^'^^*"

tone
,
n ftit*::, °^"V'^.

"^''="
'" '- ^<^" "^=

<. n
'^^'^'ner, ),ou don t know me."

i^y God, I know myself " rptort, ! c: /-
r say—" ^ '

^^^^^ ' Sir George, "and

i
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" Now hear me, father," she interrupted in a manner

that silenced even him. She bent forward, resting one

fair hand upon the table, while she held out her other

arm bared to the elbow. " Hear what I say and take it

for the truth as if it had come from Holy Writ. I will open

the veins in this arm and will strew my blood in a gapless

circle around Hadd^ni Hall so that you shall tread upon

it whenever you go forth into the day or into the niglit

before I will marry the drunken idiot with whom you

would curse me. Ay, I will do more. I will kill you,

if need be, should you try to force him on me. Now,

father, w'e understand each other. At least you cannot

fail to understand me. For the last time I warn you.

Beware of me."

She gently pushed the chair back from the table, quietly

adjusted the sleeve which she had draw^n upward from her

wrist, and slowly walked out of the room, softly humming

the refrain of a roundelay. There was no trace of excite-

ment about the girl. Her brain was acting with the ease

and precision of a perfectly constructed machine. Sir

George, by his violence and cruelty, had made a fiend of

this strong, passionate, tender heart. That was all.

The supper, of course, was quickly finished, and the

ladies left the room.

Sir George took to his bottle and remained with it till

his servants put him to bed. I slipped away from him

and smoked a pipe in front of the kitchen fire. Then I

went early to my bed in Eagle Tower.

Dorothy went to her apartments. There she lay upon

her bed, and for a time her heart was like flint. Soon

she thought of her precious golden heart pierced with

a silver arrow, and tears came to her eyes as she drew

the priceless treasure from her breast and breathed upon

it a prayer to the God of love for hel|). Her heart was

soft again, soft only as hers could be, and peace came

i

m
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t<^ her as she pressed Johns golden heart to her lips and

ZToZ'^T '"' '''' ^'" '-'''''' "^^y '-e. riy love'my love, and murmuring fell asleep
I ;vonder how many of the countless women of thisworld found peace, comfort, and ecstasy in breatWn

^
tho.lmagic words yesterday? How manv h ,v P f ?

to-day? HJn..nyln find Ih ". In^w"" No
"^"

can tell; but this I know, they come tH^^'woman at

::irh:;t|;uL^:^'-'^^--'^-"--^-->^^-^
That evening Jennie Faxton bore a letter to lohn- -m.ng hun of the projected Stanley marragJuasked hm. to meet the writer at Bowling Green Gateand begged him to help her if he could.

' '''

The sma
1
and intcrmitte- t remnants of conscience, senseof d ty,,nd caution which .till remained in John's headI wdl not say in John's heart, for that wa full to otc7

thTZj""
--ethmg else -were quickly bani e by

as k i'sr' r'T ''''^"^'>''^ ^"''''- ^-^'^ fi^^t impulse
''^j to kill Stanley

;
but John Manners was not an assassin

He.-. ::.fjr" T''^
'''''' ^'^ '' Wished to Ton

:

Ruthnd T T?f' '"""^ ""'^'^ ^'^'"S^- hi-^ presence ativut and. He had two reasons for so desiring First in

cI 'f IT,
""^ "^^ '''^^''' J-n--^ -^th which he h d-me to Derbyshire. That purpose was to further a nlan

IorIVTc 1 ''''' '^"'^^^ ^"^' '^ ^--^ he. i^cJg'nitoo Rtitland Castle as a refuge until Elizabeth could be pirsuaded to receive hf-r nf t-u;^ i t i

'-"'•""-^ oc per-

after fh. ruT ^^'^ P'^" ^ ''"^^^^' nothing tillafter the disastrous attempt to carrv it out of which T

V s ed v''^'"
^^"" >"" ^'^^ «^he'r reason wh; JohnWished his presence at Rutland unknown was that if he

::r^::?^^g;,;:;::ver'---^-^^-™^

^.Tlir'''^''^^ '^' been no overt love-makinp" between T.-.K^. -.-...>.

)0i0iiiy up to that time. The
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scene at the gate ajjproached perilously near it, but the

line between concealment and confession had not been

crossed. Mind you, I say there had been no love-making

hetivciH them. While Dcjrothy had gone as far in that

direction as a maiden should dare go— and to tcil the

exact truth, a great deal farther— John had remained al-

most silent for reasons already given you. He also felt

a fear of the girl, and failed to see in her conduct those

signs of intense love which would have been plainly dis-

cernible had not his perceptions been blinded by the fury

of his own infatuation. He had placed a curb on his passion

and did not really know its strength and power until he

learned that another man was soon to possess the girl he

loved. Then life held but one purpose for him. Thus,

you see that when Dorothy was moaning, " My love, my
love," and was kissing the golden heart, she was taking

a great deal for granted. Perhaps, however, she better

understood John's feeling for her than did he himself. A
woman's sixth sense, intuition, is a great help to her in

such cases. Perhaps the girl knew with intuitive con-

fidence that her passion was returned ; and perhaps at

first she found John's receptive mode of wooing sweeter

far than an agsjjressive attack would have been. It may

be also there was more of the serpent's cunning than

of reticence in John's conduct. He knew well the ways

of women, and perhaps he realized that if he would allow

Dorothy to manage the entire affair she would do his woo-

ing for him much better than he could do it for himself

If you are a man, try the plan upon the next woman whom
you seek to win. If she happens to be one who has full

confidence in her charms, you wMll be urprised at the

result. Women lacking that confidence are restrained by

fear and doubt. But in no case have I much faith in the
r"5mr\oi rrn

Later on, of course— but you doubtless are quite as well

fl
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informed concerning this important subject as I. There
IS. however, so much bhuulering in that branch of science

needed art of makmg love. What a noble attendancesuch a college would 'draw. But I have wande. d ^v"lully from my story.

I must go back a short time in my narrative. A fewlays before my return to Haddon J lull the great iron key^o the gate m the wall east of Bowling cLn Hu" wasnmsedfrom the forester's closet where 't had hung foTacentury or more. Bowling Green Hill, as you know iseastward from Madden Hall a distance of th^ fourth pa"f a m.le. and the gate is east of the hill about the samedistance or less. A wall is built upon the east line of t"eHaddon estate, and east of the wall lies a great tracklessforest belongmg to the house of Devonshire w I

tunes there had been a road fro.n B:k.:ve "to Ro s ^along he east side of the wall ; but before Sir Gorge'se.z,n the roac had been abandoned and the gate vv^s noused. It .stood in a secluded, unfrequented spo and Dorothy tho.,ght herself very shrewd in choosing ^t i.^^^
But as I told you, one day the key was missed It wasof no va ue or use, and at f^rst nothing was thought of itsOSS but from time to time the fact that it co dd no befound was spoken of as curious. All the serv nts h.dbeen questioned in vain, and the lo.ss of he k y to Bo^^ng Green Gate soon took or. the dignity of a mystery-

1"

-uys ery soon to be solved, alas ! to Dorothy's unS
betweirsrce^

"' ''?
u^'

'''''''''^' ^^^ terribrLneDctwecn Sir George and his daughter at the supner tableDorothy rode forth alone upon her mare Dolcv Fromthe wmdow of my roon. in K:„le Tow.t T
'2: ..^„T

down the west side of the Wye toward 'Rowsi;;y^ 'l
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ascended to the roof of the tower, and from that eleva-

tion I saw her cross the river, and soon she was lost to

sight in the forest. At tV it time I knew nothing of the

new trysting-place, but I t ilt sure that Dorothy had gone

out to seek John. The sin shone brightly, and its gentle

warmth enticed me to rem dn upon the tower battlements,

to muse, and to dream. 1 fetched my pipe and tobacco

from my room. I h.id been smoking at intervals for sev-

eral months, but had not entirely learned to like the weed,

because of a slight nausea which it invariably caused me to

feel. But I fhouglit by practice now and again to inure

myself to th habit, which was then so new and fashion-

able among n idish gentlemen. While I smoked I mused
upon the pa: and present, and tried to peer into the

future— a fruitless task wherein we waste much valuai)Ie

time; a vai" striving, like Eve's, after forbidden knowl-

edge, which, should we possess it, would destroy the little

remnant of Eden still existing on earth. Could we look

forward only to our joys, a knowledge of the future might

be good to have; but imagine, if you can, the horror of

anticipating evils to come.

After a short time, a lotuslike dreaminess stole over me,

and past and future seemed to blend in a supreme present

of contentment and rest. Th:;n I knew I had wooed and

Won Tobacco and that thenceforth I had at hand an ever

ready solace in time of trouble. At the end of an hour

my dreaming was disturbed by voices, .vhich came dis-

tinctly up to me from the base of the tower. I leaned

over the battlements to listen, and what I heard gave me
alarm and concern such as all the tobacco in the world

could not assuage. I looked down the dizzy heights of

Eagle Tower and saw Sir George in conversation with Ben
Shaw, a woodman. I had not heard the words first sooken

between them.

"Ay, ay. Sir George," said Ben, "they be there, by
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Bowling Green Gate, now. I saw them twenty minutes
since,— Mistress Vernon and a -icntieman."

"Perliaps the gentleman is Si • Malcolm." answered my
cousni. 1 drew back from the battlements, and the wood-man replied, " Perhaps he be, but I doubt it."

There had been a partial leconciliation -sincere on
bir Georges part, but false and hollow on Duruthv's—
which Madge had brought about between father and
daughter that morning. Sir George, who was sober and
repentant of his harshness, was inclined to be tender
to Dorothy, though he still insisted in the m.iiter „f the
Stanley marriage. Dorothy's anger had cooled, and cun-nmg had taken its place. Sir George had >sked her to
forgive hnn for the hard words he had sp, cen. and she
had again led him to believe that she would be dutiful and
obedient. It is hard to determine, as a question of riL^ht
and wrong, whether Dorothy is to be condemned or justi-
hed in the wolul deception .he practised upon her father
I'> use a plain, ugly word, she lied to him without hesita-
tion or pain of conscience. Still, we must remember that
torty years ago. girls were frequcntlv forced, regardless
ot cries and piteous agony, into marriages to which death
would have been preferable. They were flogged into
obedience, imprisoned and starved into obedience, and
alas they were .sometimes killed in the course of punish-ment for disobedience by men of Sir George's school andtemper. I could give you at lea.st one instance in which
a tair g,rl met her death from punishment inflicted byher father because she would not consent to wed the manof his choice. Can w^e blame Dorothy if she would lieor rob or do murder to avoid a fate which to her would

cll^"'" T"" """" '^''"^"
• ^^"^^'" >-«^' ^"d yourselfcondemning her. now or hereafter in this history! if vouare a man ask yourself this question: "If I had a sweet-nea..m Lorotny s ,^d case, should 1 not wish her to do
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as she did ? Should I not wish, if it were possible Ly
any means, that she should save herself from the worst of

fates, and should save me from the agony of losing her

to such a man as Sir George had selected for Dorothy's

husband ? Is it not a sin to disobey the law of self-preser-

vation actively or passively ?
" Answer these questions as

you choose. As for myself, I say God bless Dorothy for

lying. Perhaps I am in error. Perhaps I am not. I but

tell you the story of Dorothy as it happened, and I am a

poor hand at solving ({uestio..' of right ;'nd wrong where

a beautiful woman is concerned. To my thinking, she

usually is in the ri,i;ht. In any case, she is sure to have the

benefit of the doubt.

When Sir George heard the woodman's story, he started

hurriedly toward Bowling Green Gate.

Now I shall tell you of Dorothy's adventures j^ter I saw
her cross the Wye.

Whci. she reached the gate, John was waiting for her.

"Ah, Sir John, I am so glad you are here. That is, I

am glad you are here before I arrived — good even," said

the girl, confusedly. Her heart again was beating in a

provoking manner, and her breath would not come with

ease and regularity. The rapid pri>gress of the malady
with which she was rtfflicted or blesserl was plainly dis-

cernible since the last meeting with my friend. Sir John.

That is, it would have been plain tt) any one but John,

whose ailment had taken a fatal turn and had progressed

to the ante-mortem state of blindness. By the help of

the stimulating hope and fear which Dorothy's letter had

brought to him, he had planned an elaborate conversation,

and had determined to speak decisive words. He hoped
to receive from her the answer for which he longed ; but

his heart and breath seemed to have conspired with Doroth\'

lo make inti:i communication troublesome.

" I received your gracious letter, Mistress Vernon, and I

1!

: IS

III
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thank you. I was— I am ~ that is, my thanks are more
than I — I can cxjire^ss.''

_

"So I see," said the girl, half amused at John's condi-
tion, although it was but little worse than her own. This
universal malady, love, never takes its blind form in women
It opens their eyes. Under its influence thev can see the
truth through a millstone. The girl's heart'jumpcd with
joy when she saw Joim's truth-telling manner, and com-
posure quickly came to her relief, though she still feigned
confusion because she wished him to see the truth in her
as she had seen it in him. She well knew of his blindness,
and had almost begun to fear lest she would eventually be
compelled to tell him in words that whicli she so ardently
wished him to see for himself. She thought John was the
blindest of his se.x

; but .he was. to a certain extent, mis-
taken. John was blind, as ^ mu already know, but his reti-
cence was not all due to a lack of sight, lie at least had
r-ached the condition of a well-develoiiec hope. He hoped
the girl cared for him. He would have fully believed it

had it not been for the difficulty he found in convincing
himself that a goddess like Dorothy could care for a man
so unworthy as himself. Most modest persons are self-
respecting. That was John's c ndition

; he was not vain.
"Jennie brought me your letter also," said the girl,

laughing because she was happy, though her memntent
somewhat disconcerted John.

" It told mc," she continued, "that you would come. I
have it here in my pocket — and— and the gate key,"
She vletermined this time to introduce the key early in the
engagement. " But I feared you might not want to'come."
T'-e cunning, the boldness, and the humility of the serpent
was in the girl. " That is, you know, I thought — perhaps— that IS, I feared that you mig^*- not come. "Vour father
might have been ill. or you mighi have changed your mind
after \'ou wrr.'t;' ^h.:' Ip^'.-^r"
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" No," r.nswered John, whose face was beaming with

jcy. Here, truly, was a goddess who could make the blind

to see if she were but gi'.en a little time.

" Do you mean that your father is not ill, or that you did

not change your mind :
" asked Dorothy, whose face, as it

should have been after such a speech, was bent low while

she struggled with the g'-eat iron key, entangled in the

pocket of her gown.
" I mean that I have not changed my mind," said John,

who felt that the time to speak had come. "There has

been no change in me other than a new access of eager-

ness with every hour, and a new longing to see you and to

hear your voice."

Dorothy felt a gi .-at thrii nass through her breast, and

she knew that the reward of her libors was at hand.

" ^ertainly," said the self-complacent girl, hardly con-

scious of her words, ro great was the joyous tumult in her

heart, "I should have known."

There was another pause, devoted to the key, with

bended head. " But— but you might have changed your

mind," she continued, "and I might not have known it, for,

you see, I did not know your former state of mind; you

have never told me." Her tongue had led her further than

she had intended to go, and she blushed painfully, and I

think, considering her words, approj.riately.

" My letter told you my state of mind. At least it told

you of my intention to co^ip I — I fear that I do not

understand you," said Job'

"I mean," she replied, with a saucv. fluttering little

laugh as she looked up from her conflict with the entangled

key, "I mean that — that you don't know what I mean.

But here is the key at last, and— and — you may, if you

wish, jome v., this side of the gate."

She stepped forward to unlock the gate with an air that

seemed to say, " Now, John, you shall have a clear n.ciu
"
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But to her surprise she found that the lock had been
removed. That discovery brought back to John his wan-
dernig v.its.

" Mistress Dorothy," he cried in tones of alarm, "
I must

not remain here. We are suspected and are sure to be
discovered. Vuur l:Uher has set a trap for us. I care not
for myselt, but I w.nild not bring upon you the trouble
and distress whicii would surelv follow discovery Let us
quickly choose another place and time of meeting I pray
you, sweet lady, meet me to-morrow at this time near the
white cliff back of Lathkil miH. I have that to say to you
which IS the very blood of my heart. I must now leave
you at once."

He took her hand, and kissing it, started to leave through
the open gate.

*'

The girl caught his arm to detain him. " Say it now
John, say ,t now. I have dreamed of it by night and
by day. \ ou know all, and I know all, and I Ur > to
hear from your lips the words that will break down
ah barriers between us." She had been carried awav by
the mad onrush of her passion. She was the iron,' the
seed the cloud, and the rain, and she spoke because she
could not help it.

" I will speak, Dorothy, God help me ! God help me
I will speak'" said John, as he caught the girl to his
breast in a fierce embrace. " I love you, I love you ! God
Hunselt only knows how deeplv. how passionately ' I do
not know. I cannot fathom its depths. With all my heart
and soul, with every drop of blood that pulses throu-h my
veins. I love you - I adore you. Give me your H^s, my
beauty, my Aphrodite, my queen!" ^ >

J

"There— they -are, John,— there thev an;. They
are - all yours - all yours - now ! Oh. God ! my blood

l?"u : •
^^'" ''"'''"' ^''' ^'''' "" ^^'-^ h'-^^'^t for shame,

"••- -- :::;^::i not .see iicr burning eyes and her scarlet
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cheeks. Then after a time she cared not what he saw,

and she H^ted her hps to his, a voUmtary offering. The
supreme emotions of the moment drove all other conscious-

ness from their souls.

"Tell me, Dorothy, that you will be my wife. Tell me,

tell me !" cried John.
" I will, I will, oh, how gladly, how gladly !

"

" Tell me that no power on earth can force you to marry
Lord Stanley. Tell me that you will marry no man but

me ; that you will wait — wait for me till— "

" I will mairy no man but you, John, ro man but you,"

said the girl, whisperingly. Her head was thrown back

from his breast that she might look into his eyes, and that

he might see the truth in hers. " I am all yours. But oh,

John, I cannot wait— I cannot! Do not ask me to wait.

It would kill me. I wear the golden heart you gave me,

John/' she continued, as she nestled closer in hi.- embrace.
" I wear the golden heart always. It is never from me,

even for one little moment. I bear it always upon my
bean, John. Here it is." She drew from her breast the

golden heart and kissed it. Then she pressed it to his

lips, and said .
" I kiss it twenty times in the day and

in the night ; a\ , a hundred times. I do not know how
often ; but now I kiss \our real heart, John," and she kissed

his breast, and then stood tiptoe to lift her lips to his.

There w:is no room left now in John's heart for doubt

that^ I'orothy Vernon was his own forever ana forever.

She had convinced him beyond the reach of fear or

doubt. John forgot the lockless gate. He forgot every-

thing but Dorothv, and cruel time passed with a rapidity

of which they were unconscious. They were, however,

brought back to consciousness by hearing a long blast

from the forester's bugle, and John immediately retreated

through the gate.

Dorcthy then closed the gate and hastily seated herself
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upon a stone bench against the Haddon side of the wall.
She quickly assumed an attitude of listless repose, and
Dolcy, who was nibbling at the grass near by, doubtless
supposed that her mistress had come to Bowling Green
G 'te to rest because it was a secluded place, and because
she desired to be alone.

Dorothy's attitude was not assumed one moment too
soon, for hardly was her gown arranged with due regard to
carelessness when Sir George's form rose above the crest
of Bowling Green Hill. In a few minutes he was standing
in front of his daughter, red with anger. Dorothy's face
wore a look of calm innocence, which I believe would
have deceived Solomon himself, notwithstanding tb t great
man's experience with the se.x. It did more to throw Sir
George off the scent than any words the girl could have
spoken.

"Who has been with you.>" demanded Sir George,
angrily.

"When, father.?" queried the girl, listlessly resting her
head against the wall.

"Now, this afternoon. Who has been with you .> Ben
Shaw said that a man was here. He said that he saw a
m.:n with you less than half an hour since."

That piece of information was startling to Dorothy, but
no trace of surprise was visible in her manner or in her
voice. Sh^ aimed listlessly and brushed a dry bif from
her gown. Then ;he looked calmly up into her father's
face and said laconically, but to the point : —

" Ben lied." To herself she ,^aid, " Ben shall also suffer
"

" I do not believe that Hen lied," ..aid Sir George. "
I,

myself, saw a man go away from here."
That was crowdmg the girl into close quarters, but she

did n^^t flinch.

" Which way did he go, father.? " she asked, with a fine
show of carelessness in her mainer, but with a feeling o^

b.
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I

excruciating fear in her breast. She well knew the wisdom
of the niaxi 111, Ne\'er confess.

He went northward," answered Sir Georfje.

I nsule tlie wal

breathe freelv, fur slie k

asked Doroth)', beginning again to

ward.

new that John had ridden soutli-

Inside the wall, of course," her father replied. Do
you suppose I could see him through the stone wall .' One
should he able to see through a stone wall t(^ keeo trood

w atch on you

You might have tiiought vou saw him throuLrh th e wal

answered the inr. I sometimes think of late, father, thjt

you are 1osuig your nun ou drink too much liraiuiy,

my dear father. Oh, wouldn't it be dreadful if vi>u were
to 1ose your nunc1.'" Sh e rose as sh e snoRe, and ronig to

her father began to stroke him gently with her hand. She
lOOKCI mto lis f; ice W' real affect: (in f, ,hwtien

ived him, sne loved urn best as a partial atonement
er ill-cloinir

uece

for h

"Wouldn't that be dreadful?" she continued, while Sir

George stood lost in bewilderment. "Wouldn't th.it be
dreadful for my dear old father {•> lose his mind.' But I

really think it must be coming to jiass. A great change
has of late come over you, father. You have for the first

tuue in your Hie been u' :nuIt o lue and suspicious. Fath er,

do you realize thai you insult yourdaughter when you accuse
her of having been in this secluded place with a man .' You
would punish aiiotherfor speaking so against my fair name."

But, Dorothy," .Sir George replied, feeling as if he were
in the wiong, " Beii Shaw said that h e saw \ on here wi th
man, and I saw a man pass toward Bakewell. Who was
he .' I command you to tell me his name.

Dorothy knew that her father must have seen a man
near the gate, but who he was she cmild not imagine.
John surely was be\ond the wall and well out of sight on

I

I i
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his way to Rowsley before her father reached the crest of
BowHiig Green Hill. But it was evident that Shaw had
seen John. Evidence that a man had been at the gate
was too strong to be successfully contradicted. Facts
that cannot be successfully contradicted had better be
frankly admitted. Dorothy sought through her mind for
an admission that would not admit, and soon hit upon a
plan which, shrewd as it seemed to be, soon brought her
to grief.

"Perhaps you savv Ccusin Malcolm," said Dorothy, as
the result of her mental search. " He passed here a little

time since and stopped for a moment to talk. Perhaps you
saw Malcolm, father. You would not find fault with me
because he v/as here, would you ?

"

"Dorothy, my daughter," said Sir George, hesitatingly,
"are you telling me the truth.'"

Then the fair girl lifted up her beautiful head, and stand-
ing erect at her full height (it pains me to tell you this)
said: "Father, I am a Vernon. I would not lie."

Her manner was so truthiike that Sir George was almost
convinced.

He said, " I believe you."

Her father's confidence touched her keenly; but not to
the point of repentance, I hardly need say.

Dorothy then grew imxious to return to the Hall that
she might prepare me to answer whatever idle questions
her father should put to me. She took Dolcy's rein, and
leading the mare with one hand while she rested the othe'
upon her father's arm, walked gayly across Bowling Greer
down to the Hall, very happy because of her lucky es
cape.

Hut a lie is always full cf latent retribution.

I was sitting in the kitchen, dreamily watching the huge
fire, when Dorothy and Mer father entered.
"Ah, Maicoim, are you here."" asked Sir George in a
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peculiar tone of surprise for which T could sec no reaiion.

" I thought you were walking."

I was smoking. I took my pip(; fmin my Hj)s and said,

" Xo, I am helping old Hess and Jennie with .supper."

" I[a\e you not lieen walking?" asked Sir George.

There was an (.dd expression on his face when I looked

up to him, and I was surprised at his persistent inquiry

concerning so trivial a matte'". But .Sir (ieorge's expres-

sion, agitated as it was, still .• :.£ calm when compared with

that of Dorothy, who stood a step or two behind her

father. Not only was her face expressive, but her hands,

her feet, her wliole body were convulsed in an effort to

exjiress something which, ft)r th.e lite o{ me, I could nut

understand, ller wonderful eyes wore an expression, only

too readable, of terror and pleading. She moved her

hands rapidly and stamped her foot. During this panto-

mime she w;is forming words with her li;--; and nodding her

ln,:ad affu-malivelv. 1 ler efforts at expression were lost upon

n^e, and I coiild only respond with a blank stare of aston-

ishment. Th.e expression on v.\y face caused Sir Ge rge

lo turn in the direction of my ga/e, and he did so just in

time tocutch Dorothy in the mid^t of a mighty pantomimic

effort at mute communication.

"Why in the devil's name are yuu making those

grimaces .'
" demanded Sir George.

"
I wasn't making grinuices— I — I think I was about to

sneeze," replied Durolhy.
" Do you think I am blind .'

" sti)rmed Sir George. " Per-

haps I am losing my mind .' You are trying to tell Mal-

colm to sav that he was with you at Howh'ng Green Gate.

Losing my mind, am I ? Damme, I'll show you that it I

am losing'my mind I have not lost my authority in my own

house."
<i Njp... »'.,fi,.,„ ..•V'.-:*- ic nl! thii^. fttptmi!'"!'' :ibout '

" ask>'d

the girl, coaxingly, as she boldly put her hands upon her
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father's shoulders and turneil her face in al] its won

to

to

me what

nn. h...Uy^ul childish innocence o, expression .,;

kmw" s'
" ":'''• >"^' whatever vou wisi

She haa been so anxious to cnununicate. and she le't cer-tain that I would not hetrav her. She knew that I whose
;:-!)' vn-tues were that I loved n,v niend and den da
hc.wo.d.aIlin.IylK.ar,alsewhne.sforher

..k le
'^'eor L. and I (,u,rkly determined t,. perjure mv soul if
n-clbe.toh.l,,,,on,thy.

I cannot deiaahe thel"^^^rlu tunes exerted over UK.. When tnuier .i: s p UseenKd to he a creature ot her will, and niv r.ower to actohnnardy was paralyzed by a strange force emanatb." .on

:K/^;;::t"^^-^^^i'!>\^-"-'^^'-n'>eit. u^l'z
.^

U,e ncontestable fact, and you may make out of it

t^^^.^r''^'- ^ ^'-"^'^'-i" the course of this h-tJr>haxe occasion to speak ot I).,n.ihv's stran^^e nowarKlh.... .,,_,,, ,,,,,,,,_

is-

er.

"Ask Malcol m," repeated th. leanin;
upon her father's breast. I5ut I w^i; saved fri
the lie I was willinLf to te

; coa.xinfjly

>m utterintr
T, ni place of asking me, asi; 1 ,

'^ • > '" I'l'iLc oi asKiii"' me

ai:^;;;m^„eV;'''"^'^^'''^'^^^^-''^^^

'; Mot.vr of Heaven
!
" exclaimed Dorothv in a whisner

•a th V^'
''7^''^'^ ^"-"^''' her pocket. Her mannerwa.sthatot one almost bereft of consciousncL. bv sudden

iv .'
^'n

,'"
"''^''^""" "^ 1-lplessness came over her f cevvh.ch filled n.y :,eart with pity. She stood darin. a im

^dtousmonK:nth,.ldin,with one hand the upli ^d sk nwhile with the other she clutched the I-,.. ;. kL '-,''''

• vvnat Have you in your pocket.^" demanded Sir^Geor-^e
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with a terrible oath '• Bring it out, girl. Bring it out, I

•:ell you."

Dorothy started to run fr>m the room, but her father

'taught her by the wrist and violently drew her to him.

Bring it out, huzzy, it's the key to lV)\vling Green Gate.

Ah, I've lost my mind, have I ? Blood of Christ! I have
not lost my rnind yet, but I soon shall lu^e it at this rate,"

and he certainly looked as if he would.

Poor frightened Dorothy was trying to take the key
from her pocket, but she was too slow to please her angry

father, so he grasped the gown and tore a great rent whereby
the pocket was opened from tup to bottom. Dorothy still

held the key in her haiul, but upon the Hoor lay a piece of

white paper which had fallen out through the rent Sir

George had made in the gown. He divined the truth as

if by inspiration. The note, he felt sure, was from Doro-

thy's unknown lover. He did net move nor speak for a

time, and she stood as if paralyzed by fear. She slowly

turned her face from her father to me, and in a low tone

spoke my name, " Malcolm." Her voice was hardly louder

than a whisper, but so piteous a cry for help I have never

heard from hnman lips. Then she stooped, intending to

take the letter from the floor, and Sir George drew back

his arm as if he would strike her with his clenched hand.

She recoiled from him in terror, and he took up the letter,

unfolded it, and began to read :
—

" Most gracious lady, I thank you for your letter, and

with God's help I will meet you at Bowling Green Gate— "

The girl could endure no more. She sprang with a scream

toward her father and tried to snatch the letter. Sir Geori;e

drew back, holding firmly to the paper. She followed him

frantically, not to be thrown off, and succeeded in clutch-

ing the letter. Sir George violently thrust her from him.
» .1 _ /V-t -» . 1.1 l4J _1 4.U- 1-.

portion of the sheet reiuaincd in Dorothy's hand. She ran
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to the fireplace, inten-ling to thrust the fragment into the
fire, but she feared that her father mi-ht rescue it from
the ashes. She -lanced at the niece of paper, and saw that
the part she had succeeded in snatching from her father
bore John's name. Sir George strode hurriedly across the
room toward her and she ran to mo.

IMalccdm
! .Malcolm

!
" she cried in terror. The cry was

like a shriek. Then I saw her [Hit the paper in her mouth
When she reached me she threw herself upon my !)rcast
and clung to me with her arms about my neck. She
trembled as a single leaf among the thousands that deck a
full-leaved tree may tremble upon a stiH day, moved bv a
convulsive lorce within itself. Whiie she clung to me her
glorious bust rose and fell piteously, and her wondrous
eyes dilated and shone with a marvellous li-ht The e.\
pression was the output of her godlike vita'litv, sirun- to
Its greatest tension. Her face was pair, but (error d'omi
nated all the emotions it expressed Her fear, however
was not for herself. The girl, who would have snapped
her fingers at death, saw in the discovery which her fntliet
was trying to make, loss to her of more than life That
which she had possessed for less than one brief hour wa^
about to be taken from her. She had not enjoyed even
one little moment alone in which to brood her new-fo,md
Jove, and to caress the suect thought of it. The girl had
but a brief instant of rest in mv arms till SirGcorL^e
dragged ner from me by his terrible stren-th

fh'^^\r"
''•"'' ^"^'''" '' ™' '''''^^- "It contained

the fellow s signature.

''I have .swallowed it, father, and you must cut me open
to find It. Doubtless that would be a pleasant task foryou an.swered Dorothy, who was comparativelv calm now
that she knew her father could not discover John's name
1 Delieve Sir Georf(> in hie (r,.r.,,- ...-nM J--,-- i •'' - - '

1 , V ,, ,

- '^'•^•=" fi'lVc KUiCCi trie KHihad he then learned that the letter was from John Manners
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" I commaiul you lo icll iiic this fellow's name," said Sir

George, wilbi a calmness born of tempest. Dorothy did

not answer, and Sir Ge(.'rge continued • " I now under-

stand how you came by the golden heart. Vou Med to

me and told me that Malcolm had j;iven it to you. Lie

upon lie. In God's name I swear that I would rather

father a thief than a liar."

" I did i;ive her the heart, Sir Geor_:;e," I said, interrupt-

uil; him. " It was my mother's." I had caui;ht the lying

infection. But Sir George, in his violence, was a person

to incite lies. He ot couise had good cause for his anger.

Dorothy had lied to him. Of that there could be no doubt

;

but her deception was provoked by his own conduct and

by the masterful love that had come upon her. I truly

belie^'e that prior to the time of her meeting with Manners

she had never spoken an untruth, nor since tliat time I

also believe, except when driven to do so by the same motive.

Dorothy was not a thief, but I am sure she would have

stolen for the sake of her lover. -She was gentle and ten-

der to a degree that onlv a woman can att.iin; but I believe

she would ha\ e done murder in cold blood for the sake of

her love. Some few women there are in whose hearts God
has placed so great an ocean of love that when it reaches

its Hood all other attributes of heart and soul and mind are

ingulfed in its mighty How. Of this rare class was Dorothy.
" God is love," says the Book.

"The universe is God," savs the philosopher. "There-

fore," as the mathematician would say, " love is the uni-

verse." To that proposition Dorothy was a corollary.

The servants were standing open-eyed about us in the

kitchen.

" Let us go to the dining hall," I suggested. Sir George
led the way bv the st(me steT)s to the screens, and from
the screens to the small banquet hall and I followed, lead

'.ng Dorothy by the hand.

11
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The moment of respite fn„u !,c lather's funnus attack
gave her lime in whieh t.. ( ollcct Ikt scattered senses
When ue reaehed the banquet hall, and after I had

Closed the door, Sir George turned upon his daiiohter, and
wall ....;h upn„ ,Kith demanded to know the name of her
hner. Dorothy stood looking to the floor and said nothing
bir Geor-e strode furiously to and fro across the room
"Curse the day you were b.Hii, you wanton huzzy

Curse you! eurse you! Tell me the nan,e of the manwho wrote this letter," he cried, holdin,,^ toward her the
ra.,nnent of paper. -Teil me his name or, I swear it
before (kkI I swear it upon my knighthood, I will have
you flogged m the upper court till x ou bleed. I would do
It If you were btty times mv child."
Then Dorothy awakened. The ;;ir! was herself againNow ,t was only for herself she had to fear.
Ilcr heart kept saying, "This for his sake, this for

his sake. Out of her love came fortitude, and out of her
fortitude came action.

Her father's oath had hardly been spoken till the girl
tore her bodice from her shoulders. She threw the gar-
ment to the floor and said : —

" I am ready for the whip, I am readv. Who is to do
the deed, father, you or the butcher .> It must be done
You have sworn it, and I swear before God and bymy maidenhood that I will nr)t tell vou the name of the
man who wrote the letter. I love him, and before I will
tell you his name or forego his love forme or before I will
abate one jot or tittle of my love for hin^ I will gladly die
by the whip in your hand. I am re ,dv for the whip
father. I am ready. Tet us have it over quickly."
The girl, whose shoulders were bare, took a few steps

tmyard the door leading to the upper court, but Sir George
liKi nor M,o. ,:. i was deeply affected bv the terrible scene
and I determined to prevent the flogging ,f to do so should
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cost Sir George's life at my hands. I would hive killed

him crc he shoLild have laid a single lash ol ih.c whip upon
Dorothy's hack.

"Father," continued the terrible girl, " are you not going
to flog me.' Remember your oalhs. Smely you would not

be forsworn belorc (jod and upon your knightliood. A
forsworn Christian.' A toisworn knight.' A forsworn

Vernon ? The lash, father, the la.>-h — I am eager for it."

Sir George stood in silence, and Dorothy continued to

move toward the door. Her face was turned backward
over her shoulder to her father, and she whispered the

words, " Forsworn, forsworn, forsworn !

As she put her hand on the iati h the piteous old man
held forth his arms towai'd hi r.md in a wail ot agony ci'ied :

" Doll ! Doll ! My daugiUer ! M\ child ! (iod hefp me !

"

He co\ered his face with his hands, his great form
shook for a moment a> the tree trembles before the fall,

and he tel! [iroiie to liie tioor sobbing forth the anguish

of which his soul was full.

In an instant Dorothy was by her father'^, side holding

his hea-l upon her lap. She covered his face with iier

kisses, and while the tears streamed from her eyes she
spoke incoherent words of lo\e and repentance.

"I will t'.dl you all, father: I will tdl vou all. I will

give him up; I will see him never again. I will try not

to love him. Oh, laiher, forgive me, forgive me. I will

never again deceive you so long as I live."

Truly the fate of an ovcroath is that it shall be broken.

When one swears to do too much, one j.ertorms too iittle.

I helped Sir George rise to his feet.

Dorothy, full of tenderness and in tears, trii,'d to take

his hand, I)ut he repulsed her rud^.dv, and uttering terrible

oaths coupled with her name (piitteil the loom with t(.Ber-

ing steps.

When her f.ither had :, one Dorothy stood in revery for
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a little time, and then lookin:^^ toward the door through
which her father luul jusl passed, she spoke tis ii to herself:
" He does i^.ot know. How fortuiuitt; !

"

" But you said you would tell him,"' I suggested. " Vou
said you would _i;i\c him up."

Dorothy was in a deep rcvery. She took her bodice
from the Moor and mechanically put it on.

"I know I said I would tell my father, and I offered to
give — give him up," she repliecl; " Init I will c'o neither.
Father would not meet my love with love. He would
not forgive me, nor would he accej)t my re])entance
when it was he who shoukl have rejjcnted. I was
alarmed and grieved tor father's sake wlicn I said that
I would tell him about — ahout John, and would give him
up." She w^as silent and thouglitful h)r a little time.
"Give him up.'" she cried defi.uitly. "No. not for my
soul; not for ten thousand thousand souls. When mv
»ather refused my love, he threw awav the onlv opportu-
nity he shall ever have to learn from me John's name. That
I swear, and I shall never be forsworn. I asked father's
forgiveness when he should have begged for mine. Whip
me in the courtyard, would he. till I siiouM blcei; '. Vcl I was
willing to forgive him. and he would not accept my forgive-
ness. T was willing to forego John, wiio is more than li"fe to
me

;
but my father would not accept my sacrifice. Truly will

I never be so great a fool the .second time. Malcolm. I will
not remain here to be the victim of another insult such as
my father })ut upon me to-day. There is no law, human
or divine, that gives to a parent the right to treat his
daughter as my father has used nu-. Ikfore this day my
conscience smote me when I deceived him, and 1 suffered
pain if I but thought of my father. But now, thanks to
his cruelty, I may be hapjiy without remorse. Malcolm,
if you betray me, I will— I will kill you if I must follow
v^ou over the world to do it."
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"i;o you think that I deserve that threat from you,

Doiothy ?" 1 asked.

" No, no, my dear friend, forgive me. I trust you," and

she caught up my hand and kissed it gently.

Dorothy and I remained in the h.tnquel hall, seated upon

the stt e bench under the blazoned window.

::..un Sir George returned, closely followed by two men,

:.ne of whom bore manacles such as were used to secure

prisoners in the dungeon. Sir George did not speak. lie

turned to the men and motioned with his hand toward

Dorothy. I sprang to my feet, intending to interfere by

force, if reed be, to prevent the outrage; but before I could

speak Lady Crawford hurriedly entered the hall anc' ran

to Sir George's side.

" Brother," she said, " old Bess has just told me that you

have given orders for Dorothy's confinement in the

dungeon. I could not believe Bc'ss ; but these men with

irons lead mo to suspect that }ou really ifitcnd —

"

" Do not interfere in affairs that do not concern you,"

replied ?! • George, sullenly.

" But this does concern me greatly," said Aunt Dorothy,

'*and if you send Doil to the dungeon, Madge and I will

ieave your house and will pioclaim your act to all Eng-

land."

"The girl has disobeyed me and h:is lied to me, and— "

"I care not what she has done, I sImU leave your house

md disown y<ni for my brother if you pcri;etratc this out-

rage upon my niece. She i.s dear to me as if she were my

jwn child. Have I not brought her up since babyhood ?

Jf you 1 arry out this order, brother, I will leave Haddon

Har fo' ver."

"Ai.-i I'll go with her," cried old Biss, who stood at

^he door of the screens.

"And 1, too," said Dawson, who was one of the men

who had entered with Sir George.
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" And I," cried the other man, throwing the manacles to
the Hoor, " I will leave your service."

Sir George to^k up the manacles and moved toward
Dorothy.

" You may all go, every cursed one of you. I rule my
own house, and I will have nu rebels in it.' When I have
finished with this perverse wench, I'll not wait lor you
to go. I'll drive you all out and you may go to — "

He was approaching Dorothy, but I .^tepijcd in front of
him.

"This must not be. Sir George." said I, .sternly. "J
shall not leave Hatldon Hall, and I Ic.ir you not. I shall
remain here to protect your daughter and you from your
own violence. You cannot put nic out of Iladdon Hall,
I will not go."

" Why cannot I put you out nf Haddon Hall ?" n.-torted
Sir George, whose rage by that time was frighttul to behold

" Because, sir, i am a better man and a better swords-
man than you are, and because you h..ve not on all your
estates a servant n-.r a retainer who will not join me
against you wher, I tell tbeni the cause 1 champion."
Dawson and his (ellow stci)ped to my side significantly,

and Sir George raised the iron manacles as if intending to
strike me. I did not move. At the same moment Madge
entered the room.

"Where is my uncle?" she asked.
Old Hess led her to Sir George. She spoke not a word,

but placed her arms gently about his neck and drew his
face down lo iiers. Then she kissed him .softly upon the
lips and saitl :

—
^

" My uncle has never in all his life spoken in aught but
kindness to me, and now I beg him to be kind to Dorothy."
The heavy manacles fell clanking to the floor. Sir

George placed his hand caressingly upon Madge's head
and turned from Doroth\
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Lady Crawford then approached ncr brother and put her

hand upon his arm, sayinj; :
-

"Come with me, (ieorgc, tluu I may speak to you in

private."

She moved toward the door by which she h:id entered,

and Madge quietly took her uncle's hand and led him after

Lady Crawford. Within live n.i'nites Sir George, Aunt

Dorothy, and Madge returned to the room.

" Dorothy ?
" said Madge in a low voice.

" Here I am, Madge," nuirnuiretl Dorothy, who was sit-

ting on the bench by the blazoned window. Madge walked

gropingly over to her cousin and sat by her side, taking

her hand. Then Lady Crawford spoke to Dorothy:—
" Your father wishes me to say that you mu.st go lo your

apartments in Entrance Tower, and that you shall not

leave them without his consent. He also insists that I say

to you if you make resistance or objection to this decree,

or if you attempt to esca]>e, he will cau:e you to be man-

acled and confined in the dungeon, and that no persuasion

upon our part will leatl him from his pu'pose."

"Which shall it be ?" asked Sir George, directing his

question to Lady Crawford.

Dorothy lit led her e\ebrows. bit the corner of hei lip,

shrugged her shoulders, and said :
—

" Indeed, it makes no difference to me where you send

me, father ; I am willim, to do whatever will give you the

greatest happiness. If you consult my wishes, you will

have me whipped in the courtyard till I bleed. I should

enjov tnat more than anything else you can do. Ah, how

tender is the love of a father! It passeth understanding."

" Come to your apartments, Dorothy," said Lady Craw-

ford, anxious to separate the belligerents. " I have given

vour father my word of honor that I will guard you and

will keep you prisoner in your rooms. Do you not pity

me .' I gave my promise only to save you from the
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dungeon, and painful as the task will be, I will keep my
word tu your father."

"Which shall it be, father?" asked Dorothy. "You
shall HMish the task you be-an. I shall not help you in
your good work by making choice. Vou shall choose my
place of imprisonment. Where shall it be.' Shali I go
to my rooms or to the dungeon .'"

"Go to your rooms," aiswered :",ir George, "and let
me never see— •• but .Sir George did not finish'the sentence.
He hurriedly left the hall, and Dorothy cheerfully went to
.imprisonment in Entrance Tower.



CHAPTER VIII

Malcolm No. 2

SIR GEORGE had done a bad day's work. He hac

hardened Dorothy's heart against himself and had

made it more tender toward John. Since her fathej

had treated her so cruelly, she felt she was at liberty tc

give her heart to John without stint. So when once she wa'

alone in her room the flood-j^jates ol her heart were opened,

and si e poured forth the ineffable tenderness and the pas

sionate longings with which she was filled. With solitude

came the memory of John's words and John's kisses. Sht

recalled every movement, every word, every tone, every

sensation. She gave her soul unbridled license to feast

with joyous ecstasy upon the thrilling memories. All

thought's of her father's cruelty were drowned in a sea of

bliss. She forgot him. In tru-h, she forgot everything

but her love and her lover. That evening, after she hac

assisted Madge to prepare for bed, as was her custom,

Dorothy .-^tood before he-, mirror making her toilet for the

night. In the flood of her newly found ecstasy she soor

forgot that Madge was in the room.

Dorothy stood before her mirror with her face near tc

Its polished surface, that she might scrutinize every feature,

and, if possible, verify John s words.

"He called me 'my beauty' twice," she thought, "ano

•my Aphrodite' once." Then her thoughts grew intc

unconscious words, and she spoke aloud :
—
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"I wish he could sec me now." And she l)lushed at

the thought, as she should have i\unc. "He acted as
it he meant all he said," she thought. '•

1 know he meant
It. I trust him entirely. Hut if he should change .' Holy
Mother. I believe I should die. Hut I do hdieve him.
He would not lie, even though he is not a Vernon."
With thoughts of the scene between herself and her

father at the gate, there came a low laugh, half of amuse-
ment, half of contentmenl, and the laiiL;h meant a great
deal that was to be regretted

; it .showed a sad change in
Dorothy's heart. l?ut vcsterdav the memory of her deceit
would have tilled her with grief. Tonight she laughed
at It. Ah, Sir George! Pitiable old man' While your
daughter laughs, you sigh and groan and moan, and your
heart aches with pain and impotent rage. Even drink
fails to bring comfort to yt u. I say impotent rage, because
Dorothy is out of your reach, and as surely as the sun rise's
in the cast she is h,.st to you f..rever. The years of protec-
tion and tender love which you have give'n to her go for
nothing. Now comes the son of vour mortal enemy, and
you are but an obstructi.)n in her path. Your existence is
forgotten while she revels in the memorv of his words his
embraces, and his lips. She laughs while ,-oa suffer in
obedience to th.. fate that Heaven has decreed for tho.se
who bring children into this world.
Who is to blame for the pitiable mite which children

give in return for a parent's fl.md of love.? I do not know
but of this I am sure: if parents would cease to feel that
they own their children in common with their ho-s>s
their estates, and their cattle; if they would no/ as
many do in varying degrees, treat their' children as their
property, the return of love would be far more adequate
than it is.

Dorothy stood before her mirror plaiting her hair Her
head was turned backward a little to one side that she
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might more easily re:ich the f^reat red poldcn skein

In that entrancing ailitude the rctlcction of the nether hp

of which John had spoken so fondly came distinctly to

Dorothy's notice. She paused in the braiding of her hair

and held her face close to the mirror tliat she might

inspect the lip, whose beauty John had so ardently ad-

mired. She turned her face irom one side to the other

that she might view it from all points, and then she thrust

it forward with a pouting movement that would have set

the soul of a mummy pulsing if he had ever been a man.

She stood for a moment in contemplation of the full red

lip, and then resting her hands upon the top of the mirror

table leaned forward and kissed its reflected image.

Again forgetfulness fell upon her and her thoughts

grew into words.
" He was surely right concerning my lower lip," she

said, speaking to herself. Then without the least appar-

ent relevance, " He hatl been smoking." Again her words

broke her revery, and she took up the unfinished braid of

hair. When she did so, she caught a glimpse of her arm

which was as i)erfectly rounded as the fairest marble of

Phidias. She stretched the arm to its lull length that the

mirror might reflect its entire beauty. Again she thought

aloud : "
I wish he could see my arm. Perhaps some

day— " But the words cea.sed, and in their place came

a flush that spread from her hair to her full white throat,

and she quicklv turned the mirror away so that even it

should not behold her beauty.

You .<;ee after all is told Dorothy was modest.

She finished her toilet without the aid of her mirror;

but before she extinguished the candle she stole one more

fleeting glance at its polished surface, and again came the

thought, "Peihaps some day— " Then she covered the

candle, and amid enfolding darkness lay down beside

Madge, full of thoughts and bensations that made her
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trem!)le

,
for they were stran-c to her. and she knew not

what tlic^ nieaiit.

Dorothy thought that Madge was aslcc'i). but after a few
minutes the latter said:—

"Tell nic, Dorothy, who was on fire?"
" Who was on fire ?

" asked Dorothy in surprise " What
do you mean, Madge ?

"

•'I hope they have nut b- ,n trying to burn anyone,"
said Maii^'e.

" What do you mean ? " again asked Dorothy.
"You said 'He had been snioking,'" responded Madge.
" Oh," laughed Dorothy, " that is too comical. Of course

not. dear one. I was speaking of— of a man who had
been smoking tobacco, as Malcolm dues." Then she
e.xplriined the process of tobacco smoking.

"Yes, I know." answered Madge. "''l saw Malcolm's
pipe. That is, I held it in my hands for a moment while
he explained to me its use."

Sileme ensued for a moment, and Madge again spoke :~
" What was it he said about your lower lip, and who was

he.' I (lid not learn why I'ncle George wished to confine
you m the dungeon. I am so sorry that this trouble has
come upon you."

"Trouble, Madge.'" returned Dorulhv. "Truly, you
do not understand. No trouble has come upon me.

'

the
greatest happiness of my life has come to pass. Don't
pity me. Knvy me. My happiness is so sweet and so
great that it frightens me."

" How can you he happy while your father treats you
so cruelly.'" asked Madge.

" His conduct makes it possible for my happiness tc
be complete," returned Dorothy. " If he were kind to me
I should be unhappy, but his cruelty leaves me free to be
as happy as I may. For my imprisonment m this room 1

care not a farthing. It does not trouble me, for when I wish
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to see -see him af;:iin. I shall do so 1 don't know at this

«imc just how 1 shiiil ctfccl it, but be sure, swct-t one, I

shall find a way." There was no doubt in Mad^'c's mind

that Dorothy wmiKl tuul a way.

"Who is he, Dorothy ? Vou may trust^me. Is he the

gentleman whom we met at Derby town ?

"

"Yes." answered Dorothy, " he is Sir John Manners."

" Dorothy !
" exclaimed Madge m tones of tear.

"It could not be worse, could it, Madge?" .said Doro

thy.

"Oh, Dorothy!" was the only response.

" You will not betray me ?
" asked Dorothy, whose alarm

made her suspicious.

" You know whether or not I will betray you." answered

Madge.
" Incieed, I know, else I should not have told you my

secre^ Oh, you should see him, Madge ; he is the most

beautiful person living. The poor soft beauty of the

fairest woman grows pale beside him. You cannot know

how wonderfully beautiful a man may be. You have

never seen one."
,

"Yes, I have .seen many men, and I well remember their

appear.-mce. I was twelve years old, you know, when I

lost inv sight."

" Hut, Madge," said Dorothy, out of the fulness of her

newly acquired knowledge, "a girl of twelve cannot see a

man."

"No woman sees with her eyes the man whom she

loves," answered Madge, quietly.

"
I low does she see him ?

" queried Dorothy.

" With her heart."

"Have you, too, learned that fact?" asked Dorothy^

Madge hesitated for a moment and murmured "Yes.'"

"Who is he, dear one?" whispered Dorothy.

"I may not tell even you, Dorothy," replied Madge
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•' because it can come to nothing. The love i<5 all on my
part."

Dorothy insisted, but Madge begged her not to ask for
her secret.

" Plea'^e don't even n:ake a guess concerning him," said
Madge. " It is my shame and my joy."

It looked as if this malady which had fallen upon Doro-
thy were like the plague that infects a whole family if one
but catch it.

Dorothy, though curious, was generous, and remained con-
tent with Madge's promise that she should be the first one to
hear the sweet story if ever the time should come to tell it.

"When did you see him ?
" asked Madge, who was more

willing to receive than to impart intelligence concerning
affairs of the heart.

"To-day," answered Dorothy. Then she told Madge
about the .scenes at the gate and described what had
happened between her and Sir George in the kitchen and
banquet hall.

"How could you tell your father such a falsehood.'"
asked Madge in consternation.

" It was very easy. You see I had to do it. I never
lied until recently. But oh, Madge, this is a terrible thing
to come upon a girl !

" "This " was somewhat indefinite,
but Madge understood, and perhaps it will be clear to you
what Dorothy meant. The girl continued :

" She forgets
all else. It wi'l drive her to do anything, however wicked.
For some strange cause, under its' influence she does not
feel the wrong she does. It acts upon a girl's sense of
right and wrong as poppy juice acts on pain. Before it

came upon me in— in such terrible force, I believe I should
have become ill had I told my father a falsehood. I might
have equivocated, or I might have evaded the truth"'in
some slight degree, but I onild not have told a lie. But
now it is as easy as winking."
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"And I fear, Dorothy," responded Madge, "that wink-

ing is very easy for you."

"Yes," answered candid Dorothy \vith a sigh.

' It must be a very great evil," said Madge, deploringly.

" One might well believe so," answered Dorothy, " but

it is not. One instinctively knows it to be the essence of

all that is good."

Madge asked, " Did Sir John tell you that — that

he — "

" Yes." said Dorothy, covering her face even from <-he

flickering rays of the rushlight.

"Did you^ell him?"
"Yes," came in reply from under the coverlet.

After a short silence Dorothy uncovered her face.

••• Yes," she said boldly, " I told him plainly ; nor did I

feci shame in so doing. It must be that this strange love

makes one brazen. You, Madge, would die with shame

had you sought any man as I have sought John. I would

not for worlds tell you how bold and over-eager I have

been."

"Oh, Dorothy! " was all the answer Madge gave.

" You would say ' Oh, Dorothy,' many times if you knew

all." Another pause ensued, after which Madge asked :
—

" Mow did you know he had been sn oking .'

"

" I — I tasted it," responded Dorothy.
" How could you taste it .' I hope jou did not smoke ?

"

returned Madge in wonderment.

Dorothy smothered a little laugh, made two or three

vain attempts to explain, tenderly put her arms about

Madge's neck and kissed her.

"Oh, Dorothy, that certainly was wrong," returned

Madge, although she had some doubts in her own mind

upon the point.

" Well, if it is wrong," answered Dorothy, sighing, " I

don't caie to live."
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" Dorothy, I fear you arc an immodest girl," said

Madge.

"I fear I am, but I don't care— John, John, John !"
" How came he to speak of your lower lip ? " asked

Madge. " It certainly is very beautiful ; but how came he
to speak of it .?

"

"It was after — after— once," responded Dorothy.
"And your arm," continued remorseless Madge," how

came he to speak of it .' You surely did not — "

No, no, Madge
; I hope you do not think I would show

him my arm. I have not come to that. I have a poor
remnant of modesty left; but the Holy Mother only knows
how long it will last. No, he did not speak of my arm."
"\ou spoke of your arm when you were before the

mirror," responded Madge, "and you said, 'Perhaps some
da}-— '

"

" Oh, don't, Madge. Please spare me. I indeed fear I
am very wicked. I will say a little pra\-er to the Virgin
to-night. She will hear me, even if I an wicked ; a'^id

she will help me to become good and modest again."
The girls went to sleep, and Dorothy dreamed "John,

John, John," and slumbered happilv.
That part of the building of Haddon Hall ^vhich lies

to the northward, west of the kitchen, consists of rooms
according to the following plan : —
The two rooms in Entrance Tower over the great doors

at the northwest corner of Haddon Hall were occupied by
Dorothy and Madge. The west room overlooking the Wye
was their parlor. The next room to the east was their
bedroom. The .oc.m next their bedroom was occupied bv
Lady Crawford. I^yond that was Sir George's bedrooni,
and east of his room was one occupied by the pages and
t^i'o retainers. To enter Dorothy's apartments one must
pass through all the other rooms I have mentioned. Her
windows were twenty-five feet from the ground and were
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barred with iron. After Dorothy's sentence of imprison

ment, Lady Cr.uvford., or some trusted person in her

place, was always on guard in Aunt Dorothy's room U
prevent Dorothy's escape, and guards were also stationed

•n the retainer's room for the same purpose. I tell you

this that you may understiTid the difficulties Dorothy would

have to overcome before she could see John, as she de-

:lared to Madge she 'vould. But my opinion is that there

are no limits to the resources of a wilful girl. Dorothy saw
Manners. The plan she conceived to bring about the de-

sired end was so seemingly impossible, and her execution

of it was so adroit and daring, that I believe it will of itself

interest you in the telling, aside from the bearing it has

upon this history. No sane man would have deemed it

possible, but this wilful girl carried it to fruition. She saw

no chance of failure. To her it seemed a simple, easy

matter. Therefore she said with confidence and truth, " I

will see him when I wish to."

Let me tell you of it.

During Dorothy's imprisonment I spent an hour or two

each evening with her and Madge at their parlor in the

tower. The windows of the room, as I have told you,

faced westward, overlooking the Wye, and disclosed the

beautiful, undulating scenery of Overhaddon Hill in the

distance.

One afternoon when Madge was not present Dorothy
asked me to bring her a complete suit of my garments,—
boots, hose, trunks, waistcoat, and doublet. I laughed, and
asked her what she wanted with them, but she refused to

tell me. She insisted, however, and I promised to fetch

the garments to her. Accordingly the next evening I

delivered the bundle to her hands. Within a week she

returned them all, saving the boots. Those she kept—
for what reason I could not guess.

Lady Crawford, by command of Sir George, carried in
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her reticule the key of the door which opened from her
own room into Sir George's apartments, and the door was
always kept locked.

Dorothy had made several attempts to ohtain possession
of the key, with intent, I believe, of making a bold dash
for liberty. Jiut Aunt Dorothy, mindful of^ Sir Geor-e's
wrath and fearing him above all men, acted faithfully Ivr
part of gaoler. She smiled, hail in sadness, when she told
me of the girl's simplicity in thinking she could hoodwink
a person of Lady Crawfoid's age, experience, and wisdom.
The old lady took great pride in her own acuteness. The
distasteful task of gaoler, h<n\'evcr, pained good Aunt
Dorothy, whose simplicity w.-s, in truth, no match for
Dorothy's love-quickened cunning. But Aunt Dorothv's
sen.se of duty and her fear of Sir George impelled her'to
keep good and conscientious guard.
One afternoon near the Innu- of sunset I knocked for

admission at Lady Crawford's door. When I had entered
she locked the door carefully after me, and replaced the
key in the reticule which hung at her girdle.

I exchanged a few words with her Ladyship, and entered
Dorothy's bedroom, %rhere I left my cloak, hat. and sword.
The girls were in the parh^r. When I left Lady Crawford
s.:e agani took her chair near the candle, put on her great
bone-rimmed spectacles, and was soon lost to the world in
the pages of " Sir Philip de Comynges." The dear old lady
was near-sighted and was slightly deaf. Dorothv's bed-
room, like Lady Crawford's apartments, was in deep shadow.
In It there was no candle.

My two fair friends were seated in one of the west win-
dows watching the sunset. Thov rose, and each gave me
her hand and welcomed me with the rare smiles I had
learned to e.xpect from them. I drew a chair near to the
window and wc talked and laughed together merrilv for
a few minutes. Aft^T i li>fi.. f,-,,,.. t->,--^.i-

"'V CAL'LibiJCi nCi"
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self, saying that she would leave Madge and me while she
went into the bedroom to make a cluiiiii^e in her apparel.

Madge and I sat for a few minutes at tlie window, and I

iaid, " You have not beer (jut to-day for exercise."

I had ridden to Derbv with Sir George and had gone
directly on my return to see my two young friends. Sir

George had not returned.

"Will you walk with me about the room.'" I asked.

My real reason for making the suggestion was that I

longed to clasp her band, and to feel its velvety touch, since

I should lead her if we walked.

She quickly rose in answer to my invitation and offered

me her hand. As we walked to and fro a deep, sweet con-
tei:tment filled my heart, and I felt that any words my lips

could coin would but mar the ineffable silence.

Never shall I forget the soft ligiit of that gloaming as

the darkening red rays of the sinking sun shot through the
panelled window across the floor and illumined the tapestry
upon the opposite wall.

The tapestries of Haddon Hall are among the most
beautiful in England, and the picture upon which the sun's
rays fell was that of a lover kneeling at the feet of his

mistress. Madge and I passed and repassed the illumined
scene, and while it was softly fading into shadow a great
flood of tender love for the girl whose soft hand I held
swept over my heart. It was the noblest motive I had
ever felt.

Moved by an impulse I could not resist, I stopped in our
walk, and falling to m.y knee pressed her hand ardently to

my lips. Madge did I'ot withdraw her hand, nor did she
attempt to raise me. She stood in passive silence. The
sun's rays had risen as the sun had sunk, and the light

was falling like a holy radiance from the gates of paradise
upon the girl's head. I looked upward, and never in my
eyes had woman's face appeared so lair and samtiike. ill
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She seemed to see me and to feci the silent outpourin.; ot

my affection. I rose to my feet, and clasping both her
hands spoke only her name "Madge."
She answered simply, "Malcolm, is it possible?" And

her face, ilkiniined by the sunlight and by the love-god,

told me all else. Then I gently took her to my arms and
kissed her lips again and again pnd again, and Madge by no
sign nor gesture said me nay. She breathed a happy sigh,

her head fell upon my breast, and all else of good that the
world could offer compared with her was dross to me.
We again tjok our places by the window, since now I

might hold her hand without an e.xcuse. By the window
we sat, sp.eaking little, through the haiipicst hour of my
life. How dearly do I love to write about it, and to lave
my soul in the sweet aromatic essence of its memory.
But my rha]:isodies must have an end.

When Dorothy left me with Madge at the window she
entered her bedroom and quickly arrayed herself in gar-

ments which were facsimiles of those I had lent her.

Then she put her feet into my boots and donned my hat

and cloak. She drew my gauntleted gloves over her
hands, buckled my sword to her slim waist, pulled down
the broad rim of my soft beaver hat over her face, and
turned up the collar of my cloak. Then she adjusted
about her chin and upper lip a black chin beard and
moustachio, which she had in some manner contrived to

make, and, in short, prepared to enact the role of Malcolm
Vernon before her watchful gaoler. Aunt I^orothy.

While sitting silently with Madge I heard the clanking
of my sword against the oak floor ii Dorothy's bedroom.
I supposed she had been toying with it and had let it fall.

She was much of a child, and nothing could escape her
curiosity. Then I heard the door open into Aunt Doro-
thy's apartments. 1 whispered to Madge requesting her
lu icniaiu siiently by the window, and then I stepped
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softly over to the door leading into the bedroom. I

noiselessly opened the door and entered. From my dark

hidinf(-place in Dorothy's bedroom I witnessed a scene

in Aunt Dorothy's room wliich filled mc with wonder and

suppressed laughter. Striding about in the shadow-dark-

ened portions of Lady Crawford's apartment was my
other self, Malcolm No. 2, created from the flesh and sub-

stance of Dorothy Vernon.

The sunlight was yet abroad, though into Lady Craw-

ford's room its slanting rays but dimly entered at that

hour, and the apartment was in deep shadow, save for the

light of one Hickoring candle, close to the flame of which

the old lady was holding the pages of the book she was

laboriously perusiiig.

The girl held her hand over her mouth trumpet-wise

that her voice might be deepened, and the swagger with

which she strode about the room was the most graceful

and ludicrous movement I ever bclield. I wondered if

she thought she was imitating my walk, and I vowed that

if her step were a copy of mine, I would straightway

amend my pace.

" What do you read, Lady Crawford .' " said my cloak

and hat, in tones that certainly were marvellously good

imitations of my voice.

" What do you say, Malcolm .' " asked the deaf old lady,

too gentle to show the ill-humor she felt because of the

interruption to her reading.

" I asked what do you read ?
" repeated Dorothy.

" The ' Chronicle of Sir Philip de Comynges,' " responded

Lady Crawford. " Have you read it ? It is a rare and

interesting history."

" Ah, indeed, it is a rare book, a rare book. I have

read it many times." There was no need for that little

fabrication, and it nearlv brought Dorothy into trouble.

" What pan 01 the " Chronicle ' do you best like :' asked
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Aunt Dorothy, perhaps for lack of anything else to say.

Here was trouble already for Malcolm No. 2.

" That is hard for me to say. I so well like it all. IVr-

haps— ah — perhaps I prefer the — the ah — the middle

portion."

"Ah, you like that part which tells the story of Mary of

Burgundy," returned Aunt Dorothy. " Oh, Malcolm, I

know upon what theme you are always thinking— the

ladies, the ladies."

"Can the fair Lady Crawford chide me for that.-*" my
second self responded in a gallant style of which I was
really proud. " She who has caused so much of that sort

of thought surely must know that a gentleman's mind can

not be better employed than —

"

" Malcolm, you are incorrigible. But it is well for a

gentleman to keep in practice in such matters, even though
he have but an old lady to practise on."

"They like it, even if it be only practice, don't they.^''

said Dorothy, full of the spirit of mischief.

" I thank you for nothing, Sir Malcolm Vernon," retorted

Aunt Dorothy with a toss of her head. " I surely don't

value your practice, as you call it, one little farthing's

worth."

But Malcolm No. 2, though mischievously inclined, was
much quicker of wit than Malcolm No. i, and she easil •

extricated herself.

" I meant that gentlemen like it, Lady Crawford."
" Oh !

" replied Lady Crawford, again taking up her

book. " I have been reading Sir Philip's account of the

death of your fair Mary of Burgundy. Do you remember
the cause of her death .'

"

Malcolm No. 2, who had read Sir Philip so many times,

was compelled to admit that he did not remember the cause

of Mary's death.

" You did not read the book with attention," replied Lady
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Crawford. " Sir Philip says that Mary of Burgundy died

from an excess of modesty."

"That disease will never depopulate England," was the

answer that came from my garments, much to my chagrin.

" Sir Malcolm," exclaimed the old lady, " I never before

heard so ungallant a sp-eech from your lips." — "And,"

thou^^ht I, " she never will hear its like from me.'"

' Modesty," continued Lady Crawford, " may not be

valued so highly by young women nowadays as it was in

the time of my youth, but— "

" I am sure it is not," interrupted Dorothy.

" But," continued Lady Crawford, " the young women of

England are modest and seemly in their conduct, and they

do not deserve to be spoken of in ungallant jest."

I trembled lest Dorothy should ruin my reputation for

gallantry.
" Do you not," said Lady Crawford, " consider Dorothy

and Madge to be modest, well-behaved maidens.'"

" Madge ! Ah, surely she is all that a maiden should be.

She is a saint, but as to Dorothy— well, my dear Lady

Crawford, I predict another end for her than death from

modesty. I thank Heaven the disease in its mild form

does not kill. Dorothy has it mildly," then under her

breath, "if at all."

The girl's sense of humor had vanquished her caution,

and for the moment it caused her to forget even the reason

for her disguise.

" You do not speak fairly of your cousin Dorothy." re

torted Lady Crawford. " She is a modest girl, and I love

her deeply."
" Her father would not agree with you," replied Dorothy.

" Perhaps not," responded the aunt. " Her lather's con-

duct causes me great pain and grief."

" It also causes me pain," said Dorothy, sighing.

" But, Malcolm," continued the old lady, putting down
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her book and turning with quickened interest toward my
other self, " who, suppose you, is the man with whom
Dorothy has become so strangely entangled ?

"

" I cannot tell for the life of me," answered Malcolm
No. 2. " Surely a modest girl would not act as she does."

" Surely a modest girl would," replied Aunt Dorothy,
testily. "Malcolm, you know nothing of women."

" Spoken with truth," thought I.

The old lady continued :
" Modesty and love have noth-

ing whatever to do with each other. When love comes in

at the door, modesty flies out at the window. I do pity

my niece with all my heart, and in good truth I wish I

could help her, though of course I -ould not have her
know my feeling. I feign severity toward her, but I do
not hesitate to tell you that I am greatly interested in her

romance. She surely is deeply ir love."

" That is a true word. Aunt Dorothy," said the love-lorn

young woman. " I am sure she is fathoms deep in love."

"Nothing," said Lady Crawford, "but a great passion

would have impelled her to act as she did. Why, even
Mary of Burgundy, with all her modestv, won the husband
she wanted, ay, and had him at the cost of half her rich

domain."
" I wonder if Dorothy will ever have the man she

wants .-' " said Malcolm, sighing in a manner entirely new
to him.

" No," answered the old lady, " I fear there is no hope
for Dorothy. I wonder who he is ? Her father intends

that she shall soon marry Lord Stanley. Sir George told

me as much this morning when he started for Derby-town
to arrange for the signing of the marriage contract within

a day or two. He had a talk yesterday with Dorothy.
She, I believe, has surrendered to the inevitable, and again

tnere is good feeling between her and my brother."

Dorothy tossed her head expressively.
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" It is a good match," continued Lady Crawford, " a

good match, Malcolm. I pity Dorothy ; but it is my duty

to guard her, and I shall do it faithfully."

" My dear Lady Crawford," said my hat and cloak, "your

words and feelings do great credit to your heart. But

have you ever thought that your niece is a very wilful .,irl,

and that she is full of disturbing expedients } Now I am
willing to wager my beard that she will, sooner than you

suspect, see her lover. And I am also willing to lay a

wager that she will marry the man of her choice despite all

the watchfulness of her father and yourself. Keep clos'.,

guard over her, my lady, or she will escape."

Lady Crawford laughed. " She shall not escape. Have

no fear of that, Malcolm. The key to the door is always

safely locked in my reticule. No girl can outwit me. I

am too old to be caught unawares by a mere child like

Dorothy. It makes me laugh, Malcolm— although I am
sore at heart for Dorothy's sake — it makes me laugh,

with a touch of tears, when I think of poor simple Doro-

thy's many little artifices to gain possession of this key

They are amusing and pathetic. Poor child ! But I am too

old to be duped by a girl, Malcolm. I am too old. She

has ao chance to escape."

I said to myself :
" No one has ever become too old to

be duped by a girl v/ho is in love. Her wits grow keen as

the otter's fur grows thick for the winter's need. I do not

know your niece's plan ; but if I mistake not, Aunt Dorothy,

you will in one respect, at least, soon be rejuvenated."

" I am sure Lady Crawford is right in what sne rays,"

spoke my other self, " and Sir George is fortunate in hav

ing for his daughter a guardian who cannot be hoodwinkec

and who is true to a distasteful trust. I would the trouble

were over and that Dorothy were well married."

" So wish I, Malcolm, witr* all my heart," replied Aunt

Dorothy.
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After a brief pause in ihc conversation Malcolm No. 2
said :

—
" I must now take my leave. Will you kindly unlock

the door and permit me to say good night.''"

" If you must go," answered my lady, glad enough to be
left alone with her beloved Sir Philip. Then she unlocked
the door.

" Keep good watch, my dear aunt," said Malcolm. "I
greatly fear that Dorothy— " but the door closed on the
remainder of the sentence and on Dorothy Vernon.

" Nonsense
!

" ejaculated the old lady somewhat impa-
tiently. " Why should he fear for Dorothy ? I hope I

shall not again be disturbed." And soon she was deep in

the pages of her book.



CHArTER IX

A Tryst at Bowling Green Gate

I
WAS at a loss what course to pursue, and I remained

for a moment in puzzling thought. I went back to

Madge, and after closing the door, told her of all I

had seen. She could not advise me, and of course she

was deeply troubled and concerned. After deliberating, I

determined to speak to Aunt Dorothy that she might know

what had happened. So I opened the door and walked

mto Lady Crawford's presence. After viewing my lady's

back for a short time, I said :
—

" I cannot find my hat, cloak, and sword. I left them

m Dorothy's bedroom. Has any one been here since I

entered .-'

"

The old lady turned quickly up-'n me, " Since you en-

tered .' " she cried in wonderment and consternation.

" Since you left, you mean. Did you not leave this room

a few minutes ago? What mesns this.' How found you

entrance without the key }

"

"
I did not leave tins room, Aunt Dorothy; you see T am

here," I responded.

"Who did leave.' Your wraith? Some one— Doro-

thy!' screamed the old lady in terror. "That girl !
! --

Holy Virgin ! where is she ?
"

Lady Crawford hastened lo Dorothy's room and returned

to me in great agitation.

" Were you in the plot ?" she demanded angrily

\l
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" No more than were you, Lady Crawford," I replied,

'lelling the exact truth. If I were accessory to Dorothy's

crime, it was only as a witness and Aunt Dorothy had seen

as much as I.

I continued :
" Dorothy left Lady Madge and me at

the window, saying she wished to make a change in her

garments. I was watching the sunset and talking with

Lady Madge."
Lady Crawford, being full of concern about the main

event, — Dorothy's escape,— was easily satisfied that I was

not accessory before the fact.

"What shall I do, Malcolm.? What shall I do .> Help
me, quickly. My brother will relurn in the morning—
perhaps he will return to-night— and he will not believe

that I have not intentionally permitted Dorothy to leave

the Hall. I have of late said so much to him on behalf

of the girl that he suspects me already of being in sym-

pathy with her. He will not believe me when I tell him
that I have been duped. The ungrateful, selP-sh girl!

How could she so unkindly return my affection !

"

The old lady began to weep.

I did not believe that Dorothy intended to leave Haddon
Hall permanently. I felt confident she had gone out only

to meet John, and was sure she would soon return. On
the strength of that opinion I said: " If you fear that Sir

George will not believe a't. — he certainly will blame you
— would it not be bett'.\ to admit Dorothy quietly when
she returns and say nothing to any one concerning the

escapade.' I will remain here in these rooms, and when
she returns I will depart, and the guards will never suspect

that Dorothy has left the Hall."

"If she will but return," wailed Aunt Dorothy, "I shall

be only too glad to admit her and to keep silent."

" I am sure she will," I answered. " Leave orders with

the euard at Sir Gcorire's door to admit me at any time

IV
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during the night, and Dorothy will come in without being

recognized. Her disguise must bo very complete it she

could deceive you."
,. , , . r 1

"Indeed, her disguise is complete," replied the teartul

old lady.

Dorothy's disguise was so complete and her resemblance

to me had been so well contrived that sl'e met with no

opposition from the guards in the retainer's room m.r v .m

the porter. She walked out upon the terrace where sne

strolled for a short time. Then she climbed over the waU

at the stile back of the terrace and took her way up Bowl-

in- Green Hill toward the gate. She sauntered leisurely

undl she was out of sight of the Hall. Then gathering

ui) her cloak and sword she sped along the steep path to

the hill crest and thence to the gate.

Soon after the first day of her imprisonment she had

sent a lett-r to John by the hand of Jennie I-ixton, ac-

quainting him with the details of all that had happened.

In her letter, among much else, she said :
—

" My true love, I beg you to haunt with your presence

Bowling Green Gate each day at the hour of sunset. I

cannot tell you when I shall be there to meet you, or

surely I would do so now. But be there 1 will. Let no

doubt of that disturb your mind. It does not he in the

power of man to keep me from you. That is, it lies in the

power of but one ma.., you, my love and my mrd, and I

fear not that you will use your power to that end. So it

is that I beg you to wait for nic at sunset hour each day

near by Bowling Green Gate. You may be caused to wait

for me a long weary time ; but one day, sooner or later, I

shall go to you, and then— ah, then, if it be in my power

to reward your patience, you shall have no cause for

complaint."

When Dorothy reached the gate she found it securely

i.„.._K„j c.v,,« T-.:"pri>fi e.i:^erlv throuLfh the bars, hoping to

tij
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see John. She tried to shake the heavy iron structure tc

assure herself that it could not be opened.

"Ah, well," she sighed, "I suppose the reason love

laughs at locksmiths is because he — or she— can climb."

Then she climbed the gate and sprang to the ground on

the Devonshire side of the wall.

" What will John think when he sees me in this attire ?
"

she said half aloud. " Malcolm's cloak serves but poorK

to cover mc, and I shall instead be covered with shame

and confusion when John comes. I fear he will think

I have disgraced myself." Then, with a sigh, " But

necessity knows no raiment."

She strode about near the gate for a fc v minutes, wish-

ing that she were indeed a man, save for one fact : if she

were not a woman, John would not love her, and, above all,

she could not love John. The fact that she could and did

love John appealed to Dorothy as the highest, sweetest

privilege that Heaven or earth could offer to a human
being.

The sun had sunk in the west, and his faint parting

glory was but dimly to be seen ujion a few small clouds

that floated above (3verhaddon Hill. The moon was past

its half ; and the stars, still yellow and pale from the liiigcr-

ing glare of day, waited eagerly to give their twinkling help

in lighting the night. The forest near the gate was dense,

and withal the fading light of the sun and the dawning

beams of the moon and stars, deep shadow enveloped

Dorothy and all the scene about her. The girl was disap-

pointed when she did not see Manners, b'lt she was not

ve.xed. There was but one person in all the world toward

whom she held a patient, humble attitude— John. If he,

in his greatness, goodness, and Cu. descension, deigned to

come and meet so poor a person as Dorothy Vernon, she

would be thankful and happy; if he did not come, she

would be sorrowful. His will was her will, and she would
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come again and again until she should find him waiting for

her, and he should sloop to lift her into heaven.

If there is a place in all the earth where red warm blood

counts for its full value, it is in a pure woman's veins.

Through self-fear it brings to her a proud reserve toward

all mankind till the right one comes. Toward him it

brings an eager humbleness that is the essence and the

life of Heaven and of love. Poets may praise snowy

women as they will, but the compelling woman is she of

the warm blood. The snowy woman is the lifeless seed,

the rainless cloud, the unmagnetic lodestone, the drossful

iron. The great laws of nature affect her but passively,

[f there is aught in the saying of the ancients, '"The best

only in nature can survive," the day of her extermination

will come. Fire is as chaste as snow, and infinitely more

comforting.

Dorothy's patience was not to be tried for long. Five

minutes after she had climbed the gate she beheld John

riding toward her from the direction of Rowsley, and her

heart beat with thriU upon thrill of joy. She felt that the

crowning moment of her life was at hand. By the help

of a subtle sense — familiar spirit to her love perhaps—
she knew that John would ask her to go with him and to

be his wife, despite all the Rutlands and Vernon? dead,

living, or to be born. The thought of refusing him never

entered her mind. Queen Nature was on the throne in

the fulness of power, and Dorothy, in perfect attune with

her great sovereign, was fulfilling her destiny in accord-

ance with the laws to which her drossless being was en-

tirely amenable.

Many times had the fear come to her that Sir John
Manners, who was heir to the great earldom of Rutland,—
he who was so great, so good, and so beautiful, — might

feel that his duty to his house past, present, and future.

f
.

1 r l:-
'"o
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jf the realm, should deter him from a marriage against

which so many good reasons could be urged. But this

evening her familiar spirit whispered to her that she need
not fear, and her heart was tilled with joy and certainty

John dismounted and tethered his horse at a short dis-

i.ance from the gate. He approached Dorothy, but halted

when he beheld a man instead of the jrirl whom he l')n"-ed

fo meet. His hesitancy surprised Dorothy, whw, in her

eagerness, had forgotten her male attire. She soon saw,

however, that he did not recognize her, and she deter-

mined, in a spirit of mischief, to maintain her incognito

till he should penetrate her disguise.

She turned her back on John and sauntered leisurely

about, whistling softly. She pretended to be unconscious
of his presence, and John, who felt that the field was hi?

by the divine right of love, walked to the gate and looked

through the bar.-, toward Bowling Green. He stood at the

gate for a short time with indifference in his manner and
irritation in his heart. He, too, tried to hum a tune, but

failed. Then he tried to whistle, but his musical efforts

were abortive. There was no nnis.ic i:. him. A moment
before his heart had been full of harmony ; but when he
found a man instead of his sweetheart, the harmony quickly

turned to rasping discord.

John was not a patient man, and his impatience was apt

to take the form of words and actions. A little aimless

stalking about at the gate was more than enough for him,

so he stepped toward the intruder and lifted his hat.

" I beg your pardon," he said, " I thought when first I

saw you that you were Sir Malcolm Vernon. I fancied you
bore rescmbhmce to him. I see that I was in error."

"Yes, in error," answered my beard.

Again the two gentlemen walked around each other with

great amusement on the part of one, and with ever increas-

ing vexalioii on the part oi ihe other.

I
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May I ask whom have I the honor toSoon John said

address ?

"

" Certainly, you may ask," was the response.

A silence ensued durin,:; which Dorothy aj^ain turned

lier back on John and walked a few paces away t'rom him

John's patience was rapidly oozing, and when the unknown

intruder again turned in his direction, John said with all the

gentleness then at his command :
—

"Well, sir. I do ask."

" Your curiosity is flattering," said the girl.

" Pardon me, sir," returned John. " My curiosity is not

intended to be flattering. I
—

"

"I hope it is not intended to be insulting, sir.'" asked

my hat and cloak.

"That, sir, all depends upon yourself," retorted John,

warmly. Then after an instant of thought, he continued

in tones of conciliation :
—

" I >^ave an engagement of a private nature at this place.

In short, I hope to meet a— a friend here within a few min-

utes nd I feel sve that under the circumstances so gallant

a gentleman as yourself will act with due consideration for

the feelings of another. I hope and believe that you will

do as you would be done by."
" Certainly, certainly," responded the gallant. "I find

no fault at all with your presence. Please take no account

whatever of me. I assure you I shall not be in the least

disturbed."

John was somewhat disconcerted.

" Perhaps you will not be disturbed," replied John, strug-

gling to keep down his temper, " but I fear you do not

understand me. I hope to meet a— a kuiy and— "

" I hope also to meet a— a friend," the fellow said ;
" but

I assure you we shall in no way conflict."

"May I ask," cjueried John, "if you expect to meet a

gentleman or a lady .'

"

li
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" Certainly you may ask," was the girl's irritating reply.

"Well, well, sir, I do ask," said John. "Furthermore,
I demand to know whom you expect to meet at this

place."

"That, of course, sir, is no business of yours."
" But I shall make it my affair. I expect to meet a lady

here, my sweetheart." The girl's heart jumped with joy.

" And if you have any ot the feelings of a gentleman, you
must know that your presence will be intolerable to me."

" Perhaps it will be, my dear sir, but I have as good a

right here as you or any other. Il you must know all about

my affairs, I tell you I, too, hope to meet my sweetheart

at this place. In fact, I know I shall meet my sweetheart,

and, my good fellow, I bc^; to inform you that a stranger's

presence would be very annoying to me."

John was at his wit's end. He must quickly do or say

something to persuade this stubborn fellow to leave. It

Dorothy should conic and see two persons at the gate she,

of course, would return to the Hall. Jennie Faxton, who
knew that the garments were fmished, had told Sir John
that he might reasonably expect to see Dorothy at the gate

on that evening, for Sir George had gone to Derby-town,
presumably to remain over night.

In sheer desperation John said, " I was here first, and
I claim the ground."

" That is not true," replied the other. " I have been
waiting here for you— I mean for the person I am to

meet— " Dorothy thought she had betrayed herself, and
that John would surely recognize her. " I had been wait

ing full five minutes before you arrived."

John's blindness in failing to recognize Dorothv is past

my understanding. He explained it to me afterward by
saying that his eagerness to see Dorntny, and his fear, nay
almost ccrtaintv. th.at she could not rnmc ronnlpd wifl"! thf»-"* " '

|---. ,

hope which Jennie Faxton had given him, had so completely
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occupied his mind that other subjects received but slight

consideration.

" But I — I have been here before this night to meet— "

" And I have been here to meet— quite as of 'en as you,

I hope," retorted Dorothy.

They say that love blinds a man. It must also have

deafened John, since he did not recognize his sweetheart's

voice.

"It may be true that you have been here bci'ore this

evening," retorted John, angrily; " but you shall not remain

here now. If you u ish to save yourself trouble, leave at

once. If you stalk about in the forest, I will run ycni through

and leave you for the crows to pick."

" I have no intention of leaving, and if I were to do so you

would regret it; by my beard, you would regret it," an-

swered the girl, pleased to see John in his overbearing,

commanding inood. Mis stupidity was past comprehension.
" Defend yourself," said John, drawing his sword.
" Now he will surely knf)W the truth," thought Dorothy,

but she said :
" I am much younger than you, and am not

so large and strong. I am unskilled in the use of a sword,

and therefore am I no match for Sir Joli. Manners than

whom, I have heard, there is no better swordsman, stronger

arm, nor braver heart m England."
" You flatter me, my friend," returned John, forced into

a good humor against his will; "but you must leave. He
who cannot defend himself must yield; it is the law of

nature and of men."

John advanced toward Dorothy, who retreated stepping

backward, holding her arm over her face.

" I am ready to yield if you wish. In fact. I am eager

to yield— more eager than you can know," she cried.

" It is well," answered John, putting his sword in sheath.

" But," continued Dorothy, " I will not go away."
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" I tell you again I am willing, nay, eager to yield to you,

but I also tell you I cannot fight in the way you would
have mc. In other ways perhaps I can fight quite as well
as anybod/. But really, I am ashamed to draw my sword,
since to do so would show you how poorly I am equipped
to defend myself u ider your great laws of nature and uf
man. Again. I wi.'h to assure you that I am more than
eager to yield; but I cannot fight you, and I will not go
away."

The wonder never ceases that John did not recognize
her. She took no pains to hide her identity and after a
few moments of conct Iment she was an.xious th;it John
should discover her under my garments.

"I wouKl know his voice," she thought, "did he wear
all the petticoats in Derbyshire."

" What shall I do with you ? " cried John, amused and
irritated. " I cannot strike you."

" No, of course you would not murder mc in cold blood,"
answered Dorothy, laughing heartily. She was sure iier

laughter would open John's eyes.
" I cannot carry you away," said John.
" I v,(;uld come back again, if you did," answered the

irrepressible fellow.

"I suppose you would," returned John, sullenly. "In
the devil's name, tell me what you will do. Can I not l)Cg
you to go .'

"

" Now, Sir John, you have touched me. I make you
this offer

: you e.xpect Mistress "Vernon to come from the
Hall-"
"What do you know a])out Mistress Vernon.'" cried

John. "By God, I will—

"

" Now don't grow angry. Sir John, and please don't
swear in my presence. You e.xpect her, I say, to come
from the Hall. What I propose is this: you shall stand
by the gate and watch for Doll — oh, I mean ?vii^ucas
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Vernon — and I will stand here behind the wall where she

cannot see mc. When she comes in sight— though in

truth I don't think she will come, and I believe were she

under your very nose you would not see her— yuu shall

tell me and I will leave at once ; that is, if you wish me to

leave. After you see Dorothy Vernon if you still wish me
to go, I pledge my faith no power can keep me. Now is

not that fair ? I like you very much, and I want to remain

here, if you will permit mc, and talk to you for a little time

— till you see Doll Vernon."
" Doll Vcrnun, fellow } I low dare you so speak of her .'

"

demanded John, hotly.

" Your pardon and her pardon, I beg ; Mistress \'ernon,

soon to be Countess of Derbyshi.e. By tiie way, I wager

you a gold pound sterling that by the time you see Doll

Vernon — Mistress Vernon, I pray your pardon— you will

have grown so fond of me that you will not permit me to

leave you." She thought after that speech he could not

helj) but know her; but John's skull was like an oaken

board that night. Nothing could penetrate it. lie began

to fancy that his companion was a simple witless person

who had escaped from his keepers.
" Will you take the wager .' " asked Dorothy.
" Nonsense !

" was the only reply John deigned to give

to so foolish a proposition.

" Then will you agree that I shall remain at the gate till

Doll— Mistress Vernon comes ?
"

" I suppose I shall have to make the best terms possible

with you," he returned. " You are an amusing fellow and
as pc: verse as a woman."

" I knew you would soon learn tc like me," she re-

sponded. " The first step toward a man's affection is to

amuse him. That old saw which says the road to a man's
heart is through his stomach, is a sad mistake. Amuse-
ment is the highway to a man's affections.

'
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" It is better that one laugh with us than at us. There

IS a vast difference in the two methods," answered Tohn
contemptuously.

" You dare to laugh at me," cried Dorothy, grasping the
hilt of her sword, and pretending to be angry. John waved
her off with his hand, and laughinglv said, " Little youknow conrerning the way to a man's heart, and no doubt
less of the way to a woman's."

" I, perhaps, know more about it than you would believe
"

returned Malcolm No. 2.

" If you know aught of the latter subject, it is more than
I would suppose," said John. " It is absurd to say that awoman can love a man who is unable to defend himself"
'A vain man thinks that women care only for men

of his own pattern," retorted Dorothy. " Women love a
strong arm, it is true, but they also love a st )ng heart
and you see I am not at all afraid of vou, even though vou
have twice my strength. There are as many sorts' of

.'??'' -^"''"' ^s— ^s there are hains iu my beard."
" 1 hat is not many," interrupted John.
"And," continued the girl, " I believe, John, — Sir John- you possess all the kinds of bravery that are good " '

" YoLi flatter me," said John.
"Yes," returned Dorothy, "that was my intent

"

After that u., flattering r.mark there 'came a pause
Ihen the girl continued somewhat hesitatingly : "Doubt
less m.iny women. Sir John, have seen your virtues more
clearly than even I see them. Women have a keener per-
ception of masculine virtues than— than we have "

Dorothy paused, and her heart beat with a quickened throb
while she awaited his reply. A new field of discovery wasopening up to her and a new use for her diso-uise
John made no reply, but the persistent gid pursued hernew line of attack.

"Surely Sir John Manners has had many sweethearts,''
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said Dorothy, in flattering tones. There were rocks and

shoals ahead for John's love barge. " Many, many, I am
sure," the girl persisted.

"Ah, a few, a few, I admit," John like a fool re

plied. Dorothy was accumulating disagreeable informa

ation rapidly.

"While you were at London court," said she, "the fine

ladies must have sought you in great numbers— I am sure

they did."

" Perhaps, oh, perhaps," returned John. "One cannot

always remember such affairs." His craft was headed for

the rocks. Had he observed Dorothy's face, he would

have seen the storm a-brewing.
" To how many women. Sir Jolm, have 3'ou lost youi

heart, and at various times how many have lost theii

hearts to you .'
" asked the persistent girl.— "What a sense-

less question," returned John. "A dozen times or more;

perhaps a score or two score times. I cannot tell the

exact number. I did not keep an account."

Dorothy did not know whether she wanted to weep or

be angry. Pique and a flash of temper, however, saved

her from tears, and she said, " You are so brave and hand-

some that you must ha\-e found it a very easy task—
much easier than it would be for me— to convince those

confiding ones of your affection ?
"

" Yes," replied John, plunging full sail upon the breakers,
" I admit that usually they have been quite easy to con-

vince. I am naturally boid, and I supnose that per-

haps— that is, I may possibly have a persuasive trick

about me."

Shades of good men who have blundered into ruin over
the path of petty vanity, save this man ! But no, Dorothy
must drink the bitter cup of knowledge to the dregs.

" And you have been false to all of these women > " she

said.
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''Ah, well, you kn>.w-the devil take it! A man can't

l^e true to a store of women," rei)Iied John.

_

" I am sure none of them wished you to be true "
the

girl answered, restraining her tears with great diffi-uitv

frnt\'h
"' ^'"'"' '"

"f
^'^'^^•-'•s^tion John began to suspectfrom the n.anner and shapeliness of his companion that awoman had disguised herself in man's attire. Yet it did

not once occur to him that Dorothy's fair form was concealedvu hm che d.s^^uise. He attempted to lift my soft beaver
hat. the broad run of which hid D(.rothv-s face, bur to thatshe made a decided objection, and John continued :

"
l^v mv

soul
:. beneve you are a woman. Your walk"— Do thvthought she had been swaggering like a veritable swash-

buckler --" your voice, the curves of your form, all betrayyou Dorothy gathered the cloak closelv about her
• I would know more of you," said John, and he stepped

ou-ard the now mteresting stranger. But she drew awayfrom him, and told him to keep hands off.
"Oh, I am right. You are a woman," said John
Dorothy had maintained the dis<;uise longer than she

^vlshed, and was willing that John should 'discover her

he lather part of her conversation had given her no pleas-

learned
'''^'

''"^''^'' •''''''"""' ''"'^ ^""'^ ^""^ '''^""^ '^^- had

NoT^muS?::--
""^'' "' ^'"^^^ '''''

'
-^^ -^

—

.nH^^^'n ^T
"""^ '^°"^^^"t'" PJ^^^led John, who.se curiosity

Vernon, and when she appears, then vou may go "

' I told you that you would want'me to remain," said
tl^o girl w.th a sigh. She was almost ready to weepThen she thought

:

<' I little dreamed I was coming herefor his. I will carry the disguise a little farther, and .'l'perhaps, learn enough to— to break my heart."
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1

She was soon to learn all she wanted tu know and a
great deal more.

" Come sit by me on th' stone," said John, coaxingly.
The girl complied, and drew the cloak over her knees.

"Tell me why you are here," he asked.

"To meet a gentleman," she replied, with low-bent face.
" Tell me your name," John asked, as he drew my glove

from her pas.sive hand. John held the hand in his, and
after examining it in the dim light saw that it was a great
deal more than good to look upon. Then he lifted it to

his lips and said :

" Since our sweethearts have disappointed us, may we
not console ourselves with each other.'" He placed his
arm around the girl's waist and drew her yielding form
toward him. Dorothy, unobserved by John, removed the
false beard and moustachio, and when John put his arm
about her waist and leaned forward to kiss the fair accom-
modating neighbor she ^ould restrain her tears no longer
and said :

—
"That would be no consolation for me, John; that

would be no consolation for me. How can you.' How
can you .-•

"

She rose to her feet and covered her face with her hands
in a paro.xysm of weeping. John, too, sprang to his feet,
you may be sure. " Dorothy ! God help me ! I am the
king of fools. Curse this hour in which I have thrown
away my heaven. You must hate and despise me, fool,
fool that I am."

John knew that it were worse than useless for him to
attempt an explanation. The first thought that flashed
through his mind was, to tell the girl that he had only
pretended not to know her. He thought he would try to
make her believe that he had been turning her trick upon
herself

;
but he was wise in his day and generation, and

did not seek refuge in that falsehood.
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The girl woulil never have forgiven him for that.

"The only ameiuls I can make," he said, in very dole-
fulness, " is that I may never let you see my face again."
"That will not help matters," sobbed Dorothy.
" I know it will not," returned John. " Nothing can

help me. I can remain here no longer. I must leave
you. I cannot even ask you to say farewell. Mistress
Vernon, you do not despise me half so bitterly as I despise
myself."

Dorothy was one of those rare natures to whom love
comes but once. It had come to her and had engulfed h(;r

whole being. To part with it would be like parting with
life itself. It was her tyrant, her master. It was her ego.
She could no more throw it off than si did e.xpel her-
self from her own existence. All this i ._ m ew full well,
for she had analyzed her conditions, and her reason had
joined with all her other faculties in giving her a clear
concept of the truth. She knew she belonged to John
Manners for life and for eternity. She also kneu- that the
chance of seeing him soon again was very slight, and to
part from him now in aught but kindness would almost
kill her.

Before John had recognized Dorothy he certainly had
acted like a fool, but with the shock of recognition came
wisdom. All the learning of the ancients and all the cun-
ning of the prince of darkness could not have taught him
a wiser word with which to make his peace, " I may never
let you see my face again." That was more to be feared
by Dorothy than even John's inconstancy.
Her heart was full of trouble. " I do not know what I

wish," she said simply. " Give me a little time to think.''

John's heart leaped with joy, but he remained silent.

Dorothy continued :
" Oh, that I had remained at home.

I would to God I had never seen Derby-town nor you."
John in the fulness of his wisdom did not interrupt her.
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" To think th;it I have thus made a fool of myself about

a man who has given his heart to a score of women."
"This is torture," moaned John, in real pain.

" But," continued Dorothy, " I could not remain away
from this place when I had the opportunity to come to

you. I felt that I must come. I felt that I should die

if I did not. And you are so false. I wish I were dead.

A moment ago, had I been another woman, you would
have kissed her. You thought I was another woman."

John's wisdom stood by him nobly. He knew he could

neither explain successfully nor beg forgiveness. He
simply said :

'• I cannot remain and look you in the face.

If I dare make any request, it is that despite all you have
heard from my lips you will still believe that I love you,

and that in all my life I have never loved any one so dearly.

There is no other woman for me."
" You doubtless spoke the same false words to the other

two score women," said Dorothy. Tears and sobs were
playing sad havoc with her powers of speech.

" Farewell, Mistress Vernon," replied John. " I should
be shameless if I dared ask you to believe any word I can
utter. Forget, if possible, that I ever existed ; forget me
that you r .y not despise me. I am unworthy to dwell
even in the smallest of your thoughts. I am altogether

base and contemptible."
" N-o-o," sighed Dorothy, poutingly, while she bent low

her head and toyed with the gold lace of my cloak.
" Farewell," said John, He took a step or two backward

from her.

" You are over-eager to leave, it seems to me," said the
girl in an injured tone. " I wonder that you came at all."

John's heart was singing hosanna. He, however, main-
tained his voice at a mournful pitch and said :

" I must
go. I can no longer endure to remain." While he spoke
he moved toward his horse, and his head was bowed with
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real shame as he thought of the pitiable fool he had made
of_ himself. Dorothy saw him going from her, and she
caned to him softly and reluctantly, "John."
He did not hear her, ',r perhaps he thought best to nre-

tena that he did not hear, and as he moved from her the
girl became desperate. Modesty, resentment, insulted
womanhood and injured pride were all swept away by the
stream of her mighty love, and she cried again, this time
without hesitancy or reluctance, "John, John." She
started to run toward him, but my cloak was in her way
and the sword tripped her feet. In her fear lest John
might leave her, she unclasped the sword-belt from her
waist and snatched the cloak from her shoulders. Freed
from these hindrances, she ran toward John.

"John, do not lea .-e me. Do not leave me." As she
spoke, she reached an open space among the trees and
John turned toward her. Her hat had fallen off, and the
red golden threads of her hair, freed from their fastenings
streamed behind her. Never before had a vision of such
exquisite loveliness sped through the moonbeams. So
entrancing was her beauty to John that he stood motion-
less in admiration. He did not go to meet her as he
should have done, and perhaps as he would have done had
his senses not been wrapped in benumbing wonderment
His eyes were unable to interpret to his brain all her
marvellous beauty, and his other senses abandoning their
proper functions had hastened to the assistance of his si-htHe saw, he heard, he felt her loveliness. Thus occupied
he did not move, so Dorothy ran to him and fell upon his
breast. '

"You did not come to meet me," she sobbed "You
made me come all the way, to forgive you. Cruel, cruel 1

"

John held the girl in his arms, but he did not dare to
kiss her, and his self-denial soon brought its reward. He

-i-•%-v-L^,u .li.-.L ^;;c vvcjuia come a beggar to him.
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The most he had dared to hope was that she would listen

to his prayer for forgiveness. With all his worldly wisdom
John had not learned the fact that inconstancy does not
destroy love in the one who suffers by reascjn of it; nor
did he know of the exquisite pain-touched happiness which
comes to a gentle, passionate heart such as Dorothy's from
the mere act of forgiving.

" Is it possible you can forgive me for the miserable lies

I have uttered .'" asked John, almost unconscious of the
words he was speaking. " Is it possible you can forgive
me for uttering thote lies, Dorothy ? " he repeated.
She laid her head upon his breast, and softly passing

her hand over the lace of his doublet, whispered :—
" If I could believe they were lies, I could easily forgive

you," she answered between low sobs and soft sighs.

Though she was a woman, the sweet essence of childhood
was in her heart.

" But you cannot believe me, even when I tell you that
I spoke not the tiuth," answered John, with growing faith
in his system of passive repentance. Again came the
sighs, and a few struggling, childish sobs.

" It is easy for us to believe that which we long to be
lieve," she said. Then she turned her face upward to him.
and John's reward was altogether disproportioned to the
self-denial he had exercised a few minutes before. She
rewarded him far beyond his deserts; and after a pause
she said mischievously :—

" You told me that you were a bold man with women, and
I know that at least that part of what you said was untrue,
for you are a bashful man, John, you arc downright bashfuL
It IS I who have been bold. You were too timici to woo me,
and I so longed for you that I -^- 1 _ was not timid."

" For God's sake, Dorothy, I beg you to have pity and
to make no jest of me. Your kindness almost kills ^:"
and your ridicule— "
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"There, tlierc, J )hn," whispered the girl, "I will never

again make a jest of you if it gives you pain. Tell me,
John, tell me truly, was it all false— that which you told
me about the other women ? ''

There had been more truth in John's bragging than he
cared to confess. He feared and loatheil a lie

; s<. he said
evasively, but with perfect truth :—
"You must know, my goddess. If you do not know

without the telling that I love you with all my being; if
you do not know that there is for me and ever will be 'no
woman but you in all the world; if you do not know that
you have stolen my soul and that I live only in your pres-
ence, all that I can say will avail nothing tov.ard convinc-
ing you. I am almost crazed with love for you, and with
pain and torture. For the love of God let mc leave vou
that I may hicie my face."

" Never," cried the girl, clasping her hands about his
neck and pressing her lips gently upon his. "Never.
There, that will soothe you, won't it,' John ?

"

It did soothe him, and in the nc.\t moment, John, almost
frenzied with joy, hurt the girl by the violence of his em-
braces

;
but she, woman-like, found her heaven in the pain.

They went back to the stone bench beside the gate, and
after a little time Dorothy said : —
"But tell me, John, would you have kissed th other

woman .' Would you really have done it ?
"

John's honesty certainly was good policv in that instance
The adroit girl had set a trap for him.

" I suppose I would," answered John, with a groan.
"It hurts me to hear the fact," said Dorothy, sighing;

"but it pleases me to hear the truth. I know all else you
tell me is true. I was trying you when I asked the
question, for I certainly knew what you intended to do.
A woman instinctively knows when a man is going to— to— -vvhcu anything oi ihat sort is about to happen."
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" How docs she know ?
" asked John.

Rocks and breakers ahead for Dorothy.

"I cannot tell you." replied the girl, naively, "but she

"PcVhaps it is the wakened desire in her own heait

which forewarns he: said John, stealthily seeking from

Dorothy a truth that would pain him should he learn it.
_

•'
I suppose that is partly the source of her knowledf^e,

replied the knowing one, with a great show of innocence

in her manner. John was in no position to ask imperti-

nent questions, nor had he any right to grow angry at

unpleasant discoveries ; but he did both, although for a time

he suppressed the latter.

" You believe she is sure to know, do you ? he askea.

"Usually.' she replied. "Of course there are times

^l^en— when it happens so suddenly that--"

John angrily sprang to his fee^ took a few hurried steps

in front of Dorothy, who remained demurely seated with

her eves cast down, and then again he took his place beside

her on the stone bench. He was trembling with anger and

iealousv. The devil was in the girl that night for mischief.

' "
I suppose you speak from the fulness o your experi-

ence," demanded John, in tones that would have been

Sting had thev not been pleasing to the girl. She had

"en the drift of John's questions at an early stage of the

conversation, and his easily aroused jealousy was good

proof to her of his affection. After all she was in no

danger from rocks and breakers. She well knew the cur-

rent's, eddies, rocks, and shoals of the sea Je was naviga -

ing although she had never before sailed it. Her fore-

"Shcrs, an the way back to Eve. had been making charts

of those particular waters for her
^'P^'^^\^''''^'^^J^^Ji

do we, a slow-moving, cumbersome army of men, continue

to do tattle with the foe at whose hands defeat is always

our portion ?
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" Experience ?

" queried Dorotliv , her head turned to
one side in a half-contemplative attitude. "Experience?
Of course that is the only way we learn anything."
John again sprang to his feet, and again he sat down

beside the girl. He had so recent!;' received forgiveness
for his own sins that he dared not be unforgiving toward
Dorothy. He did not speak, and she remained silent,

willing to allow time for the situation to take its full effect.
The wisdom of the serpent is black ignorance compared
with the cunning of a girl in Dorothy's situation. God
gives her wit for the occasion as He gives the cat soft
paws, sharp claws, and nimblenf^s?. She was teaching
John a lesson he would never 1^ ^et. She was binding
him to her with hoops of steel.

" I know that I have not the right to ask," said John,
suppressing his emotions, "but may I know merely as
a matter of trivial information— may' I know the name of— of the person— this fellow with whom you have had so
full an experience.? God curse him ! Tell me his name."
He caught the gin vio.-ntly by both arms as if he wovld
shake the truth out of her. He was unconsciously mak-
ing full amends for the faults he had committed earlier in

the evening. The girl made no answer. John's powers
of self-restraint, which were not of the strongest order, were
exhausted, and he again sprang to his feet and stood tow-
ering before her in a passion. " Tell me his name," he
said hoarsely. " I demand it. I will not rest till I kill

him."

" If you would kill him, I surely will not tell you his
name. In truth, I admit I am very fond of him."
"Speak not another word to me till you tell me his

name," stormed John. I feel sorry for John when I think
of the part he played in this interview; but every man
knows well his condition.

"I care not," continued John, "in what manner I have
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oiiended you, nor does my debt of gratitude to you for

your generosity in forgiving my sins weigh one scruple

against this you have told me. No man, unless he were
a poor clown, would endure it ; and I tell you now, with

all my love for you, I will not— I will not!

"

Dorothy was beginning to fear him. She of ccuise did

not fear personal violence ; but after all, while he was
slower than she, he was much stronger every way, and
when aroused, his strength imposed itself upon her and
she feared to play him any farther.

"Sit beside me, John, and I will tell you his name," said

the girl, looking up to him, and then casting down her
eyes. A dimpling smile was playing about her lips.

" No, I will not sit by you," replied John, angrily. She
partly rose, and taking him by the arm drew him to her

side.

"Tell me his name," again demanded John, sitting rigidly

by Dorothy. "Tell me his name."
" Will you kill him .'

" she asked.

•'That I will," he answered. "Of that you may rest

assured."

" If you kill him, John, it will break my heart ; for to do
so, you must commit suicide. There is no other man but
you, John. With you I had my first, last, and only expe-
rience."

John, of course, was speechless. He had received only
what he deserved. I freely admit he played the part of a
fool during this entire interview with Dorothy, and he was
more fully convinced of the fact than either you or I can
be. I do not like to have a fool for the hero of my history

;

but this being a history and not a romance, I must tell you
of events just as they happened, and of persons exactly as
they were, else my conscience v >.\ smite me for untruth-
fulness, Dorothv'.s I.Tst .TKRHiilt '.va'5 too mu"h f"*" T-'"-^!".

He could neither parry nor thrust.
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Her heart was full of mirth and gladness.
"None other but you, John," she repeated, leaning for-

ward in front of him, and looking up into his eyes. A ray
of moonlight stealing its way between the forest boughs
fell upon her upturned face and caused it to glow with a
goddess-like radiance.

" None but you, John. There never has been and there
never shall be another."

When John's consciousness returned he said, " Dorothy,
can you love such a fool as I

.?

"

"That I can and that I do with all my heart," she
returned.

"And can you forgive me for this last fault— for doubt-
ing you .'

"

"That is easily done," she answered softly, "because
doubt is the child of love."

" But you do not doubt me ?
" he replied,

" N-o-o," she answered somewhat haltingly; "but I —
I am a woman."
"And a woman's heart is the home of faith," said John,

reverentially.

"Y-e-s," she responded, still not quite sure of her
ground. "Sometimes it is the home of too much faith,
but faith, like virtue, is i"-. own reward. Few persons are
false to one who gives a blind, unquestioning faith. Even
a poor degree of honor responds to it in kind."

" Dorothy, I am so unworthy of you that I stand abashed
in your presence," replied John.

" No, you are not unworthy of me. We don't look for
unmi.xed good in men," said the girl with a mischievous
little laugh. Then seriously :

" Those virtues you have are
so great and so strong, John, that my poor little virtues,
while they perhaps are more numerous than yours, are but
weak things by comparison. In truth, there are some
aults in men which we women do not— do not altogether
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dislike. They cause us— they make us— oh, I cannot
express exactly what I mean. They make us more eager
perhaps. A too constant man is like an overstrong sweet

:

he cloys us. The faults I speak of hurt us ; but we thrive
on them. Women enjoy pain now and then. Malcolm
was telling me the other day that the wise people of the
East have a saying: 'Without shadow there can be no
light; without death there can be no hfe; without suffer-
ing there can be no joy.' Surely is that saying true of
women. She who suffers naught enjoys naught. U'hen
a woman becomes passive, John, slie is but a "clod. Pain
gives us a vent— a vent for somc':hing, I know not what
it is

; but this I know, we are happier for it."

" I fear, Dorothy, that I have given you too much 'vent,'
as you call it," said John.

" No, no," she replied. " That was nothing. My great
vent is that I can pour out my love upon you, John, with-
out stint. Now that I know you are mine, I have' some
one whom I can deluge with it. Do you know, John, I

believe that wlien God made me He collected together the
requisite portions of reason, imagination, and wiTl,— there
was a great plenty of will, John,— and all the other ingre-
dients that go to make a human being. But after He had
gotten them all together there was still a great space left
to be filled, and He just threw in an immensity of love with
which to comf)lete me. Therefore, John, am I not in true
proportion. There is too much love in me, and it wel's
up at times and overflows my heart. How thankful I
should be that I may pour it upon you and that it will
not be wasted. How good you are to give me the sweet
privilege."

"How tharkful should I be, Dorothy. I have never
known you ti.l this night. I am unworthy— "

" Not another word of that sort, John," she interrupted,
covenng his mouth with her hand.



tob DOROTHY VERNON

They stood for a long time talking a deal of celestial

nonsense which I shall not give you. I fear I have al-

ready given you too much of wha^ John and Dorothy did

and said in this very sentimental interview. But in no
other way can I so well make you to know the persons of

whom I write. I might have said Dorothy was so and
so, and John was such and such. I might have analyzed
them in long, dull pages of minute description ; but it is

that which persons do and say that gives us true concept
of their characters; what others say about them is little

else than a mere statement th?.t black is black and white
is white. But to my story again.

Dorothy by her beauty had won John's admiration when
first he beheld her. When he met her afterward, her

charms of mind and her thousand winsome ways moved
him deeply. But upon the evening of which I am now
telling you he beheld for the first time her grand burning
soul, and he saw her pure heart filled to overP.owing with

its dangerous burden of love, right from the hands of God
Hiinsell, ^s the girl had said. John was of a coarser

fibre than she who had put him up for her idol ; but his

sensibilities were keen, and at their awakening he saw
clearly the worth of the priceless treasure which pro-

pitious fate had given him in the love of Dorothy, and
he sat humbly at her feet. Yet she knew it not, but
sat humbly at John's feet the happiest woman in all the
world because of her great good fortune in having a demi-
god upon whom she could lavish the untold wealth of her
heart. If you are a woman, pray God that He may touch
your eyes with Dorothy's blessed blindness. There is a

heaven in the dark for you, if you can find it.

I must leave the scene, though I am loath to do so. Sel-

dom do we ratrh a glimpse of a human soul, and more
seldom still does it show itself like a gust of God's breath
»jpon the deep of eternity as it did that night in Dorothy.
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After a time John said :
" I have your promise to be my

wife. Do you still wish to keep it ?

"

" What an absurd question, John," replied the girl,

laughing softly and contentedly. " Why else am I here ?

Tell me, think you, John, should I be here if I were not

willing and eager to— to keep that promise.'"
" Will you go with me notwithstanding your father's

hatred of my house .'
" he asked.

"Ah, truly that I will, John," she answered; "surely
you know I will go with you."

" Let us go at once. Let us lose not a moment. We
have already delayed too long," cried John in eager

ecstasy.

" Not to-night, John ; I cannot go to-night," she pleaded.
" Think of my attire," and she drew my cloak more closely

about her. " I cannot go with you this time. My father

is angry with me because of you, although he does not

know who you are. Is it not famous to have a lover in

secret of whom nobody knows } Father is angry with me,
and as I told you in my letter, he keeps m • a prisoner

in my rooms. Aunt Dorothy stands guard over me. The
dear, simple old soul ! She told me, thinking I was Mal-
colm, that she was too old to be duped by a girl! Oh, it

was too comical !
" And she threw back her head and gave

forth a peal of laughter that John was reluctantly com-
pelled to silence. " I would so delight to tell you of the
scene when I was in Aunt Dorothy's room impersonating
Malcolm; but I have so much else to say of more importance
that I know I shall not tell the half. When yov. have left

me, I shall remember what I most wished to say but
forgot."

" No, John," she continued seriously, " my father has
been cruel to me, and I try to make myself think I do not
love him; but I fail, for I do love him." Tears were well-

ing up in her eyes and stifling her voice. In a moment
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she continued :

" It would .a iiim, John, were I to go with
you now. I zn/i// go with you soon,— I give you my sol-

emn promise to that— but I cannot go now,— not now. I

cannot leave him and the others. With all his cruelty to
me, I love him, John, next to you. Me will not come to
see me nor will he speak to me. Think of that." The
tears that had welled up to her eyes fell in a piteous stream
over her checks. "Aunt Dorothy and Madge," she con-
tinued, *fare so dear to me that the thought of leaving
them is torture. But I will go with you some day, John,
some day sooa, I promise you. They have always been
kind and gentle lo me, and 1 love them and my father
and my dear home where I was h;m and where my sweet
mother died — and Dolcy— I love them all so dearly that
I must prepare myself to leave Lhcm, John, even to go with
you. The heart strings of my whole life bind mc to thera.
Forgive me, John, forgive me. You must think of the
grief and pain I shall yet pass through to go to you. I.

IS as I toid you : we women reach heaven only through
purgatory. I must forsake all else I love when I go to
you. Ail, all! All that has been dear to me in life i
must forsake for — for that which is dearer to me than
life itself. I promise, John, to go with you, but— but
forgive me. I cannot go to-night."

" Nor can I ask it of you, Dorothy," said John. "The
sacrifice would be all on one side. I should forego nothing,
and I .><hould receive all. You would forego everything'
and God h:'p me, you would receive nothing worth hav-
ing. I am unworthv— "

" Not thai word, John," cried Dorothv, again covering
his mouth with - well, not with her hand.

'"
I shall give

up a great deal, ' she continued, "and I know I shall suffer.
I suffer even now when I think of it, for you must re
member Mat I am rooted to my home and to the dear
ones it shelters, but I will soon make the e:cchange,
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Jolin ; I shall make it gladly when the time comes,

because— because I feel that I could not live if I did

not make it."

" My father has already consented to our marriage,"

said John. "I told him to-day all that had passed between

you and me. He, of course, was greatly pained at first

;

but when I told him of your perfections, he said that if you

and I were dear to each other, he would offer no opposition,

but would welcome you to his heart."

"Is your father that— that soit of a man.'" asked

Dorothy, half in revery. "I have always heard— " and

she hesitated.

"I know," replied John, "that you have heard much
evil of my father, but— let us not talk on that theme.

You will know him some day, and you may judge him foi'

yourself. When will you go with me, Dorothy.'"
" Soon, very soon, John," she answered. " You know

father intends that I shall marry Lord Stanley. /
intend otherwise. The more father hurries this mar-

riage with mv beautiful cousin the sooner I shall be—
be vour— that is, you know, the sooner I shall go with

-ou'"

" You will not allow your father to force you to

marry Lord Stanley.'" asked John, frightened by the

thought.

" Ah," cried the girl, softly, " you know I told you that

God had put into me a great plenty of will. Father calls

it wilfulness; but whichever it is, it stands me in good hand
now. You don't know how much I have of it ! You
never will know until I am yoir— your— wife." The
last word was spoken in a soft, hesitating whisper, and her

head sought shamefaced refuge on John's breast. Of
course the magic word " wife " on Dorothy's lips aroused

John to action, and — but a cloud at that moment passed

over the moon and kindly obscured the scene.
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"You do not blame me, John," said Dorothy, "because

I cannot go with you to-night? You do not blame
me

" Indeed I do not, my goddess," answered John. " You
will soon be mine. I shall await your pleasure and your
own time, and when you choose to come to me— ah,

then — " And the kindly cloud came back to the moon.



CHAPTER X

Thomas thf Main -servant

AFTER a great effort of self-denial John told Dorothy

it was time for her to return to the Hall, and he

walked with her down Bowling Green Hill to the

wall back of the terrace garden.

Dorothy stood for a moment on the stile at the old

stone wall, and John, clasping her hand, said :
—

"You will perhaps sec me sooner than you expect," and

then the cloud considerately floated over the moon again,

and John hurried away up Bowling Green Hill.

Dorothy crossed the terrace garden, going toward the

door since known as " Dorothy's Postern." She had

reached the top of the postern steps when she heard her

father's voice, beyond the north wall of the terrace garden

well Uf toward Bowling Green Hill. John, she knew,

was at that moment climbing the hill. Immediately follow-

ing the sound of her father's voice she heard another voice

— that of her father's retainer. Sir John Guild. Then came
the word " Halt !

" quickly followed by the report of a fusil,

and the sharp clinking of swords upon the hillside. She
ran back to the wall, and saw the dimly outlined forms of four

men. One of them was John, v/ho was retreating up the

hill. 1 he others were following him. Sir George and Sir

John Guild had une.xpectedly returned from Derby.
They had left their horses with the stable boys and were
walking toward the kitchen door when Sir George noticed
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a man pass from behind the corner of the terrace garden
wall and proceed up Bowling Green Hill The man oi
course was John. Inimedialely Sir George and Guild,
accompanied by a servant who was with them, started in
pursuit of the intruder, and a moment afterward Dorothy
heard her father's voice and the discharge of the fusil.
She climbed to the top of the stile, filled w-ith an agony cf
fear. Sir George was fittjen or twenty yards in advance
of his companion, and when John saw that his pursuers
were attacking him singly, he turned and quickly ran back
to meet the warlike King of the Peak. By a few adroit
turns with his sword John disarmed his antagonist, and
rushing in upon him easily threw him to the ground by a
wrestler's trick. Guild and the servant by that time were
within six yards of Sir George and John.

" Stop
!
" cried Manners, " your master is on the ground

at my feet. My sword point is at his heart. Make but
one step toward me and Sir George Vernon will be a dead
man."

Guild and the servant halted in.stantly.

"What are your terms ?" cried Guild, speaking with the
haste which he well knew was necessarv if he would save
his master's life.

"My terms are easy," answered John. "All I ask is
that you allow me to depart in peace. I am here on no
harmful errand, and I demand that I may depart and that
I be not followed nor spied upon by any one."

" You may depart in peace," said Guild. " No one will
follow you

;
no one will spy upon you. To this I pledge

my knightly word in the name of Christ my Saviour."
John at once took his way unmolested up the hill and

rode home with his heart full of fear lest his tryst with
Dorothy had been discovered.

Guild and the servant assisted Sir Georee to ri.se. and thp
:hree start-d down the hill toward the stile where Dorothy
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was standing. She was hidden from them, however by
the wall. Jennie Faxton, who had been on guard while
John and Dorothy were at the gate, at Dorothy's suggestion
stood on top of the stile where she could easily be
seen by Sir George when he approached.
"When my father comes here and questions you," said

Dorothy to Je.mie Fa.xton. "tell him that the man whom
ne attacked was your sweetheart."

'• Never fear, mistress," responded Jennie. "
I will have

a fine story for the master."
Dorothy crouched inside the wall under the shadow of

a bush, and Jennie waited on the top of the stile. Sir
George, thmking the girl was Dorothy, lost no time in
approachmg her. He caught her roughly by the arm and
turned her around that he might see her face

T
.','

^^^'

P'^'^u
^'"'''^'" ^^ '""" '^^' " ^ have made a mistake.

I thought the girl was Doll."
He left instantly and followed Guild and the servant to

the kitchen door. When Sir George left the stile, Dorothy
hastened back to the postern of which she had the keyand hurried toward her room. She reached the door of
ner tather s room just in time to see Sir George and Guild
enter it They saw her, and supposed her to be myself
If she hesitated, she was lost. But Dorothy never hesi-
tated. To think, with her, was to act. She did not of
course know that I was still in her apartments. She tookthe chance, however, and boldly followed Sir John Guildmto her father's room. There she paused for a moment
hat she might not appear to be in too great haste, and

wriJinrrrter^""
^°^"^>"^ "^^ ^^^ ' ^ --^.

" Dorothy, my dear child," exclaimed Lady Crawford
clasping her arms about Dorothy's neck.

- ..ore I? n.o time to Waste in sentiment. Aunt Dorothy "
responded the girl. '« Here are your sword and cloak, uk

%.
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colm. I thank you for their use. Don them quickly." I

did so, and walked into Sir George's room, where that

worthy old gentleman was dressing a slight wound in the

hand. I st{)[)pcd to speak with him ; but he seemed dis-

inclined to talk, and 1 left the room. He soon went to the

upper court, and I presently followed him.

Dorothy changed her garments, and she, Lady Craw-
ford, and Madge also came to the upper c(nirt. The
braziers in the courtyard had been lighted and cast a
glare over two score half-clothed men and women who
had been aroused from their beds by the c^'n. motion of the

conflict on the hillside. Upon the upper steps of the court-

yard stood Sir George and Jennie Faxton.

"Who was the man you were with .>*" roughly demanded
Sir George of the trembling Jennie. Jennie's trembling
was assumed for the occasion.

" I will not tell you his name," she replied with tears.

" He is my sweetheart, and I will never come to the

Hall again. Matters have come to a pretty pass when
a maiden cannot speak with her sweetheart at the stile

without he is set upon and beaten as if he were a hedge
hog. My father is your leal henchman, and his daugh
ter deserves better treatment at your hands than you
have given me."

"There, there! " said Sir George, placing his hand upon
her head. " I was in the wrong. I did not know you
had a sweetheart who wore a sword. When I saw you
at the stile, I was sure you were another. I am glad I was
wrong." So was Dorothy glad.

" Everybody be off to bod," said Sir George. " Ber
Shaw, see that the braziers are all blackened."

Dorothy, Madge, and Lady Crawford returned to the

latter's room, and Sir George and 1 entered after them

'*S '* *. O *-«.*-* I

tures and by the mistake he supposed he had made.
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A selfish man grows hard toward those whom he injures,
A generous heart grows tender. Sir George was generous^
and the injustiee he thought he had done to Dorothy made
him eager to oifer amends. The active evil in all Sir
George's wrong-doing was the fact that he conscientiously
thought he was in the right. Many a man has gone to hell
backward— with his face honestly toward heaven. Sir
George had not spoken to Dorothy since the scene wherein
the key to Bowling Green Gate played so important a part

" Doll," said Sir George, " I thought you were at the
stile with a man. I was mistaken. It was the Faxton
girl. I beg your pardon, my daughter. I did you wrong."

" You do me wrong in many matters, father," replied
Dorothy.

'^

" Perhaps I do,' her father returned, " perhaps I do, but
I mean for the best. I seek your happiness."

" You take strange measures at times, father, to brine
abojt my happiness," she roplied.

I'

)^'hom God loveth He chasteneth," replied Sir George,
dolefully. ^ '

" That manner of loving mav be well enough for God "

retorted Dorothy with no thought of irreverence, " but forman it is dangerous. Whom man loves he should cherish.A man who has a good, obedient daughter— one who loves
him— will not imprison her, and, above all, he will not
refuse to speak to her, nor will he cause her to suffer and
to weep for lack of that love which is her right. A man
has no right to bring a girl into this world and then cause
ner to suffer as you— as you— "

She ceased speaking and sought refuge in silent femi-
nine eloquence -tears. One would have sworn .she had
been grievously injured that night.

be".^fl'i L^"^^"^"^^'
^^'''' >""• ^^^^' ^"^ I '^"o^^' what is

, Vu^
^"^"^ "'n^piiicss," buiu Sir George.

•There are some things, father, which a girl knows with
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better, surer knowledge than the oldest man living. Sole
mon was wise because he had so many wives from whom
he could absorb wisdom."

"Ah, well!" answered Sir George, smiling in spite of
himself, "you will have the last word."

"Confess, father," she retorted quickly, "that you want
the last word yourself."

" Perhaps I do want it, but I'll never have it," returned
Sir George; "kiss me, Doll, and be t ly child again."
"That I will right gladly," she answered, throwing her

arms about her father's neck and kissing him with real
affection. Then Sir George said good night and started
to leave. At the door he stopped, and stood for a little

time in thought.

" Dorothy," said he, speaking to Lady Crawford. " I

relieve you of your duty as a guard over Doll. She may
go and come when she chooses."

" I thank you, George," said Aunt Dorothy. " The task
has been painful to me."

Dorothy went to her father and kissed him again, and
Sir George departed.

When the door was closed. Lady Crawford breathed a
great sigh and said :

" I thank Heaven, Dorothy, he does
not know that you have been out of your room. How
could you treat me so crur^lly .' How could you deceive
me .'

"

"That, Aunt Dorothy," replied the niece, "is because
you are not old enough yet to be a match for a girl who is— who is in love."

"Shame upon you, Dorothy!" said Lady Crawford.
" Shame upon you, to act as you did, and now to speak so
plainly about being in love ! Malcolm said you were not
a modest girl, and I am beginning to believe him."

" Did IVIalcolm sneak so ill of riif ' " nRkprl 'nnrrsth

turning toward me with a smile in her eyes.
;>
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"My lady aunt," said I, turning to Lady Crawford,
"when did I say that Dorothy was an immodest girl?"

" You did not say it," the old lady admitted. " Dorothy
herself said it, and she proves her words to be true by
speaking so boldly cf her feelings toward this— this

strange man. And she speaks before Madge, too."
'* Perhaps Madge is in the same sort of trouble. Who

knows ? " cried Dorothy, laughing heartily, Madge blushed
painfully. " But," continued Dorothy, seriously, " I am
not ashamed of it ; I am proud of it. For what else, my
dear aunt, was I created but to be in love .' Tell me, dear
aunt, for what else was I created ?

"

" Perhaps you are right," returned the old lady, who in

fact was sentimentally inclined.

" The chief end of woman, after all, is to love," said

Dorothy. " What would become of the human r.ice if it

were not .'

"

" Child, child," cried the aunt, " where learned you such
things ?

"

"They were written upon my mother's breast," contin-
ued Dorothy, " and I learned them when I took in my life

with her milk. I pray they may be written upon my
breast som.e day, if God in His goodness shall ever bless
me with a baby girl. A man child could not read the
words."

" Dorothy, Dorothy !
" cried Lady Crawford, " you shock

me. You pain me."
"Again I ask," responded Dorothy, "for what else was

I created ? I tell you, Av.nt Dorothy, the world decrees
that women shall remain in ignorance, or in pretended
Ignorance— in silence at least— regarding the things con-
cerning which they have me greatest need to be wise and
talkative."

" At your age. Dorothy, I did not have half vour
-in the subject," answered Lady Crawford

u.Mcclrm-1
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"Tell me, my sweet Aunt Dorothy, were you really

in a state of ignorance such as you would have me
believe?"

"Well," responded the old lady, hesitatingly, "I did not
speak of such matters."

"Why, aunt, did you not?" asked Dorothy. "Were
you ashamed of what God had done ? Were you ashamed
of His great purpose in creating you a woman, and in cre-
ating your mother and your mother's mother before you ?

"

"No, no, child; no, no. But I cannot argue with you.
Perhaps you are right," said Aunt Dorothy.

" Then tell me, dear aunt, that I am not immodest and
bold when I speak concerning that of which my heart is
full to overflowing. God put it there, aunt, not I. Surely
J am not immodest by reason of His act."

" No, no, my sweet child." returned Aunt Dorothy, be-
ginning to weep softly. " No, no, you are not immodest.
You are worth a thousand weak fools such as I was at
your age."

Poor Aunt Dorothy had been forced into a marriage
which had wrecked her life. Dorothv's words opened her
aunfs eyes to the fact that the girl' whom she so dearly
loved was being thrust by Sir George into the same
wretched frte through which she had dragged her own
suffermg heart for so many years. From that hour she
was Dorothy's ally.

"Goodnight, Malcolm," said Ladv Crawford, offerin-
me her hand. I kissed it tenderly

; then I kissed the swee't
old lady's cheek and said :—

" I love you with all my heart. Aunt Dorothy."
" I thank you, Malcolm." she returned.
I took my leave, and soon Madge went to her room

leaving Dorothy and Lady Crawf.-id together.
When Madge had gone the two Dorothys, one at each

end of life, spanned the long years that separated them,
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and became one in heart by reason of a heartache common
to botli.

Lady Crawford seated herself and Dorothy knelt by her
chair.

"Tell me, Dorothy," said the old lady, "tell me, do you
.ove this man so tenderly, so passionately that you cannot
give him up ?

"

"Ah, my dear aunt," the girl responded, "words cannot
tell. You cannot know what I feci."

" Alas
!

I know on'v too well, my child. I, too, loved a
man when I was your age, and none but God knows what
I suffered when I was forced by my parents and the priests
to give him up, and to wed one whom — God help me— I
loathed."

"Oh, my sweet aunt!" cried Dorothy softly, throwing
her arms about the old lady's neck and kissing her check
" How terribly you must have suffered !

"

"Yes," responded Lady Crawford, "and I am resolved
you shall not endure the same fate. I hope the man who
has won your love is worthy of you. Do not tell me his
name, for I do not wish to practise greater deception t(nvard
your father than I must. But you may tell me of hi.? sta-
tion in life, and of his person, that I may know he is not
unworthy of you."

"His station in life," answered Dorothv, "is far better
than mine. In person he is handsome bevond any woman's
wildest dream of manly beautv. In character he is noble^
generous, and good. He is far beyond my deserts. Aunt
Dorothy."

"Then why does he not seek your hand from your
fatner ? " asked the aunt.

"That I may not tell you, Aunt Dorothy," returned the
girl, "unless you would have me tell you his name, and
that I dare not do. Although he is va.stlv my superior in
"

' --^
•••-. -"•- iii cnaructcr, stiu my iather would

a
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kill me before he would permit me to marry this man of
my choice; and I, dear aunt, fear I bhall die if I have him
not."

Light slowly dawned upon Aunt Dorothy's mind, and
she exclaimed in a terrified whisper:—

" My God, child, is it he ?
"

"Yes," responded the girl, "yes, it is he."
" Do not speak his name, Dorothy," the old lady said.

" Do not speak his name. So long as you do not tell me,
I cannot know with certainty who he is." After a pause
Aunt Dorothy continued, " Perhaps, child, it was his

father whom I loved and was compelled to give up."
"May the blessed Virgin pity us, sweet aunt," cried

Dorothy, caressingly.

"And help us," returned Lady Crawford. "I, too,

shall help you," she continued. " It will be through no
fault of mine if your life is wasted as mine has been."

Dorothy kissed her aunt and retired.

Ne.xt morning when Dorothy arose a song came from
her heart as it comes from the skylark when it sees
the sun at dawn — because it cannot help singing. It

awakened Aunt Dorothy, and she began to live her
life anew, in brightness, as she steeped her soul in the
youth and joyousness of Dorothy Vernon's song.

I have spoken before in this chronicle of Will Dawson.
He was a Conformer. Possibly it was by reason of his re-

ligious faith that he did not share the general enmity that
existed in Haddon Hall against the house of Rutland. He
did not, at the time of which I speak, know Sir John Man-
ners, and he did not suspect that the heir to Rutland was
the man who had of late been causing so much trouble to
the house of Vernon. At least, if he did suspect it, nr
one knew of his suspicions.

Sir George made a great effort to learn who the mysteri
UU3 :;:i^: ;-v>-^;c; v» J.b, Hill iiC 'WnOiiy laiiCu lu uulaiU UiXV CiCW
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to his identity. He had jumped to the conclusion that
Dorotliy's mysterious lover was a man of low degree.
He h:Kl taken for granted that he was an adventurer
whose station and person precluded him from openly
wooing his daughter. He did not know that the heir to
Rutland was in the Derbyshire country ; for John, after
his first meeting with Dorothy, had carefully concealed his

presence from everybody save the inmates of Rutland. In
fact, his mission to Rutland required secrecy, and the Rut-
land servants and retainers were given to understand as
niuch. Even had Sir George known of John's presence
at Rutland, the old gentleman's mind could not have com-
pas.sed the thought that Dorothy, who, he believed, hated
the race of Manners with an intensity equalled only by his
own feelings, could be induced to exchange a word with a
member of the house. His uncertainty was not the least
of his troubles; and although Dorothy had full liberty
to come and go at will, her father kept constant watch over
her. As a matter of fact. Sir George had given Dorothy
liberty partly for the purpose of watching her, and he
hoped to discover thereby and, if pos.sible, to cajnure the
man who had brought trouble to his household. Sir George
had once hanged a man to a tree on Bowling Green Hill
by no other authority than his own desire. That e.xecution
was the last in England under the old Sa.xon law of
Infangthef and Outfangthef. Sir George had been sum-
moned before Parliament for the deed

; but the writ had
issued again.st the King of the Peak, and that being only a
sobriquet, was neither Sir George's name nor his title. So
the writ was quashed, and the high-handed act of personal
justice was not farther investigated by the authorities.
Should my cousin capture his daughter's lover, there would
certainly be another e.xecution under the old Saxon law.
So you see that my friend Manners was tickling death
with a straw for Dorothx 's sake.
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One day Dawson approached Sir George and told him

that a man sought employment in the household of Haddon
Hall. Sir George placed great confidence in his forester

;

so he told Dawson to employ the man if his services were
needed. The new servant proved to be a fine, strong fel-
low, having a great shock of carrot-colored hair and a
bushy beard of rusty red.

Dawson engaged the newcomer, and assigned to him
the duty of kindling the fires in the family apartments
of the Hall. The name of the new servant\vas Thomas
Thompson, a name that Dorothy soon abbreviated to Ton^-
Tom.
One day she said to him, by way of opcuing the

acquaintance, "Thomas, you and I should be good
friends; we have so much in common."
"Thank you, my lady," responded Thomas, greatly

pleased. "I hope we shall be good friends; indeed,
indeed I do, hut I cannot tell wherein I am so fortunate
as to have anything in common with your Ladyship. Wh.at
IS it, may I ask, of which we have so much in comnjon .?

"

"So much hair," responded Dorothy, laughing.
"Ic were blasphemy, lady, to compare my hair with

yours," returned Thomas. "Your hair, I make sure, is

such as the blessed Virgin had. I ask your pardon for
speaking so plainly; but your words put the thought
into my mind, and perhaps they gave me liccnse'^to
speak."

Thomas was on his knees, placing wood upon the fire.

"Thomas," returned Dorothy, "you need never apolo-
gize to a lady for making so fine a speech. I declare a
courtier could not have made a better one."

" Perhaps I have hved among courtiers, lady," said
Thomas.
" I doubt not," replied Dorothy, decisively. " You would

ave me believe you are above your station. It is the vav
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to

with all new servants. I suppose you have seen fine com-
pany and better days."

" I have never seen finer company than now, and I have
never known better days than tins," responded courtier

Thomas. Dorothy thought he was presuming on her

condescension, and was about to toll him so when he con-
tinued : "The servants at Haddon Hall are gentlefolk
compared with servants at other places where I have
worked, and I desire nothing more than to find favor in

Sir George's eyes I would do anything to achieve that
end."

Dorothy was not entirely reassured by Thomas's closing
words; but even if they were presumptuous, she admired
his wit in giving them an inoffensi\e turn. From that
day forth the acquaintance grew between the servant and
mistress until it reached the point of familiarity at which
Dorothy dubbed hirn Tom-Torn.

Frequently Dorothy was startled by remarks made by
Thomas, having in them a .strong dash of familiarity; but h<»

always gave to his words a harmless turn before she could
resent them. At times, however, she was not quite sure
of his intention.

Within a week after Thomas's advent to the hall, Dorothy
began to suspect that the new servant looked upon her
with eyes of great favor. She frequently caught him
watching her, and at sucli times his eyes, which Dorothy
thought were really very fine, would glow with an ardor
all too evident. His manner was cause for amusement
rather than concern, and since she felt kindly toward the
new servant, she thought to create a faithful ally by
treating him graciously. She might, she thought, need
Thomas's help when the time should come for her to
leave Haddon Hall with John, if that happy time should
ever come. She did not realize that the most dangerous,

M
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HKin who was hiinscll" in love with her, even though he
were a servant, and she looked on Thomas's evident
inlatuation with a smile. She did not once think that iu
the end it might cause her great trouble, so she accepted
his mute admiration, and thought to make use of it later
on. To Tom, therefore, Dorothy was gracious.
John had sent word to Dorothy, by Jennie Faxton that

he had gone to London, and would be there for a fortnijrht
or more.

Sir George had given permission to his daughter to ride
out whenever she wished to do so, but he had ordered that
Dawson or I should follow in the capacity of spv, and
Dorothy knew of the censorship, though she pretended
Ignorance of it. So long as John was m L.ndun she did not
care who followed her; but I well knew that when Manners
should return, Dorothy would again begin mana-uvring
ana that by some cunning trick she would see him.
One afternoon I was temporarily absent from the Hall

and Dorothy wished to ride. Dawson was engaged, and
when Dorothy had departed, he ordered Tom to ride after
his mistress at a respectful distance. Nearly a fortnight had
passed since John had gone to London, and when Dorothy
rode^ forth that afternoon she was beginning to hope he
might have returned, and that bv some delightful possi-
bility he might then be loitering about the old trystin^.
place at Prowling Green Gate. There was a half-unconscious
conviction in her heart that he would be there. She deter
nimed, therefore, to ride toward Rowsley, to cross the
VVye at her former fording-place, and to go up to Bowling
Green Gate on the Devonshire side of the Haddon wall
She had no reason, other than the feeling born of her
wishes to bdicve that John would be there; but she
loved the spot for the sake of the memories which hovered
about It. She well knew that scmie one would follow
iier from the Hall : Knf ch^ f.,ih ^,,^.. 4.u_. .•„ ,

A* VUO^ LilU 3py
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proved to be Dawson or myself, she could easily arrange

matters to her satisfaction, if by ^ood fortune she stunild

find her lover at the gate.

Tom rode so far behind his mistress that she could not

determine who was following her. Whenever she brought

Dolcy to a walk, Tom-Tuni also walked his horse. When
Dorothy galloped, he galloped ; but after Dorothy had

crossed the Wye and had taken the wall over into the

Devoushiie lands, Tom also crossed the river and wall

and quickly rode to her side. He uncovered and bowed

low with a familiarity of manner that startled her. The

act of riding up to her and the manner in which he took

his place by her side were presumptuous to the {)oint of

insolence, and his attitude, although not openly offensive,

was slightly alarming. She put Dolcy to a gallop ; but

the servant who, she thought, was presuming on her for-

mer graciousness, kept close at Dolcy's heels. The man
was a stranger, and she knew nothing of his character

She was alone in the forest with him, and she did not

know to what length his absurd passion for her might

lead hiin. She was alarmed, but she despised cowardice

although she knew herself to be a coward, and she deter

mined to ride to the gate, which was but a short distance

ahead of her. She resolved that if the insolent fellow

continued his familiarity, she would teach him a lesson he

would never forget. When she was within a short dis

tance of the gate she sprang from Dolcy and handed her

rein to her servant. John was not there, but she went to

the gate in the hope that a letter might be hidden beneath

the stone bench where Jennie was wont to find them in

times past. Dorothy found no letter, but she could not

resist the temptation to sit down upon the bench where he

and she had sat, and to dream over the happy moments
Tom. in^.torifl of hiv.d.iti!'*' th^^ H{^rs.f^F.rHii T-,n/1 .nf- fVi..

hitched them, and walked toward Dorothy. That act on

> il
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T'L U^uTu "" "'<„,ld„u, have dared d„ such
^

thmj;. It filled her w,th alar,,,, a„d as Ton, approached

r.;h"hi,r-?,r T'T '" ""'"— ''^ -""
re ,,.,?,

'"*"" ""• "dacio„s Thomas, havi,,..reac ed the gate, seated hi,„seK beside his n,istre s o" estone bench, the g,rl sprang to her feet in fri-w, , ,,.nd,gna„o„. .She began „, realize the extent o he fo"lhard,„ess ,n go,ng ,„ that secluded spot «th a stra, gen

cried"z:;,i:;,Car™:i;.TaV'''^'''^"'^™
'-'-'''"•'•

">''inthrpa;:":ce''.M^i;°a".tV''""^T,
'"'*"=" ''"''"^

;^,. . .on ';,er,nit^'-™e ^^J:^:^^^';^::s'2minutes you will be unwiUini?_ " ^ ^ ^""' ^''"

fhl' ^Tu ^''^'] ' '"'"^ '^' -''' ^^-^-^'Itantly. Tom snitchedhe red beard ron. his face, and Dorothy, after ol flit-
inff, lum.nous look into his eyes, fell upon her Ces andbuned her face in her hands. She wei)t and Tohn K ^
over the kneelin, ,irl. kissed her sJ^/it 'hair

^ "'
'^"''"^

Cruel, cruel, ' sobbed Dorothv Th,.n cK . rf. i t.

head and clasped her l,ands abo „ iX ,",f
^ '"

'lstrange," she continued, " that I so, I ,, , u
'' " ""'

of seeing you > My reason k , t , I ! t^^^^l^X
"""

ccrt.i nt. seen,ed to assure „,e that vou would be here It

'wan "k
'° '"""• '"""^'^

' '--' y-" ^'ft r ve ";ssed

tip. J:;''''""'
'"'" """ ""*" «- p»-''-s -

" You did not know niv voice " sqirl T^v,^ « i- ,

penetrate ,.y disg,,ise. Vou „:;e sl'id Iht™,,":™ |' J™
Pe don'He V"'T

'" "" '"-'"™"'^ '" Derbvs i :."
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"I found no opportunity," returned John, "others were
always present."

I shall tell you nothmg that followed. It is no affair of
yours nor of mine.

They were overjoyed in being together once more.
Neither of them seemed to realize that John, while living

under Sir George's roof, was facing death every moment.
To Dorothy, the fact that John, who was heir to one of
England's noblest houses, was willing for her sake to be-
come a servant, to do a servant's work, and to receive the
mdignities constantly put upon a servant, appealed most
powerfully. It added to her feeling for him a tenderness
which is ni)t necessarily a part of passionate love.

It is needless fur me to tell you that while John per-
formed faithfully the duty of keeping bright the fires in

Haddon Hall, he did not neglect the other tlame — the one
in Dorothy's heart — for the sake of whose warmth he had
assumed the leathern garb of servitude and had placed his
head in the lion's mouth.

At first he and Dorothy used great caution in exchang-
ing words and glances, but familiarity with danger breeds
contempt for it. So they utilized every opportunity that
niggard chance offered, and jlinded by their great longing
soon began to make opportunities for speech with each
other, thereby bringing trouble to Dorothy and deadly
peril to John. Of that I shall soon tell you.

During the period of John's service in Haddon Hall
negotiations for Dorothy's -arriage with Lord Stanley
were progressing slowly but surely. Arrangements for
the marriage settlement by the Stanleys, and for Dorothy's
dower to be given by Sir George, were matters that the
King of the Peak approached boldly as he would have
met any other affair of business. But the Earl of Derby,
whose mind moved slowly, desiring that a generous Dortion
ot the V;-rnon wealth should be transferred with IDorothy

Jl
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to the Stanley holdings without the delay incident to
Sir George's death, put off signing the articles of marriage
in his effort to augment the cash payment In truth, the
great wealth which Dorothy would bring to the house of
Stanley was the earl's real reason for desiring her marriage
with his son. The earl was heavily in debt, and his estate
stood in (lire need of help.

Sir George, though attracted by the high nobility of the
house of Stanley, did not relish the thought that the wealth
he had accumulated by his own efforts, and the \'ernon
estates which had come down to him through centuries,
should go to pay Lord Derby's debts. He therefore in-
sisted that Dorothy's dower should be her separate estate,
and demanded that it should remain untouched and un-
touchable by cither of the Stanleys. That arrangement
did not suit my lord earl, and although the son since he
had seen Dorothy at Derby-town was eager to possess the
beautiful girl, his father did not share his ardor. Lawyers
were called in who looked expensively wise, but they accom-
plished the purjHise for which they were employed. An
agreement of marriage was made and was drawn'up on an
imposing piece of parchment, brave with ribbons, pompous
with seals, and fair in clerkly penmanship.
One day Sir George showed me the copv of the contract

which had been prepared f..r him. That evening at the
cost of much labor he and I went over the indenture word
for word, and when we had r-v'shed Sir George thou-ht it

wasvery good indeed. He cmed to think that all^diffi-
culties in the way of the marriage were overcome when the
agreement that lay before us on the table had been achieved
between him and the earl. I knew Sir George's troubles
had only begun

; for I was aware of a fact which it seemed
impossible for him to learn, though of late Dorothy had
given him much teaching thereto. I knew that he had
transmuted lu his daughter a large portion of his own
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fierce, stubborn, unbreakable u ill, and thai in her it existed
in its most deadly form — the feminine. To me after
supper thai nij;ht was assigned the task of reading and
rereading many times to Sir George the contents of the
beautiful parchmei/. When I would read a clause that
particularly pleased my cousin, he insisted on celebrating
'•he event by drinking a mug of liquor drawn from a huge
iCather stoup which sat upon the table between us. By
the time I had made several readings of the interesting
document the characters began to mingle in a way that
did not impart ease and clearness to my style. Some of
the strange combinations which I and the liquor extracted
from amid the seals and ribbons puzzled Sir George not a
little. But with each new libation he found new clauses
and fresh causes for self-congratulation, though to speak
e.xact truth I more than once married Sir George to the
Karl of Derby, and in my profanity gave Lord James
Stanley to the devil to have and to hold.

Sir George was rapidly falling before his mighty enemy,
drink, and I was not far behind him, though I admit the
fault with shame. .My cousin fcr a while was mightily
pleased with the contract; but when the liquor had brought
him to a point where he was entirely candid with himself,
he let slip the fact that after all there was regret at the
bottom of the goblet, metaphorically and actually. Before
his final surrender to drink he dropped the immediate
consideration of the contract and said:

" Malcolm, I have in my time known many fools, but
if you will permit an old man, who loves you dearly, to
make a plain statement of his conviction "

"Certainly," I interrupted,

"It would be a great relief to me," he continued, "tc
say that I believe you to be the greatest fool the good God
ever permitted to live."

" I am sure, Sir George, that your condescending flattery
IS very pleasing," I said.

il
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Sir George, unmindful of my rciiiaik, continued, "Your
disease is not usually a deadly malady, as a look about you
will easily show

; but, Malcolm, if you were one whit more
of a fool, you certainly would perish."

I was not offended, for I knew that my cousin meant no
offence.

" Then, Sir George, if the time ever comes when I wish
to commit suicide, I have always at hantl an easy, pain-
less mode (jf death. I shall beiome only a little more of
a fool." I laughingly said, " I will do my utmost to absorb
a little wisdom now and then as a preventive."

" Never a bit of wisdom will you ever absorb. A man
who would refuse a girl whose wealth and beauty arc as
great as Dorothy'.s, is past all hope. I often awaken in

the dark corners of the night when a man's troubles stalk
about his bed like livid demons; and when I think that al!

of this evil which has come up between Dorothy and me,
and all of this cursed estrangement which is eating out my
heart could have been averted if you had consented to marry
her, I cannot but feel— "

" Rut, Sir George," I interrupted, " it was Dorothy, not I.

who refused. She could never have been brought to marry
me."

" Don't tell me, Malcolm ; don't tell m.>," cried the old
man, angrily. Drink had made Sir George sullen and
violent. It made me happy at first; but with liquor in ex-
cess there always came to me a sort of frenzv.

" Don't tell me," continued Sir George. "There never
lived a Vernon who couldn't win a woman if he would try
But put all that aside. She would have obeved me. I

would have forced her to marry you, and she would have
thanked me afterward."

" You could never have forced her to marry me," I replied,
" I^ut that I could nv.f\ thnf T '.'.'.•^ulrl T-.-j-.r.- .'?.".r-..'5 " --.-:.-4 c-s

George. " ^he like is done eery day. Girls in these
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modern times are all perverse, but thoy are made to yield.
Take the cases of Sir Thomas Mobley, Sir Gram Khodas,
and William Kimm. Their dau^^^hters rdl refused to marry
the men chosen for them, but the wenches were made to
yield. It 1 had a daughter who refu.sed to obey me, I

would break her; I would break her. Yes, by God! I

would break her if I had to kill her," and the' old man
brought his clenched hand down upon the oak table with
a crash. His eyes glared frightfully, and hit, face bore a
forbidding expression which boded no -006 for Dorothy,
"She will make trouble in this matter," Sir George con-

tinued, tapping the parchment with his middle nnger.
"She will make trouble about this ; but, by God, Malcolm,
she shall obey me."

He struck the oaken table another great bl-nv with his
fist, and glared fiercely across at me.
"Lo'd Wyatt had trouble with his dau-hter when he

made Jie marria,';e with Devonshire," continued Sir George.
"A damned good match it was, too, for the girl. But she
had her heart set on young Gillnian, and she refused to
obey her father. She refused, by God, point blank, to
obey her father. S!ie refused to o'ley the man who had
given her life. What did Wyatt do ? He was a man who
knew what a child owes to its father, and, by God, Malcolm,
after trying every other means to bring the wench to her
senses, after he had tried persuasion, after having in
two priests and a bishop to show her how badly^'she
was acting, and after he had tried to reason with hev,
be whipped her; yes, he whipped her till she bled — till

she bled, Malcolm, I t.-ll you. Ah, Wyatt knew what is

due from a child to its parcntr,. The whipping failed to
bring the perverse huzzy to obedience, so Wyatt threw hei
into a dungeon and starved her till— till

"

"Till she died." I interrntit-fr!

"Yes, till she died," mumbled Sir George, sullenly, "
tiP

-ne died, and it served her right, by God, served her'r'ight
"

I

ii i|
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The old man was growing very drunk, and everything

was beginninj; to appear distorted to me. Sir Geor<i'e rose
to his feet, leaned toward me with glaring eyes, struck the
table a terrible blow with his fist, and said : —

" By the blcod of God I .nvear that if Doll refuses to
marry Stanley, and persists in her refusal. Til whip her.
Wyait is a man after my own heart. I'll starve her. I'll
kill her. Av, if I loved her ten thousand times more than
I do, I wou J kill her or she should obey me."
Then dawned upon me a vision of terrible possibilities.

I was sure Sir Geoigc could not foree Dorotny to marry
against her will; but I feared lest ho might kill her in
his effort to "break her." I do not mean that I feared
he would kill her by a direct act. unless he should do
so m a moment of frenzy induced by drink and passion,
but I dia fear for the results of the breaking process.'
The like had often happened. It had happened in the
case ol VVyatt's daughter. Dorothy under the into.vicating
mrtuence of her passion might become so possessed by the
spirit of a martyr that she could calmly take a flogging,
but my belief was that sh.uild matters proceed to^hat
extreme, should Sir George flog his dai:gl)ter, tlic chords
of her highly strung nature w uld snap under the tension,
and she would die. I loved Dorothy'for the sake of her
fierce, passionate, tender heart, and because she loved me

;

and even in my sober, refloct;-e moments I had resolved
that my life, ay, and Sir George's life also, should stand
between the girl and the lash. If in calmness I could
deliberately form such a resolution, imagine the effect on
my hquor-crazed brain of Sir George's words and the vista
of horrors they disclosed. I was intoxicated. I was drunk,
i say It with shame; and on hearing Sir George's threat my
half-frenzied imagination ran riot into the foreboding future

Ali the candles, save one lettering wick, were dead in
their sockets, and the room was filled with lowering ohan-

„^
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tom-likc shadows from oaken floor to grimy vauUed roof

beams, Sir George, haniiy conscious of wliat he did and
said, all his evil passions cinickened with drink, leaned his

hands upon the table ar.d glared across at me. He seemed
to he the incarnation of rage and ferocity, to so great a

pitch had he wrought himself. The sputtering candle

feebl\- flickered, and s^^emed to give its dim light only that

the darksome shadcnvs niight flit ai:d hover about us like

vampires on the scent of blood. A cold perspiration in-

duced by a nameless fear came upon me, and in that dark

future to which my heated imagination travelled I saw, as

if revealed by black magic, fair, sweet, generous Dorothy,

standing piteously upon Howling Green hillside. Over her

drooping form there hum'- in air a monster cloudlike image
of her father hoiding in . .; hand a deadly bludgeon. So
black, so horrid was this shadow-demon that I sprang from
ray chair with a frightful oath, and shrieked:—
"Hell is made for man because of his cruelty to

v.-oman."

Sir George had sunk into his chair. Liquor had finished

its work, and the old man, resting his he.al upon his folded

arms, leaned forward on the table. He was drunk — dead
to the world. How long I stood in frenzied stupor

azing at shadow-stricken Dorothy upon the hillside I do
not know. It must have been several minutes. Blood of

Christ, how vividlv I remember the vision ! The sunny
radiance of the girl's hair was darkened and dead. Her
beiuling attitude was c , of abject grief. Her hands
covered her face, and ' v> was che image of woe. Sud-
denly she lifted her head with the quick impulsive move-
ment so familiar in her, and v.ith a cry eloquent as a

child's wail for its mother called, "John," and held out
her arms ii'iploringlv toward the dim shadowv form of

her lover standing upon the hill crest. Then John's form
bc,;an to fade, and as its shadowv essence L^rew dim.
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despaii slowly stole Iji-.e a mask of death over Dorothy's
face. She stood for a moment gazin- vacantly into space.
Then she fell to the ground, the shadow of her father
hovering over her prostrate form, and the words, " Dead,
dead, dead," came to me in horrifying whispers from every
dancing shadow-demon in the room.

In trying to locate the whispers as they reverberated from
floor to oaken rafters, I turned and saw Sir George. He
looked as if he were dead.

" Why should you not be dead in fact ?" I cried. "You
would kill your daughter Why should I not kill you?
That will solve the whole question."

I revelled in the thought ; I drank it in ; I nursed it ; I

cuddled it; I kissed it. Nature's brutish love for murder
had deluged my soul. I put my hand to my side for the
purpose of drawing my sword or my knife. I had neither
with me. Then I remember staggering toward the fire

place to get one of the fire-irons with which to kill my
cousm, I remember that when I grasped the fiie-aon, by
the strange working of habit I employed it for the moment
in its proper use; and as I began to stir the embers on the
hearth, my original purpo.se was forgotten. That moment
of hai)it-wrought forgetfulness saved me and saved Sir
George's Hfe. I remember that I sank into the chair in

front of the fireplace, holding the iron, and I thank God
that I remember nothing more.

During the night the servants aroused me, and I stag-
gered up the stone stairway of Eagle Tower and clambered
into my room.

The next morning I awakened feeling ill. There was a
taste in my mouth as if I had been chewing a piece of the
devil's boot over night. I wanted no breakfast, -,0 I climbed
to the top ot the tower, hoping the trcsh morning breeze
might cool my head and cleanse my mouth. For a moment
or two I stood on the tower roof bareheaded and oncn

h A
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mouthed while I drank in the fresh, purifying air. The
sweet draught hcliicd me physically; but all t"ie winds of
Boreas could not have hl.Avu out of niv head the vision
of the previous night. The question, " Was it prophetic ?

"

kept ringing in n:y ears, answerless save by a superstitious
feeling of fear. Then the horrid thought that I had only
by a mere chance missed becoming a murderer came ujion
me, and again was crowtled from my mind by the memory
of Dorothy and the hovering spectre which had hung over
her head on Bowling Green hillside.

I walked to the north side of the tower and on looking
down the first person I saw was our new servant, Thomas,
holding two horses at the mounting stand. One of them
was Dolcy, and I, feeling that a brisk ride with Dorothy
would help me to throw off my wretchedness, quickly
descended the t(;wer stairs, stopped at my room for my
hat and cloak, and walked around to the m junting block.
Dorothy was going to ride, and I supposed she would pre-
fer me to the new servant ,is a companion.

I asked Thomas if his mistress were going out for a ride,
and he replied affirmatively.

"Who is to accompany her.?" I asked.
" She gave orders for me to go with her," he answered.
"Very well," I responded, "take your horse back to the

stable and fetch mine." The man hesitated, and twice he
began to make replv, but finallv he said :—
"Very well. Sir Malcolm."
iie hitched Dolcy to the ring ir. the mounting block and

started back toward the stable leading his own horse. At
that moment Dorothy came out of the tower gate, dressed
for the ride. Surely no woman was ever more beautiful
than she that mornin^^

" Tom-Tom, where are you taking the horse .'" she cried.
"To the stable, Mistress," answered the servant. "Sir

\T ,l^,.1...
vax'i go Vv'iin yuu.
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Dorothy's joyousness vanished. Fi mi radiant bright-
ness her expression changed in the twinkling of an eye to
a loolc of disappointment so sorrowful that I at once knew
there was sonic great reason why she did not wish nie to
ride with her. I ..oukl not divine the reason, neither did I
try. I quickly said to Thomas : —
"Do not bring my horse. If Mistress Vernon will

excuse mo, I shall not ride with her this morning. I forgot
for the moment that I had not breakfasted."
Again came to Dorothy's face the radiant look of joy as

if to afhrm what it had already told me. I looked toward
Thomas, and his eyes, too, w^ere alight. I could make
nothing of it. Thomas was a fine-looking ^ellow, not-
withstanding his preposterous hair and beard; but I felt
sure there could be no understanding between the man
and his mistress.

When Thomas and Dorothy had mounted, she timidly
ventured to say :

—
" We are sorry, Cousin Malcolm, that you cannot ride

with us."

She did not give me an oj^portunity to change my mind,
but struck Dolcy a sharp blow with her whip that sent the
spirited mare galloping toward the dove-cote, and Thomas
quickly followed at a respecttul distance. p>om the dove-
cote Dorothy took the path down the Wye toward Rowsley.
I, of Hirse, connected her strange conduct with John.
When a young woman who is well balanced phvsically,
mentally, and morally acts in a strange, unusual ii: inner!
you may depend on it th','re is a man somewhere behind
her motive.

I knew that John was in London. Only the night before
I had received word from Rutland Castle' that lie had not
returned, and that he was not expected home for many
days.

So i couciuued LiiaL joh could not be behind my fair

i
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rousin's motive. I tried to sto]i guessing at the riddle

[)urothy had set me, but my effort was useless. I won-
dered and thought and guessed, but I brought to myself
only the answer, "Great is the mystery of womanhood."

After Dorothy had ridden away I again climbed to the

top of Eagle Tower and saw the riders cross the Wye at

Dorothy's former fording-place, and take the wall. I then
did a thing that lills me with shame when I think of it.

For the only ti:ne in my whcjle life I acted the part of a

spy. I hurried to Bowling Green Gate, and horror upon
horror, there I Icheld my cousin Durothv in the arms of

Tliomas, the man-servant. I do not know why the truth

of Thomas's identity did not dawn upon mc, but it did not,

and I .stole away from the gate, thinking that Dorothy,
after all, was no better than the other v.omen 1 had known
at various times in my life, and I resolved to tell John
what 1 had seen. You must remember that the women I

had known were of the courts of Mary Stuart and of Guise,

and the less we say about them the better. God pity

them ! Prior to my acquaintance with Dorothy and Madge
I had always considered a man to be a fool who would put
his laith in womankind. T. ! me women were as good as

men,— no belter, no worse. Hut with my knowledge of

tho.se two girls there had grown u|j in mc a faith in woman's
virtue which in my opinion is man's greatest comforter; the

lack of ic his greatest torment.

I went back to Eagle Tower and stood at my window
looking down the Wye, hoping soon to see Dorothy return-

ing home. I did not feel jealou.sy in the sense that a lover

would fee] it; but there was a pam in my heart, a mingling
of grief, anger, and resentment because Dorothv hail de-

stroyed not only my faith in her, but, alas! my sweet, new-
born faith in womai.kind. Throtigh her fault I had fallen

again to my old, black belief that virtue was only another
Haiiie ior t-Ll^lv Ul UptJUt LtliilFr v,aaV Ie>i rt ulail
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who has never known virtue in woman to bear and forbear

the laclc of it; but when once he has known the priceless

treasure, duubt becomes excruciating pain.

After an hour or two Dorothy and her servant appeared

at the ford and took the path up the Wye toward Iladdon.

Thomas was riding a short distance behind his accom
modating mistress, and as they approached the Hall, I

recognized something familiar in his figure. At first, the

feeling of recognition was indistinct, but when the riders

drew near, something al)out the man — his poise on the

horse, a trick with the rein or a turn with his stirrup, I

could not teil what it was — startled me like a tiash in the

dark, and the word "John!" sprang to my lips. The
wonder of the thing drove out of m}- mind all power to

think. I could only feel happy, so I lay down upon my
bed and soon dropped off to sleep.

When I awakened I was rapt in peace, for I had again

found my treasured faith in womankind. I had hardly dared
include Madge in my backsliding, but I had come peril-

ously near doing it, and the thought of my narrow escape
from such perfidy frightened me. I have never taken the
risk since that day. I would not believe the testimony of

my own eyes against the cidence of my faith in Madge.
I knew that Thomas was Sir John Manners, and vet I

did not know it certainly. I determined, if possible, to

remain in partial ignorance, hopini: tha*^ I nn'ght with some
small show of truth be able to plead ignorance should Sir

George accuse me of bad faith in having failed to tell him
of John's presence in Haddon Hall. That Sir George
would sooner or later discover Thomas's identity I had
little doubt. That he would kill him should he once have
him in his power, I luul no doubt at all. Hence, although
I had awakened in peace concerning Dorothy, you may
understand that I iwakened to trouble concerning John.

,1



CHAPTER XI

The Cost Mark of Joy

PEACE had been restored i)et\vcen Dorothy and hei
father. At least an armistice had been tacitly de-

clared. But, owing to Dorothy's Knowledge of her
father's intention that she should marry Lord Stanley, and
because of Sir George's feeling that Dorothy had detcr-^

mined to do nothing of the sort, the belligerent powers
niaintained a defensive attitude which rendered an absolute
reconciliation impossible. They were ready for war at a
moment's notice.

The strangest part of their relation was the failure of
each to comprehend and fully to realize the full strength
of the other's purpose. Dorothy could not bring herself to

believe that her father, who had until within the last few
weeks, been kind and indulgent to her, seriously intended to
force her into marriage with a creature so despicable as
Stanley. In fact, she did not believe that her father could
offer lasting resistance to her ardent desire in any matter.
Such an untoward happening had never befallen her.

Dorothy had learned to believe from agreeable experience
thatitwas a crime in any one. bordering on treason, to thwart
her ardent desires. It is true she had in certain events, been
compelled to coax and even to weep gentlv. On a few
extreme occasions she had been forced to do a little storm
ing in order to have her own w^ay ; but that any presump-
•iOuS ;;i;;;v;LiiJai.-) anwUiCi resist i'lCi sv

*39
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been resorted to was an event of such recent happening in
her life that she had not grown 1 ami liar with the thought
of It. Therefore, while she felt that her father mi-dit seri-
ously annoy her with the Stanley pr-jcet, and while she
realized that she might be compelled to resort to the storm-mg process in a degree thitherto uncalled fi.r, she believed
that the storm she would raise would blow her father en
tirely out of his absurd and utterly untenable jn^sition On
the other hand, while Sir George anticipated trouble with
Dorothy, he had never been able to believe that she
would abso'utely refuse to obey him. In those olden
tunes— now nearly half a century past -filial disobedi-
ence was rare. The refusal of a child to obey a parent
and especially the refusal of a daughter to obey her father
ni the matter of marriage, was then looked upon as a crime
and was trequently punished in a way which amounted
to barbarous ferocity. Sons, being of the privileged sitle
of humanity, might occasionally disobey with impunity, but
woe to the poor girl who dared set up a will of her own
A man who could not compel obedience from his daughter
was looked upon as a poor weakling, and contempt^ was
his portion in the eyes of his fellow-men — in the eyes of
his fellow-brutes, I shoidd like to say.

Growing out of such conditions was the firm belief on
the part of Sir George that Dorothy would in the end obey
him

;
but if by any hard chance she should be guilty of th'e

high r ime of disobedience — Well ! Sir George intended
to prevent the crime. Perhaps mere stubborness and
fear of the contempt in which he would be held by his
friends in case he were defeated by his owr daughter were
no small parts of Sir George's desire to carry through the
enterprise in which he had embarked with the Stanleys.
Although there was no doubt in Sir George's mind that
he would eventually conquer in the conflict with Dorothy,
he had a profound respect tor the power of his antagonist

A
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CO do temporary battle, and he did not care to enter into

actual hostilities until hostilities should become actually

necessary.

Therctore, upon the second day after I had read the

beribboned, besealed contract 10 Sir George, he sent an

.^ advance guard toward the enemy's line. He placed the

ornamental piece of parchment in Lady Crawford's hands
and directed her to give it to Dorothy.

But before I tell you of the parchment I must relate a

scene that occurred in Aunt Dorothy's room a few hours
after I recognized John as he rode up the Wye with
Dc;rothy. It was late in the afternoon of the day after I

read the contract to Sir George and saw the horrid vision

on Howling Green.

I was sitting with Madge at the west window of Dorothy's
parlor. We were watching the sun as it sank in splendor
bcjieath Ovcrhaddon Hill.

I should like first to tell you a few words — only a few,

I pray you— concerning Madge and myself. I will.

I have just said that Madge and I were watching the

sun at the west window, and I told you but the truth, for

Madge had learned to see with my eyes. Gladly would
I have given them to her outright, and willingly would I

have lived in darkness could I have given light to her.

She gave light to me— the light of truth, of purity, and
of exalted motive. There had been no words spoken by
Madge nor me to any one concerning, the strange and
holy chain that was welding itself about us, save the par-

tial confession which she had whispered to Dorothy. Hut
notwithstanding our silence, our friends in the Hall under-
stood that Madge and T were very donr to each other. I,

of course, saw a great deal of her , but it was the evening
hour at the west window to which I longingly looked

1 »»! TT /forward all thf. d.'.v

thoughts come with the rhythmic flow and eloquent i
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imagery of one to whom the talent of poesy is given Put
during those evening hours it seemed that with the sott
touch of Madge's hand there ran through me a current of
infectious dreaming which kindled mv soul till thou-hts of
beauty came to my mind and words uf music spran-'^to my
hps such as I had always considered not to he in me It
was not I who spoke; it was IMadge who saw with my
eyes and spoke with my voice. To my vision, swaved by
Madge s subtle influence, the landscape became a thin- of
moving beauty and of life, and the floating clouds became
a panorama of ever shifting pictures. I. inspired by her
described so eloquently the wonders I saw that she too'
could see them. Nou- a fiock of white-winged an-els
rested on the low-hung azure of the sky, watching "the
glory of Phu^bus as he drove his fiery steeds ovei the
western edge of the world. Again, Mount Olvmpr.s would
grow before my eyes, and I would plainly see Jove sitting
upon his burnished throne, while gods and goddes.ses
floated at his feet and revelled on the fleecy mountain
sices. Then would mountain, gods, and goddesses dis-
solve, --as m fact they did dissolve ages ago before the
eyes of millions who had thought them real. - and in their
places perhaps would come a procession of golden-maned
ions, at the description of which would Madge take pre-tended fright. Again, would I see Madge herself in flow-mg white robes made of the stuff from which fleecy clouds
are wrcught. All these wonders would I describe, andwhen I would come to tell her of the fair cloud ima.,e of
herself I .ould .seize the joyous chance to make her
under.stand m some faint degree how altogether lovely inmy eyes the vision was. Then would she smile and softly
press my hand and .say : _ ^

rl.,' K^l?'"\''^
."'"'' ^'" '""'^ °"^ ""^^^ yo^ see in the

cloud, though she was plea.sed
But when the hour was d(,ne then came the crowning

.1
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moment of the day, for as I would rise to take my L-ave,

if perchance we were alone, she would give lierselt to my
arms for one fleetint; instant and willingly would her lips

await— hut there are moments too sacred f(,)r aught save holy

thought. The theme is sweet to me, but I nuist go back
tc Dorothy and tell yt)U (, the scene I have jiromised you.

As I have already said, it was the evening following

that upon which I had read the marriage contract to Sir

George, and had seen the vision on the hillside. Madge
and I were sitting at the west window. Dorothy, in kind-

ness to us, was sitting alone by the fireside in Lady Craw-
ford's chamber. Thomas entered the room with an armful
of fagots, which he deposited in the fagot-holder. He was
about to replenish the fire, but Dorothy thrust him aside,

and said :
—

" You shall kindle no more fires for me. At least you
shall not do so when no one else is by. It pains me that

you, at whose feet I am unworthy to kneel, should be my
servant

"

Thereupon she took in her hands the fagot John had
been holding. He offeied to prevent her, but she said:—

" Please, John, let me do this."

The doors were open, and we heard all that was said by
Dorothy and Tom. Madge grasped my hand in surprise
and fear.

"Please, John," said Dorothy, "if it gives me pleasure
to be your servant, you should \^ot wish to deny me. There
lives but one person whom I would serve. There, John, I

will _;ive you another, and you shall let mo do as I will."

Dorothy, still holding the fagot in her hands, pressed it

ap;ainst John's breast and gently pushed him backward
toward a large armchair, in which she had been sitting by
the west side of the fireplace.

" Vf-ji. i;.')- fU^yr- T.,,U.n ir-.J -,-.r= -.-.z'A} ,^.~.\ra V..-1 -t.-.-.r.-. f^1-..-.i !'..:.,

IS our house, and that you have just come in very cold from <M«
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a ride, and that I am making a fine fire to warm you. Isn't

it pleasant, John? There, you sit ami warm y(Airself

my — my — hudbaiul," she said laughingly. "It i.-, fme
sport even to phiy at. There is one fagot on the tire," she
said, as she threw the wood upon the embers, causing them
to tly in all directions. John started up to brush the scat-

tered embers back into the nrej)lace, but Dorothy stopped
him.

"I will put them all back," shj said. "You knew you
are cold and very tired. You have been overseeing the
tenantry and have been hunting. Will you have a bowl
of punch, my — my husband .'

' and she laughed again and
kissed him as she passed to the holder for another fagot.

" I much prefer that to punch," said John, laughing
softly. " Have you more.'"

"Thousands of them, John, thousands of them." Fhe
rippled forth a little laugh and continued: " I occupy my
time nowadays in making them that I may always have a
great supply when we are— that is, you know, when you— when the time comes that you may require a great many
to keep you in good humor." Again came the laugh, merry
anil clear as the tinkle of sterling sih-er.

She laughed again within a minute or two ; but when the
second laugh came, it sounded like a knell.

Dorothy delighted to be dressed in the latest fashion.

Ui)on this occasion she wore a skirt vast in width, of
a pattern then much in vogue. The sleeves also were
preposterously large, in accordance with the custom of
the times. About her neck a beautitul white linen ruff
stood out at lea.st the eighth part of an ell. The day had
been damp and cold, and the room in which she had been
sitting was chilly. For that reason, most fortunately, she
had thrown over her shoulders a wide sable cloak broad
enoup^h to pufnlrl her m'in\' timoc nr>A 1,,,,,, .^„ u *_

^" ' "'--B -:•-L:^;I lu

reach nearly to her knees : Dorothy thus arrayed was

i
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standing in front of John's chair. She had just spciv»:n

the words "good hunu
, when iho duor leading to her

father's room opened and in walked Sir George. She
and her ample skirts anti broad sleeves were between
John and the door. Not nnc brief instant did Dorothy
waste in thou-ht. flatl she pauseti to put in motion
the machinery of reason, John would have been lost.

Thomas sitting in Lady Crawford's chair and Dorothy
standing beside him would have told Sir George all he
needed to know. He might not have discovered John's
identity, but a r()i)e and a tr^.-e in Bowling tireen would
quickly have clob,ed the chapter of J^orothy's mysterious
love affair. Dorothy, however, did not stop to reason nor
to think. She simply acted without preliminary thought,
as the rose unfolds or as the liglitnmg strikes. She
quietly sat down upon John's knees, leaned closely back
against him, spread out the ample folds of her skirt,' threw
the lower parts of her broad cape over her shoulders a d
across the back of the chair, and Sir J<jhn Manners was
invisible to mortal eyes.

"Come in. father," said Dorothy, in dulcet tones that
should have betrayed her.

" I heard you laughing and talking," said Sir George,
"and I wondered who was with you."

" I was talking to Madge and Malcolm who are in the
other room," replied Dorothy.

" Did not Thomas come in with fagots .' " asked Sir
George.

" I think he is replenishing the fire in the parlor, father,
or he may have gone out. I did not notice. Do vou want
him.'"

^

" I do not especially want him," Sir George answered.
"When he finishes in the parlor I will tell him that you

'' -"-- ^-^'i^'iiiy.

" Very well," replied Sir George,
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He returned to his r nm, but he did not close the door
The moment her lather's back was turned D.-rothy

called ;
— '

"Tom-Tom, father wants you." and "nstantly Thomas
was standing deferentially by her side, and she was seated
in the great chair. It was a rajnd change, I assure you.
I5ut a m.in's life and his fortune for good or ill often hang
upon a tiny peg— a second of time protruding from the
wall of eternity. It serves him brieriy ; but if he be ready
for the vitnl instant, it may serve him well.

" Yes, mistress," said Thomas, " I go to him at once.^'
John left the room and closed the door as he passed out.

Then it was that Dorothy's laugh sounded like the chilling
tones of a knell. It was the laugh of one almost dis"
traught. She came to Madge and m laughing, but the
laugh quickly changed to convulsive .sobs. The'strain of
the brief moment during which her father luid been in
Lady Crawford's room had been tt)o great for even her
strong nerves to bear. She tottered and wmiUl have fallen
had I not caught her. I carried her to the bed. and
Madge called Lady Crawford. l)<,n,thv had swooned.
When she wakened she said dreamily : —
" I shall always keej) this cloak and gown."
Aunt Dorothy thought the words were but t'le incohe-

rent utterances of a dimly conscious mind, but I knew they
were the deliberate expression of a justly grateful heart.
The following evening trouble came about ..ver the

matter of the marriage contract.

You remember I told vuu that Sir Ce-rge had .sent Lady
Crawford as an advance guard to place the parchment in
the enemy's hands. But the advance guard feared the
enemy and therefore did not deliver the contrac t directly
to Dorothy. She placed it conspicuously upnn the table,
knowing well that her niece's curiosity would soon prompt
an examination.
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I was sittincr before the fi re in Aunt Dorothy's room.
talking to IVIad^^e when Lady Crawford entered, placed
the parchment on the table, and took a chair by my side
Soon Dorothy entered the room. The roll of parchment
brave with ribbons, was lying on the table. It attracted
her attention at once, and she took it in her hands.

" What is this .'
" she asked carelessly. Her action was

prompted entirely by idle curiosity. That, by the way.
was no small motive with Dorothy. She had the curiosity
of a young doe. Receiving no answer, she untied the
ribbons and unrolled the parch iient to investigate its con-
tents for herself. When the parchment was unrolled, she
began to read :—

" In the name of God, amen. This indenture of agree-
ment, looking lo union in the holy bonds of mardaf-e
between the Right Honorable Lord James Stanley of the
first part, and Mis'xess Dorothy Vernon of Iladdon of the
second part— "

She read no farther. She crumpled the b-autiful parch
ment in her hands, walked over to the fire, and quietly
placed the sacred instrument in the midst of the flames
Then she turned away with a sneer of contempt upon her
face and — again I grieve to tell you this— said :—
"In the name of God, amen. May this indenture be

damned."
" Dorothy!" exclaimed Lady Crawford, horrified at her

niccr's profanity. "I feel shame for vour impious words."
" I don't care what you feel, aunt," retorted Dorothy

with a dangerous glint in her eves. " Feel as vou wish'
I meant what I .said, and I uill sav it again if vou w,ui!d
hke to hear it. I will say it to father when I see him
Now. Aunt Dor<;thy, I love you and I love mv father, but
I give you fair warning there is trouble ahead for any one
who crosses me in this matter."
She certainly looked as if she spoke the truth. Then

Vii

III

I
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she hummed a tunc under her breath- a dangerous signa'
.n Dorothy at certain times. Soon the hummmg lurned
•:o whisthng. Whistling in th.ose olden days was looked
•jpon as a species of crime in a girl.

Dorothy stood by the window for a short time and then
^akmg up an embroidery frame, drew a chair nearer to
the light and b.-gan to uork at her embroidery. In amoment or two she stopped whistling, and we could almost
eel the silence in the room. Madge, of course, only partly
knew what had happened, and her face won.- an expression
ot expectant, anxious inquiry. Aunt Dorothy looked at me
and I looked at the fire. The parchment hurn.d slowly.'
Lacly Crawl ord. from a sense of duty to Sir George and
perhaps from politic reasons, made two or three attempts
to .speak and alter five minutes of painful silence s'he
Drought herself to say:—
"Dorothy, vour father left the contract here for vo,, to

read. lie will I-e angry when he learns what you' have
done. Such disobedience is sure to

"

"Not another w.,rd from vou," screamed Dorothy
springing hke a tigress from her chair. "Not another
word from you or I will— I will scratch vou I will kill
some one. Don't speak to me. Can't vun see that I am
trying to calm mv^eif for an interview with fath-T? An
angry brain is full of blunders. I want to make none I
will settle this affair with father. No one else, not even vouAunt Dorothy, shall interfere." The girl turned to the 'xU,'
dow, .vtood beating a tattoo upon the glass for a momeni or
two, then went over to Lady Crawfnr.l and kncic bv her
SH.e. She put her arms about Aunl Dorothy's ncJv,s'oftlv
kissed her, and .said :—

" For-ive me, dear aunt , forgive me. I am ahno.st rra^c .mth my troubles. I love you dearly indeed, indeed I do "

_

Madge gropingly went to Dorothy's side and took her
tiand. Dorothy kissed Madge's hand and rose to her feet

.[

R1
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"Where is n.y father?" asked Dorothy, to whom a
repentant feeling toward Lady Crawf(.>r(l had brou'-^ht

partial calmness. " I will go to him immediately and will

have this matter over. We might as well understand each
other at once. Father seems very dull at understanding
me P.ut he shall know me better before long."

'ii George may have respected the strength of his

adversary, but Dorothy had no respect for the strength of
her foe. She was eager for the fray. When she had a
disagreeable thing to do, she always wanted to dn it quickly.

Dorothy was saved the trouble of seeking her father, for
at that moment he entered the room.

" Ycu are welcome, father," said Dorothy in cold, defiant
tones. "You have come just in time to see the last flicker-

ing flame of your fine ma.riage contract." She led him to

the fireplace. " Does it not make a beautiful smoke and
blaze ?

"

" Did you dare— "

"Ay, that I did," replied Dorothy.
"You dared ?

" again asked her father, ur^ible to believe
the evidence of his eyes.

" Ay, so I said ; that I did," again said Dorothy.
" By the death of Christ — " began Sir George.
" Now be careful, father, about your oaths," the girl

interrupted. "You must not forget the last batch )ou
made and broke."

Dorothy's words and manner maddened Sir George. The
expression of her whole person, from her feet to her hair,
breathed defiance. The poise of her bodv and of her
hmb.s, the wild glint in her eyes, and the turn of her head,
all tclH eloquently that Sir George had no chance to win
and ''at Dorothy was an unconquerable foe. It is a won-
der he did not learn in that one moment that he could never
bring his daughter to marry Lord Stanley.

" I will imprison you," cried Sir George, gasping with rage.

1:1
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" Very well," responded Dorothv. smilinHy. " You kentme pr,soner for a fortnight. I did not ask vou to lillSmc. I a.n ready to go back to my apartments -

said
" "'''' ' '" '^'" ^"^ '^ ^^^' dungeon." her father

_

"Ah. the dungeon!" cried the girl, as if she were de-iighted at the thought. " The dungeon ! Very well aeain

he remainder of my natural life. I cannot prevent vouf.^n^domg that, but you cannot force n.e to marr^rd

..^ain'rl'enf
''',^'""„"'''' """'>' ^"' ""y '^'-^'^ ^^'^^'' but

? fear tod
-^"" T

""^''' "^''''>' ^^^'^"'^>'' '' ^ou think

it noTin r ^^
"''

'
^'" ""^ ^'-^''"- ^'^'^th. You have

It no m your power to make me fear you or anythin^^ you

consent f

"' ""' '" ""^' '^'^ ^ ^^'^'"^ ^^^ ^' requires

'"
con ent for my marnage to St..Plev. and I sweir before
^.«)d that never shall be given

"

The girl's terrible uill and calm determination staggered^ir George, and by Us force beat down eve,^ hi. stro,,<r,villThe mfun,.ted old man wavered a n.on,entand said •-

Onlv" .'""'"^ ""'-' '"'"' '^^^PI'i"-'-^s in this marriage.Onl> w,ur happmess. Why u,ll you not consent to it?

Vcto^^Kf' l^ u'"
""^^ '"""• ''^"^' '''-^'' '^"-^'^V was the

h::;!;;ckrt:"^'"^- ^^^^^^--^^-^i-^andc^-ried

"And I refuse to obey because of my happiness. I refusebecause hate ..ord Stanley, and because, as you alreadvknow, I love another man." ^ tireaa\

ma,y"'l''o, rf '
''^' """'^ "'"'"^"^^' I '^^'^ -"Other
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I will have

I

brazen hiuzy," cried Sir Ge
you to the duiifjcon this very hour, y

orjre.

enerHow often, father, shall I repeat that I am ready to

ou

go
to the dungeon ? I am eager to obey you in all things save
one."

"You shall have your wish," returned Sir George.
"Would that you had died ere you had tlisgraced your
house with a low-brea dog whose name you are ashamed to

utter."

" Fnthcr. there has been no disgrace," Dorothy answered,
and her words bore the ring ol truth.

" You have been meeting the fellow at secluded spots

in the forest— how frequently you have met him God only
knows— and you lied to me when you were discovered at

Bowling Green (jalc."

"I would do it agam gladly if I but had the chance,"
answered the girl, who by that time w\as reckless of conse-

quences.

" lUit the chance you shall not have," retorted Sir George.
" Do not be too sure, father," rej ied Dorothy. .She

was unable to resist the temptation to mystify him. "
I

may see him before another hour. I will lay you this

wager, lather, it I do not within i>ne hour see the r. m —
the man whom I love— I will marry Lord Stanley. If I

see him within that time you shall permit me to marry him.

I have seen him two si le times since the day you surprised

me at the gate."

That was a d;uigerous admission for the girl to make,
and she soon regretted it with all her heart. Truly she
was right. An angry brain is full of blunders.

Of course Dorothy's words, whicb, were so full of mean-
ing to Madge and me, meant little to .-,ir George. He
looked upon them only as irritating insolence on her part.

A few minutes later, however, they became full of signifi-

cance.

If
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ancn^^'?'^^'
'''" '^! '" ^''" ^"'"S""^" ^'^^* Stanley marriage*n(J the hurnino ot the contr.wt in Imsc"!--.^! u ;.i i.

over her unknoun lover
^•'-i^''^"C.l vuth Dorotny

Conceive. If you can. the situation in iladdun Hall at

inert, uas bir George, whose mental condition in(lani..riby constant drinking, bordered on fren.v because ^that h.schdd whom he had so tendcrlv loved from t e davof her bjrth. had di.sgraced herself wit'h a lou-bo n w etT
wT T r'^""'

''' "''^"" ^"^^ ^'^-'^- -der the same

t::i!r^';:;ivSeT^t^-^-^ ---"-''

-

Dorilth;"'""'
'^'""' "" ^"" ^^^^ ^^^" -g-Jy asked

Sir George, who thought that her words were spokenonly to anger him, waved her off wuh his hands' td
"I have reason to believe that I know the wretch forwhose sake you have disgraced vourself. Vou nvu- besure that 1 shall soon know him wUh certainu W ndo. I w,ll qu.ckly have him in nn- power, then wilhang h,m to a tree on Bowling Green, and you ha 1 jthe low-born dog die."

"He IS bcUer horn than anv of our house" retort^HDorothy, who had lost all sense' of caution ": A i'better horn than a.,y with whom we clain, kin " ^

contmued "Vou cannot keep him from me. I shall seehum and I wdl have hi.n despite you. I tell vou g '

n

have seen hrni two score irr-s since von * ;^rl %

«

.s at no„.n„, Crcon Ca,o. .nU:i^Z^i S^?choose, a,ul I „,fl| wed hip, when I a,„ rea.lv to do soyou cannot prevent it. V„n ran onlv be forsworn . .t
ai». oath; and it I were you, I would's^op svvelrg.""'"
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Sir George

amc
as was usual n ith h im in those sad times.

was inflamed witli driirk, and Dorothy's conduct, I mu;
admit, was maddepinf,^ la the midst of her taunting
Thomas stepped into the room bearing an armfui of fagots.
Sir George turned to him and said: —
"Go and tell Welch to bring a set of manacles."
" For Mistress Dorothy ? "' Thomas asked, surprised into

the exelamution.

" Curse you, do you mean to bandy words with me, you
scum ?

" cried Sir George.

He snatched a fagot from John and drew back his arm
to strike him. John took one step back from Sir George
and one step nearer to Dorothy.

" Ves, Thomas," said Dorothy, sneeringly, "bring Welch
with the manacles for me. My dear fathei' would put mc
in the dungeon out of the reach of other men, so that he
may keep me safely for my unknown lover. Go, Thomas.
Go, el ^e father will again be forsworn before Christ and
upon his knighthood."

"This before a servant! Fll gag you. you hellish
vixen," cried Sir George. Then I am sure he knew not
what he did. " Cur.se you !

" he cried, as he held the fagot
upraised and rushed upon Dorothy. John, with his arms
full of fagots, could not avert the blow which certainly
would have killed the girl, but he could take it. He sprang
between Dorothy atul her father, the fagot fell upon
his head, and he sank tc the t1(K,i-. In his fall John's wig
dropped off, and when the blood began to flow from the
wound Dorothy kneeled beside his prostrate form. She
snatched the great bush of false beard from his face
and fell to kissing his lips and his hands in a paro.xysm
of passionate love and grief. Her kisses she knew to
be a panacea for all ills John could be heir to. and
she thought they would heal even the wound her father
had given, and stop the frightful outpouring of John's

V^'
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life-bl.)od. The poor Kirl, oblivious of all save her wounded
lover, murmured piteously :

"John, John, speak to me; 'tis Dorothy." She placed
her lips near his ear and whispered :

" 'Tis Dorothy, John
Speak to her." But she received no response. Then came
a wild light to her eyes and she cried aloi-.d : "John tis
Dorothy^ Open your eyes. Si,eak to me. John! oh,' forGods sake speak to me ! Give some little si-n that vou
live, but John was silent. " My God, my God ! Help
help! U,li no one help me save this man.' See yoii
not that his life is tlowin- away ? This a-ony will kill
me. John, n.y lover, my lord, speak to me. Ah, his
heart, his heart

!
I will know." She tore from his breast

he leathern doublet and placed h.r ear over his heart.
Thank God. ,t beats! " she cried in a frenzied whisper,

as sne kissed his brer ,t and turned her ear a-ain to hear
his heart's welcome throbbing. Then she tried to lift
hmi in her arms and succeeded in placing his head
in her lap. It was a piteous scene. God save me from
witnessing another like it.

After Dorothy lifted John's head to her lap he began to
breathe perceptibly, and the girl's agitation passed away as
she gentlv stroked his hair and kis.sed .lim over and over
again, softly whispering her love to his unresponsive ear
in a g-ntle frenzy of ineffable tenderness such as was
never before seen in this world, I do believe. I wish with
all my heart that I were a maker of pictures so that I
might draw for you the scene which is as clear and vivid
in every detail to n^v eyes now as it was upon that awful
day m Haddon Mall. There lay John upon the ..oor and
by his side knelt Dorothy. His head was resting in her
lap. Oyer them st.Kxl Sir George with the murderous
tagot raised, as if he intended again to strike I had
sprung to his side and was standing by him, intending to
fell him to the floor should he attempt" to repeat the blovr

1
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upon cither Dorothy or John. Across from Sir George and
nic, that is, upon the opfiosite side of Dorothy and John,
stood Lady Crawfonl and Mad<,-e, who chint; to each other
in terror. Tl le silence was heavy, save when broken by
Dorothy's sobs and whispered ejaculations to Jolin. Sir
GeurKc's terrible deed had deprived all of us, includ-
ing; himself, of the power to si)eak. I feared ta move from
his side lest he should strike a^^ain. Alter a Um^ aj^ony
of silence he angrily threw the fagot away from him and
asked :

—
" Who is this fellow ? Can any one tell me ?

"

Only Madge, Dorothy, and I could have given him true
answer, l^y some strange power of divination Madge had
learned all that had happened, and she knew as well as I

the name of the man who lay upon the floor battling with
death. Neither Madge nor I answered.
"Who is this fellow .'

" again demanded Sir George.
Dorothy lifted her face toward her father.
" He is the man whom you seek, father," she answered,

in a low, tearful voice. " He is my lover
; he is my life ; he

is my soul, and \i you have murdered him in your attempt
to kill your own child, all England shall hear of it and you
shall hang. He is worth more in the eyes of the (jueen
than we and all our kindred. You know not whom you
have killed."

Sir George's act had sobered him.
"I did not intend to kill him — in that manner." said

Sir George, dropping his words absent-mindedly. "
I hoped

to hang him. Where is Dawson ? Some one fetch Dawson."
Several of the servants had gathered about the open

door in the next room, and in obedience to Sir George's
command one of them went to seek the forester. I feared
that John would die from the effects of the blow ; but I

also knew from experience that a man's head may receive
ver> hard knocks and life still remain. Should John re-
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cover and should Sir George learn his name, I was sure
that my violent couNin wuiihi again attoinpt tlic jjcrsonal
administration of justice and would hang him, under the
old Saxon liw. In that event rarliamcn'l would not he so
easily pacified as upon the occasion of the f>)rmer hanging
at Haddon

; and I knew that if John should die by my
cousin's hand. Sir George would pay for the act with his
lite and his estates. Fearing that Sir George might learn
through Dawson of John's identity, I started out in search
of Will to have a word with him before he could see his
master. I felt sure that for many reasons Will would be
inclined to save John ; but to what' extent his fidelity to the
cause of his master might counter ut his resentment of Sir
George's act, I did not know. I suspected that Dawson
was privy to John's presence in Haddon Hall, but I was
not sure of it, so I wished to prepare the forester for his
interview with Sir George and to give him a hint of my
plans for securing John's safety, in the event he should no',

die in Aunt Dorothy's room.
When I opened the dvior in the Northwest Tower I saw

Dawson coming toward the Hail from the dove-cote, and
I hastened forward to meet him. It was pitiful that sc
good a man as Sir George Vernon was, should have been
surrounded in his own house by real friends who were al.sc

traitors. That was the condition of affairs in Ihuklon Hall.
an.i I felt tliat I was the chief offender. The evil, how-
ever, was all of Sir George's making. Tyranny is the
father of treason.

When I met Dawson I said: "Will, do you know who
Tom-Tom is ?

"

The forester hesitated for a moment, and said, " Well
Sir Malcolm, I suppose he is Thomas — "

" No, no. Will, teil mc the truth. Do vou ktiow that he.

is — or perhaps by this time I should say he was— Sir lohc
Manners }"

k.\
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Was?- cried Will. Cic.it Guil ! His Sir Tnor c'e

'iiscoverod — is tic dead? It lie is dead, il will t)c a .sad

day for Sir George ami tor II addon Hall. Tell me
quickly."

I at once knew Will Dawson was in the secret. I

answered :
—

" I hope he is not dc.id. .Sir George attempted to strike

Dorothy with a fagot, hut Thomas stepped in front of her
and received the blow. He is lying almost, if not quite,

dead in Lady Crawford's room. Sir George knows nothing
about him, save th;it he is Dorothy's lover. Ikit should
Tiiomas revive I leel sure my cousin will hang him in the

morning unless steps arc taken to prevent the deed."
"Sir Malcolm, if you will stand by me," said Daw.son,

"Si- George will not hang him."
" I certainly will .stand by you, Dixwson. Have no

doubt on that score. Sir George intends to cast John into

the dungeon, and should he do so I want you to send
Jennie Fa.xton to Rutland and have her tell the Putlanders
to rescue John to-night. To-morrow morning J 'ear will

be too late. Be on your guard. Will. Do not allow Sir

(leorge to discover that you h.ive any feeling in this matter
Above all, lead liini from tlie possibility of learning that

Thomas is Sir John Manners. I will contrive to admit the

Rutland men at midnight."

I hastened with Dawson back tr the Hall, where we
found the situation as I had left it. John's head was lying
on Dorothy's laj), ar.d she was trying to dress his wound
with pieces of linen torn from her clothing. Sir George
was pacing to and fro across the room, breaking forth at

times in curses against Dorothy because of her relations
with a servant.

When Dawson and I entered the room, Sir George spoke
angrily to Will : —

" Who is this fellow ? You employed him. Who is he ?

"
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vviil"< ^Tk""?
^'' "^"^^^^ Thomas Thompson." returnedW 11, and he brought me a favorable letter- of recommen-

dation from Danford."
"uuuen

Danford was forester to the Duke of Devonshire, andhved at Chatsworth. '

"There was naught in the letter save that he was agood servant and an honest man. That is all we canask of any man."

II

But who is he ?
•• again demanded Sir George

\ our worship may perhaps learn from Danford morethan I can tell you," replied the forester, adroitly avoiding

me"^^.TH-°[ ^^^^^^J'"^'"
^^^d Sir George, speaking tome Think of it. My daughter, my only child seeks

for her husband this low-born serving nL. I have alwavbeen sure that the fellow would prove to be such " Thenne turned to Dawson: "Th-ow the fellow into the dun-geom f ne lives till morning, I viu have him hanged
lo the dungeon with him."

'

Sir George waved his hand toward Dawson and TomWelch, and then stepped aside. Will made an effort tohide his feelings, and without a word or gesture that could
betray him, he and Welch lifted John to carry him awayThen ,t was piteous to see Dorothy. She clung to Johnand begged that he might be left with her. Sir George
violently thrust her away from John's side, but she, stillupon her knees, grasped her father's hand and cried out
in agony : —

" Father. let me remain with him. If you have ever
felt love for me. and if my love for you has ever touchedone tender spot in your heart, pity me now and leave thisman u.th me. or let me go with him. I beg you, father

;Ip cad
;

I implore. He may be dying. VVe know not.in this hour of my agony be merciful to me."
But Sir George rudely repulsed her mvA !-f> the roor-

k



THE COST MARK OF JOY 259

following Welch and Dawson, who bore John's uncon-

scious form between them. Doiothy rose to her feet

screaming and tried to follow John. I, fearing that in

her frenzy of grief she might divulge John's name, caught

her in my arms and detained her by force. She turned

upon me savagely and struck me in her effort to escape.

She called me traitc r, villain, dog, but I lifted her in my
arms and carried her struggling to her bedroom. I

wanted to tell her of the plans which Dawson and I had

made, but I feared to do so, lest she might in son^e way

betray them, so I left her in the room with Lady Crawford

and Madge. I told Lady Crawford to detain Dorothy

at all hazards, and I whispered to Madge asking her

to tell Dorothy that I would look to John's comfort and

safety. I then hastily followed Sir George, Dawson, and

Welch, and in a few moments I saw them leave John,

bleeding and senseless, upon the dungeon floor. When
Sir George's back was turned, Dawson by my orders

brought the surgeon from the stable where he had been

working with the horses. The surgeon bound up the

wound in John's head and told me, to my great joy, that

it was not fatal. Then he administered a reviving potion

and soon consciousness returned. I whispered to John

that Dawson and I would not forsake him, and, fearing

discovery by Sir George, hurriedly left the dungeon.

I believe there is a certain amount of grief and sorrow

which comes with every great joy to give it a cost mark
whereby we may always know its value. The love between

Dorothy and John indeed was marked in plain figures of

high denominations.

ill
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CHAPTER XII

The Leicester Possibility

ON leaving the dungeon I sought Madge, and after I
had whispered a word to her from my heart I
askccl her to tell Dorothy the encouraging words

of the surgeon, and also to tell her that she should not be
angry with me until she was sure she had good cause. I
dared not send a more explicit message, and I dared not ^-o
to Dorothy, for Sir George was in a suspicious mood and" I
feared rum not only for mysel.' but for John, should my
violent cousin suspect me of sympathy with his daughter
and her lover.

1 also sought Aunt Dorothy and whispered a word to
ner of which you shall hear more presently.
"Ah, I cannot do it," cried the trembling old lady in

response to my whispered request. " I cannot do it
"

''But you must, Aunt Dorothy," I responded. "Upon
It depend three lives : Sir George's, Dorothy's, and her
lovers. You must do it."

" I will try," she replied.

" '. hat assurance will not suit me," I responded. " You
must promise upon your salvation that you will not fail me "

"I promise upon my salvation," replied Aunt Dorothy
Ihat evening of course we did not see the ladies at

supper. Sir George and I ate in silence until my cousin
became talkative from drink. Then he spoke bitterly of
Dorothy's conduct, and bore with em.nhaKi'1 C 11 T-\/-\n *-U rt £^ ^4.

260
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hat the lover to whom Dorothy had stooped was a low-

)oru serving man.
'' But Dorothy declares he is noble," I responded.
"She has lied to me so often that I do not believe a

word she says," returned Sir George,

He swore oath upon oath that the wretch should hansr

in the morning, and for the purpose of carrying into effect

his intention he called in Joe the butcher and told him to

make all things ready for the execution.

I did not attempt to thwart his purpose bv word or ges-

ture, knowing it would be useless, but hoped that John
would be out of his reach long ere the cock would crow
his first greeting to the morrow's sun.

After Sir George had drunk far into the night the ser-

vants helped him to bed, and he carried with him the key
to the dungeon together with the keys to all the outer

doors and gates of Haddon Hall, as was his custom. The
keys were in a bunch, held together by an iron ring, and
Sir George always kept them under his pillow at night.

I sought my bed in Eagle Tower and lay down in my
clothes to rest and wait. The window of my room was open.

Within an hour after midnight I heard the hooting of

an owl. The doleful sound came up to me from the direc-

tion of the stone footbridge at the southwest corner of the

Hall below the c!:apel. I went to my window and !i oked
out over the courts and terrace. Hatidon Hall and all

things in and about it were wrapped in slumbrous silence.

I waited, and again I heard the hooting of the owl. Noise-
lesslv leaving my room I descended the stone steps to

an unused apartment in the ton-er from which a window
opened upon the roof of the north wing of the Hall.

Along that roof I crept with bared feet, till I reached
another roof, the battlements of which at the lowest point
were not more than twenty feet from the ground. Thence

fi,..
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lower, and jumped, at the risk of my limbs, the remaining
distance of fifteen or sixteen feet to the soft sod beneath.
I ran with all haste, took my stand under Aunt Dorothy's
window, and whistled softly. The window casing opened
and I heard the great bunch of keys jingling and°clinking
against the stone wall as Aunt Dorothy paid them out
to me by means of a cord. After I had secured the keys
I called in a whisper to Lady Crawford and directed her to
leave the cord hanging from the window. I also told her
to remain in readiness to draw up the keys when they
should have served their purpose. Then I took them
and ran to the stone footbridge where I found four Rut-
land men who had come in response to the message Daw-
son had sent by Jennie Faxton. Two of the men went
with me, and we entered the lower garden by the southwest
postern. Thence we crept noiselessly to the terrace and
made our entrance into the Hall by " Dorothy's Postern."
I had in my life engaged in many questionable and danger-
ous enterprises, but this was my first attempt at house-
breaking. To say that I was nervous would but poorly
define the state of my feelings. Since that day I
have respected the high calling of burglarv and regard
with favor the daring knights of the skeleton key.
I was frightened. I. who would feel no fear had I
to fight a dozen men, trembled with fright during this
adventure. The deathlike silence and the darkness in
familiar places seemed uncanny to me. The very chairs
and tables appeared to be sleeping, and I was fearful lest
they should awaken. I cannot describe to you how I
was affected. Whether it was fear or awe or a smiting
conscience I cannot say, but my teeth chattered as if they
were in the mouth of a fool, and my knees quaked as if

they supported a coward. Still I knew I was doing my
duty, though one's conscience sometimes smites him when
his reason tells him he is acting righteously. It is more dan-
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geroiis to possess a sensitive conscience which cannut be

made to hear reason than to have none at all. But I will

make short my account of that night's doings. The two
Rutland men and I groped our way to the dungeon and
carried forth John, who was weak from loss of blood. I

told them to lock the door of the Hall as they passed out

and to attach the keys to the cord hanging from Lady
Crawford's window. Then I climbed to my room again,

feeling in conscience hke a criminal because I had done
the best act of my life.

Early next morning I was awakened by a great noise in

the upper court. When I looked out at my window I be-

held Sir George. He was half dressed and was angrily

questioning the servants and retainers. I knew that he

had discovered John's escape, but I did not know all, nor

did I know the worst. I dressed and went to the kitchen,

where I bathed my hands and face. There I learned that

the keys to the hall had been stolen from under Sir

George's pillow, and that the prisoner had escaped from
the dungeon. Old Bess, the cook, nodded her head wisely

and whispered to me the words, " Good for Mistress Doll."

Bess's unsought confidence alarmed me. I did not relish

the thought that Bess nor any one else should believe me
to be in sympathy with Dorothy, and I said :

—
" If Mistress Vernon had aught to do with last night's

affairs, she should be full of shame. I will not believe that

she knew of it at all. My opinion is that one of the ser-

vants was bribed by some person interested in Tom-Tom's
escape."

" Believe nothing of the sort," retorted Bess. " It is the

mistress and not the servant who stole the keys and liber-

ated Tom-Toin. But the question is, who may Tom-Tom
be .' and the servants' hall is full of it. We are not uncer-

tain as to the manner of his escape. Some of the servants
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of Devonshire

; and some also do say that his Lordship be
fond of dis^aiises in his gallantry. Thi-y do also say that
the queen is in love with him, and that he must disguise
himself when he woos elsewhere, or she he's famously jeal-

ous. It would be a pretty mess the ma.ster has brought
us all into should Tom-Tom prove to be my lord Earl of
Leicester. We'd all hang and to hell."

" Bess, that tongue of yours will cosr you your head one
of these good times," I remarked, while I rubbed my face
with the towel.

"I would sooner lose my head," retorted Bess, "than
have my mouth shut by fear. I know, Sir Malcolm, that
I'll not die till my time comes; but please the good God
when my time does come I will try to die talking "

"That you will," said I.

"True word, Sir Malcolm," she answered, and I left her
m possession of the field.

I went into the courtyard, and when Sir George saw me
ne said, " Malcolm, come with me to my room ; I want a
word with you."

We went to his room.
" I suppose you know of the fellow's escape last night .'"

he said.

" Yes," I replied, " Bess told me about it in the kitchen."
It seemed to me that my words said, " I did it."

"Not only was the fellow liberated," said my cousin,
''but the keys to all the outer gates and doors of the Plall

have been stolen and carried away. Can you help me
unravel this affair }

"

" Do you suspect any one of having stolen the keys ?
"

I

asked.

"I know, of course, that Dorothy did it. Who her
accomplices were, if any she had, I do not know. I have
:atechized the servants, but the question is bottomless to

_ _ I*

Li
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"Have you spoken to Dorothy on the subject?" I

asked.
" No," he replied, " but I have sent word to her by

the Faxton girl that I am going to see her at once. Come
with me.''

We went into Lady Crawford's room. She was ill and

in bed. I did not wonder that she was ill after the experi-

ences of the previous night. S'r George asked her if she

had heard or seen Dorothy pass through her room during

the night. She said :

—
" Dorothy did not pass through this room last night. I

did not once close my eyes in sleep, and I should have seen

her had she been Iierc at all."

Sir George entered Dorothy's bedroom, and Lady Craw-

ford beckoned me to go to her side.

" I waited till sunrise," she said, "that I might draw up

the keys."

"Hush!" said L "the cord?"

"I burned it," she replied.

Then I followed Si, ieorgc into Dorothy's room. Madge
was dressed for the di^w and Dorothy, who had been help-

ing her. was making her own toilet. Her hair hung
loose and fell like a cataract of sunshine over her

bare shoulders. But nc words that I can write would

give you a conception of her wondrous beauty, and I shall

not waste them in the attempt. When we entered the

room she was standing at the mirror. Sne turned, comb
in hand, toward Sir George and said :

—
" I suppose, father, you will accuse me of liberating

Thomas."
" You must know that I will accuse you," replied Sir

George.
" Then, father, for once you will accuse me falsely. I

am overjoyed that he has escaped, and I certainly should

MlAVV' t.ilV^\~4 \.\J liL^WlCtLW illlll lik4.>^ X kliVJL JKJOmU i\^ \.VJ \U\J OOi
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But I did not do it, though to tell you the truth I am sorry
I did not."

" I do not believe you," her father replied.

" I knew you would not believe me," an.swered Dorothy.
" Mad I liberated him I should probably have lied to you
about it

; therefore, I wonder not that you should disbelieve
me. But I tell you again upon my salvation that I know
nothing of the stealing of the keys nor of Tom-Tom's
escape. Believe me or not, I shall deny it no more."
Madge gropingly went to Sir George's side, and he ten-

derly put his arms about her, saying : —
" I would that you were my daughter." Madge took his

hand caressingly.

"Uncle, I want to tell you that Dorothy speaks the
truth," she said. " I have been with her every moment
since the terrible scene of yesterday evening. Neither
Dorothy nor I closed our eyes in sleep alf night long.
She lay through the dark hours moaning, and I trie'd

to comfort her. Our door was locked, and it was opened
only by your messenger who broug it the good news of
Tom-Tom's escape. I say good news, uncle, because his
escape has saved you from the stain of murder. You are
too brave a man to do murder, uncle."

" How dare you," said Sir George, taking his arm from
Madge's waist, "hovv^ dare you defend— "

" Now, uncle, I beg you pause and take a moment's
thought," said Madge, interrupting him. " You have nevei
spoken unkindly to me."

" Nor will I, Madge, so long as I live. I know there is

not a lie in you, and I am sure you believe to be true aL
you tell me, but Dorothy has deceived you by some adroit
trick."

" If she deceived me, she is a witch," retorted Madge,
laughing softly.

H I^U^i T -1... . 1 . 1.. . , .. .._.
i ;;u;. i u;;; uilJiC-ol rCaOy tO DciicVc IS UiC CaSC," Said Sll
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George. Dorothy, who was combing her hair at the

mirror, laughed softly and said :
—

" My broomstick is under the bed, father."

Sir George went into Lady Crawford's room and shut

the door, leaving me with the girls.

When her father had left, Dorothy turned upon me
with fire in her eyes:—

" Nhilcolm Vernon, if you ever lay hands upon me again

as you did last night, I will I will scratch ycni. You
pretended to be his friend and mine, but for a cowardly

fear of my father you came between us and you carried me
to this room by force. Then you locked the door aid—
and " —

" Did not Madge give you my message ?
" I asked,

interrupting her.

"Yes, but did you not force me away from him when,

through my fault, he was almost at death's door ?
"

"Have your own way, Dorothy," I said. "There lives

not, I hope, another woman in the world so unreasoning

and perverse as you."

She tossed her head contemptuously and continued to

comb her hair.

" How, suppose you," I asked, addressing Dorothy's

back, as if I were seeking information, " how, suppose

you, the Rutland people leai-ned that John was confined

in the Haddon dungeon, and how did they come by the

keys ?
"

The girl turned for a moment, and a light came to her

anger-clouded face as the rainbow steals across the black-

ened sky.

" Malcolm, Malcolm," she cried, and she ran to me with

her bare arms outstretched.

" Did you liberate him .'
" she asked. " How did you

get the keys ?
"

" I know nothing of it, Dorothy, nothing," I replied.

I J
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"Swear it, Malcolm, swear it," she said.

"I will swear to nothing," I said, unclasping her arms
from my neck.

"Then I will kiss you," she answered, "for you are my
dear good brother, and never so long as I live will I again
doubt you."

But she did before long doubt me again, and with good
cause.

Dorothy being in a gentle humor, I took advantage of
the opportunity to warn her against betraying John's name
to her father. I also told her to ask her father's forgive-
ness, and advised her to feign consent to the Stanley mar-
riage. Matters had reached a {)oint where some remedy,
however desperate, must be applied.

Many persons, I fear, will condemn me for advising
Dorothy to deceive her father ; but what would you have
had me do ? Should I have told her to marry Stanley }

Certainly not. Had I done so, my advice would have,
availed nothing. Should I have advised her to antago-
nize her father, thereby keeping alive his wrath, bringing
trouble to herself and bitter regret to him ? Certainly"not^
I'he only course left for me to advise was the least ol
three evils— a lie. Three evils must be very great indeed
when a lie is the least of them. In the vast army of evils
with which this world swarms the lie usually occupies a
proud position in the front rank. But at times conditions
arise when, coward-like, he slinks to the rear and evils
greater than he take precedence. In such sad case I
found Dorothy, and I sought aelp from my old enemy, the
lie. Dorothy agreed with me and consented to do ail in
her power to deceive her father, and what she could not
do to that end was not worth doing.

Dorothy was anxious about John's condition, and sent
Jennie Fa.xton to Bowling Green, hoping a letter would be
there for her. Jennie soon returned with a letter, and
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Dorothy once more was full of song, for Jolin's letter told

her that he was fairly well and th..t he would by some

means see her soon again despite all opposition.

"At our next meeting, my lair mistress," John said in

the letter, " you must be ready to come with me. I will

wait no longer for you. In fairness to me and to yourself

you shall not ask me to wait. I will accept no more

excuses. You must come with me when next we meet."

"Ah, well," said Dorothy to Madge, "if I must go

with him, I must. Why did he not talk in that fashion

when we rode out together the last time ? I like to be

made to do what I want to do. He was foolish not to

make me consent, or better still would it have been had

he taken the reins of my horse and ridden off with me,

with or against my will. I might have screamed, and I

might have fought him, but I could not have hurt him.

and he would have had his way, and— and," with a sigh,

" I should have had my way."

After a brief pause devoted to thought, she contin

ued :
—

" If I were a man and were wooing a woman, I would

first learn what she wanted to do and then — and then, by

my word, I would make her do it."

I went from Dorothy's room to breakfast, where I founc"

Sir George. I took my scat at the table and he said : -

" Who, in God's name, suppose you, could have taker,

the keys from my pillow }
"

" Is there any one whom you suspect ?
" I asked for lack

of anything else to say.

" I at first thought, of course, that Dorothy had taker,

them," he answered. "But Madge would not lie, neithej

would mv sister. Dorothv would not hesitate to lie her

self blue in tiie face, but for some reason I believed he:

when she told me she knew nothing of the affair. Hes

VVOA%-i.O OV/V41iVt.\^\^ IICYV^ LI I IkA L\Ji -U kA\^\^,
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"I think, Sir George," said I, "you should have left

off 'for once.' Dorothy is not a liar. She has spoken
fa sely to you only because she fears you. I am sure that
a he IS hateful to her."

^^

''Malcolm, I wish I could have your faith," he responded,
i^y the way, Malcolm, have you ever seen the ^.^arl of

Leicester .'

"

" I saw him only once. He visited Scotland during the
ceremonies at Queen Mary's return from France I saw
him once, and then but briefly. Wliy do you ask >

"

" It is whispered among the servants," said Sir Georo-e
" that Leicester is at Ch;)' -worth in disguise."

"^
'

Chatsworth was the home of the Duke of Devonshire
and was but a short distance from H addon. After Sir
George spoke, I remembered the words of old Bess.

" Still, I do not know why you ask." I said.
"My reason is this," replied Sir George"; "Dorothy

declared the fellow was of noble blood. It is said that
Leicester loves gallant adventure incognito. He fears
ner Majesty's jealousy if in such matters he acts openlv.
You remember the sad case of Mistress Robsart. 'l
wonder what became of the girl.' He made way with
her in some murderous fashion, I am sure." Sir George
remained in revery for a moment, and then the poor old
man cried in tones of distress :

" Malcolm, if that fellow
whom I struck last night was Leicester, and if he has been
trying his hellish tricks on my Doll I — I should pity
her; I should not abuse her. I may have been wrong. If
he has wronged Doll ~ if he has wronged my girl, I will
pursue him to the ends of the earth for vengeance. ' That
is why I ask if you have ever seen the Earl of Leicester.
Was the man who lay upon the floor last night Robert Dud-
ley .? If it were he, and if I had known 'it, I would have
beaten him to death then and there. Poor Doll !

"

Any one hearing the old man speak would m-ilv ha-...-
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known that Doll was al: that life held for him to

love.

" I do not distinctly remember Leicester's face," I

answered, " but since you speak of it, I believe there is a

resemblance between him and the man wc called Thomas.
But even were it he, Sir Geor^^e, you need have no fear

for Dorothy. .She of all women is able and willing to

protect herself."

" I will go to Dorothy and ask her to tell me the truth.

Come with me."

We again went to Dorothy's room. She had, since I

last saw her, received the letter from John of which I have

spoken, and when wc entered her j)arli)r where she and

Madge were eating breakfast we found her very happy.

As a result she was willing and eager to act upon my
advice.

She rose and turned toward her father.

"You told me, Doll, that the fellow was of noble blood.

Did you speak the truth .'

"

" Yes, father, I spoke the truth. There is no nobler

blood in England than his, save that of our royal queen.

In that you may believe me, father, for I speak the

truth."

Sir George remained silent for a moment and then

said :
—

" If the man is he whom I believe him to be he can have

no true purpose with you. Tell me, my child— the truth

will bring no reproaches from me— teil me, has he mis-

used you in any way .'

"

" No, father, before God, he has been a true gentleman

to me."

The poor old man struggled for a moment with his

emotions ; then tears came to his eyes and he covered his

face with his hands as he started to leave the room.
T^, \fK<i k;. ,„,! ^ •^ l-\ . -. .• --v .-. .-

I;

m



v^ DOROTHY VERNON
neck. Those two, father and child, were surely of one
blood as shown in the storms of violence and tendciiiess by
which their natures were alternately swept.

"Father, you may believe me; you do believe me,"
said Dorothy. " Furthermore, I tell you that this man
has treated me with all courtesy, nay, more : he has treated
me with all the reverence he would have shown our
queen."

" He can have no true purpose with you, Doll,"
said Sir George, who felt sure that Leicester was the
man.

" But he has, father, a true purpose with me. He would
make me his wife to-day would I consent."

" Why then does he not seek you openly .'

"

" That he cannot do," Doroiny responded hesitatingly.
" Tell me, Doli, who is the man ? " asked Sir George.
I was standing behind him and Dorothy's face was

turned toward me. She hesitated, and I knew by her
e.xpression that she was about to tell all. Sir George, I

believe, would have killed her had she done so. I placed
my finger on my lips and shook my head.

Dorothy said: "That I cannot tell you, father. You
are wasting words in asking me."

" Is it because of his wish that you refuse to tell me his
name ? " asked Sir George. I nodded my head.

"Yes, father," softly responded Dorothy in the old
dangerous, dulcet tones.

"That is enough
; I know who the man is."

Dorothy kissed her father. He returned the caress,
much to my surprise, and left the room.
When I turned to follow Sir George I glanced toward

Dorothy. Her eyes were like two moons, so fu.l were hey
of wonderment and inquiry.

I stopped with Sir George in his room. He was medi
tative and sad.
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" I believe my Doll has told me the truth," he said.

" Have no doubt of it, Sir George," I replied.

" But what good intent can Leicester have toward my
girl? " he asked.

" Of that I cannot say," I replied ;
" but my dear cousin,

of this fact be sure : if he have evil intent toward Dorothy,

he will fail."

" But there was the Robsart girl," he replied.

"Ay," said I, "but Dorothy Vernon is not Amy Rob-

sart. Have no fear of your daughter. She is proof

against both villany and craft. Had she been in Mistress

Robsart's place, Leicester would not have deserted her,

Dorothy is the sort of woman men do not desert. What
say you to the fact that Leicester might wish to make her

his wife .'

"

" He may purpose to do so secretly, as in the case of

the Robsart girl," returned Sir George. "Go, Malcolm.

and ask her if he is willing to make her his wife before

the world."

I was glad of an opportunity for a word with Dorothy

so I hastily wont to her. I told her of the Leicester phase

of the situation, and I also told her that her father had

asked me if the man whom she loved was willing to make
her his wife before the world.

" Tell m , father," said she, " that I will be no man's

wife save before all the world. A mm who will not

acknowledge me never shall possess me."

I went back to Sir George and delivered the message

word for word.
" She is a strange, strong girl, isn't she, Malcolm >" said

her father.

" She is her father's child," I repHed-
" By my spurs she is. She should have been a man,"

said Sir George, with a twinkle of admiration in his eyes.

He admired a good tight even though he were beaten in it
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It is easy to be good when we are happy. Dorothy,
the great di.sturber, was both. Therefore, peace reigned
once more in Haddon Hall.

Letters frequently passed between John and Dorothy
by the hand of Jennie Faxton, but John made no attempt
to meet his sweetheart. He and Dorothy were biding
their time.

A fortnight passed during which Cupid confined his
operations to Madge and my.self. For her sweet .sake he
was gracious and strewed our path with roses. I should
delight to tell you of our wooing. She a fair young
creature of eighteen, I a palpitating youth of thirty-five.
I should love to tell you of Madge's promise to be my
wife, and of the announcement in the Hall of our be-
trothal; but there was little of interest in it to any one save
ourselves, and I fear lest you should find it very sentimen-
tal and dull indeed. I should love to tell you also of the
delightful walks which Madge and I took together along
the sweet old Wye and upon the crest of Bowling Green

;

but above all would I love to tell you of the delicate rose
tmts that came to her cheek, and how most curiously at
times, when my sweetheart's health was bounding, the
blessed light of day would penetrate the darkened'win-
dows of her eyes, and how upon such occasions she would
cry out joyously, " Qh, Malcolm, I can dnnly sec "

I say I
should love to tell you about all those joyous happenings,
but after all I fear I should shrink from doing so in detail!
for the feelings and sayings of our own hearts are sacred
to us. It is much easier to tell of the love affairs of others.A fortnight or three w -oks passed quietly in Haddon
Hall. Sir George had the notion firmly fixed in his head
that the man whom Dorothv had been meeting held honor-
able intentions toward the girl. He did her the justice to
believe that by reason of her strength and purity she
WwUiu tolerate nouc uiher. At times he felt sure that the
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man was Leicester, and again he flouted the thought as

impossible. If it were Leicester, and if he wished to marry
Dorothy, Sir (ieori^e thought the match certainly would be
illustrious. Halting between the questions, " Is he Leices-

ter .' " and "Is he not Leicester.-'" Sir George did not

press the Stanley nuptials, nor did he insist U[)()n the

signing of the contract. Dorothy receive ' "-t-ai her father

full permission to go where and when she wished. But
her father's willingness to give her liberty e.xcited her

suspicions. She knew he would permit her to leave the

Hall only that he might watch her, and, if possible, entrap

her and John. Therefore, she rode out only with Madge
and me, and sought no opportunity to see her lover. It

may be ihat her passiveness was partly due to the fact that

she knew her ne.xt meeting with John would mean farewell

to Haddon Hall. She well knew she was void of resist-

ance when in John's hands. And his letter had told her

frankly what he would expect from her when next they

should meet. She was eager to go to him ; but the old

habit of love for home and its sweet associations and her

returning affection for her father, now that he was kind to

her, were strong cords entwining her tender heart, which
she could not break suddenly even for the sake of the

greater joy.

One da^- Dorothy received from John a letter telling her

he would on the following morning start for the Scottish

border with the purpose of meeting the queen of Scotland.

A plan had been formed among Mary's friends in Scotland

to rescue her from. Lochlevcn Castle, where she was a

prisoner, and to bring her incognito to Rutland. John had
been chosen to escort her from the English border to his

father's castie. From thence, when the opportunity should

arise, she was to escape to France, or make her peace with

Elizabeth. The adventure was full of peril both for her

Scottish and Enghsh tnends. 1 he bcottish regent Murray
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surely would hang all the conspirators whom he might
capture, and Elizabeth would probably inflict summary
punishment upon any of her subjects whom she could
convict of complicity in the plot.

In connection with this scheme to rescue Mary it was
said there was also another conspiracy. There appeared
to be a plot within a plot which had for its end the

enthronement of Mary in Elizabeth's stead.

The Rutlands knew nothing of this subplot.

Elizabeth had once or twice expressed sympathy with
her Scottish cousin. She had said in John's presence that

while she could not for reasons of state invite Mary to

seek refuge in England, still if Mary would come uninvited

she would be welcomed. Therefore, John thought he was
acting in accord with the English queen's secret wish when
he went to Rutland with the purpose of being in readiness

to meet Mary at the Scottish border.

There were two elements in Elizabeth's character on
which John had not counted. One was her royal preroga-

tive to speak words she did not mean ; and the other

was the universal feminine privilege to change her mind.

Our queen did not want Mary to visit England, nor had
she any knowledge of the plot to induce that event. She
did, however, fear that Mary's unwise friends among the

Catholics cherished the purpose of making Mary queen of

England. Although John had heard fiint rumors of such
a plot, he had been given to understand that Mary had no

share in it, and he believed that the adventure in which he
was about to embark had for its only purpose her liberation

from a cruel and unjust imprisonment. Her cause appealed
to John's chivalrous nature as it appealed to so many other

good though mista.^cn men who sought to give help to the

Scottish queen, and brouglit only grief to her and ruin to

themselves.
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plots to fill her heart with alarm when she learned that

John was about to be engaged in them Her trouble was
twofold. She feared lest pergonal injury or death might
befall John ;

and jealousy, that shame of love, gnawed at

her heart despite her efforts to drive it away.
" Is she so marvellously beautiful .'

" Dorothy asked of

me over ?"^d over again, referring to Mary Stuart. " Is

she such a marvel of beauty and fascination that all men
fall before her.'"

" That usually is the result," I replied. " I have never
known her to smile upon a man who did not at once
respond by falling upon his knees to her."

My reply certainly was not comforting.

"Ah, then, I am lost," she responded, with a tremulous
sigh. "Is— is she prone to smile on men and— and—
to grow fond of tliern ?

"

" I should say, Dorothy, that both the smiling and the
fondness have become a habit with her."

"Then she will be sure to choose John from among all

men. He is so glorious and perfect and beautiful that she
will be eager to— to— O God! I wish he had not gone to

fetch her."

"You need have no fear," I said reassuringly. "While
Mary Stuart is marvellously beautiful and fascinating, there

is at least one woman who excels her. Above all, that

woman is pure and chaste."

" Who is she, that one woman, Malcolm .' Who is

she ?
" asked the girl, leaning forward in her chair and

looking at me eagerly vviih burning eyes.
" You are already a vain girl, Dorothy, and I shall not

tell you who that one woman is," I answered laughingly.
" No, no, Malcolm, I am not vain in this matter. It is

of too great moment to me for the petty vice of vanity to

have any part in it. You do not understand me. I care

not for my beauty, save for his sake. I long to be more
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beautiful, more fascinatins, and more attractive than she— than any- woman Hvinj; — only because I long to hold
John to kcc] him from her, from all others. I have
seen so little of the world that I must be sadly lacking in
those arts which please men, and I long to possess the
beauty of the angels, and the fascinations of Satan that
I may hold John, hold him, hold him, hold him. That I

nay hold him so sure and fast tluit it wi:l be impossible
for him to break from me. At times, 1 almost wish he
were blind

; then he could see no other woman. Ah, am
I not a wicked, selfish girl .=" But I will not allow myself
to become jealous. He is all mine, isn't he, Malcolm?"
She spoke with nervous energy, and tears were ready to
spring from her eyes.

"He is all yours, Dorothy," I answered, "all yours, as
surely as that death will some day come to all of us.
Promise me, Dorothy, that you will never again allow a
jealous thought to enter your heart. You have no cause
for jealousy, nor will you ever have. If you permit that
hateful passion to take possession of you, it will bring ruin
in its wake."

" It was, indeed, foolish in me," cried Dorothv. spring-
ing to her feet and clasping her hands tightly; " and I

promise never again to feel jealousy. Malcolm, ks faintest
touch tears and gnaws at my heart and racks me with
agony. But I will drive it out of me. Under its influ-

ence I am not responsible for my acts. It would ([uickly
turn me mad. I promise, oh, I swear, that I never will
allow it to come to me again."

Poor Dorothy's time of madness was not far distant nor
was the evil that was to follow in its wake.
John in writing to Dorothy concerning his journey to

Scotland had unhesitatingly intrusted to her keeping' his
honor, and, unwittingly, his life. It did not once occur to
•4im tnut she could, uudei any conditions, betray him. 1
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trusted her as John did until I saw her vivid flash of burning

jealousy. Hut by the light of that flash I saw that should

the girl, with or without reason, become convinced that

Mary Stuart was her rival, she would quickly make Derby-

shire the warmest locality in Christendom, and John's life

might [my the cost of her folly. Dorothy would brook no

rival— no, not for a single hour. Should she become jeal-

ous she would at once be swept beyond the influence of

reason or the care for consequences. It were safer to

arouse a sleeping devil than Dorothy Vernon's jealousy.

Now about the time of John's journey to the Scottish

border, two matters of importance arose at Haddon Hall

One bore directly upon Dorothy, namely, the renewal by

the Stanleys of their suit for her hand. The other was

the announcement by the queen that she would soon

do Sir George Vernon the honor of spending a fortnight

under the roof of Haddon Hall. Each event was of great

importance to the King of the Peak. He had concluded

that Thomas, the man-servant, was not the liarl of Leices

ter in disguise, and when the Earl of Derby again came

forward with his marriage project, Sir George fell back

into his old hardness toward Dorothy, and she prepared

her armiament. offensive and defensive, for instant use

if need should arise. I again began my machinations,

since I can call my double dealing by no other name. I

ii'cluced Dorothy to agree to meet the earl and his son

James. Without promising positively to marry Eord Stan-

ley, she, at my suggestion, led her father to believe she was

ready to yield to his wishes. By this course ^he gained

time and liberty, and kept peace with her father. Since

you have seen the evils that war brought to Haddon, you

well know how desirable peace was. In time of war all

Haddon was a field of carnage and unrest. In time of

peace the dear old Hall was an ideal home. I persuaded

Sir George not to insist on a positive promise from Dorothy,
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and I advised him to allow her yielding mood to grow upon
her. I assured him evasively that she wouki eventually
succumb to his paternal authority and love.

What an inherent love we all have for meddling in the
affairs of others, and what a delicious zest we find in faith-
fully applying our surplus energies to business that is not
strictly our own! 1 had become a part of the Sir George-
Dorothy-John affair, and I was like the man who caught
*he bear : I could not loose my held.



CHAPTER XVII

Proud Days for the Old Hall

OF course the queen's approaching visit threw

Haddon Hall into a frenzy of scrubbin<; and fur-

bishing. Aunt Dorothy was the busiest woman in

England. Floors were newly polished. Draperies were

taken down and were carefully washed with mysterious con-

coctions warranted to remove dirt without injury to color.

Superfine wax was bought in great boxes, and candles were

made for all the chandeliers and candelabra in the house.

Perfumed oil was purchased for the lamp in the state bed-

room. Elizabeth, by the wn--. when she came, did v t like

the odor of the oil, and with an oath tossed both the oil

and the lamp out of the window. The fattest sheep, kine,

and hogs were chosen from the flocks and were brought in

to be stall-fed in such numbers that one might have sup-

posed we were expecting an ogress who could eat an ox at

a meal. Pipers and dancers were engaged, and a merry
fool was brought down from London. At last the event-

ful day came and with it came our queen. She brought

with her a hundred yeomen of her guard and a score of

ladies and gentlemen. Among the latter was the Earl of

Leicester, who was the queen's prime favorite.

Prior to the queen's announcement of her intention to

visit Haddon Sir George had, with Dorothy's tacit con-

sent, fixed a day upon which the Earl of Derby and his

son, Lord James, should be received at the Hall for the

281
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purpose of signinj; the marriage contract. Dorothy, of
course, had no intention of signing the contract, but she
put off the evil hour of refusal as far as possible, hoping
something might occur in the meantime to help her ou't
ot th tlilemma. Something did occur at the last moment.
I aui eager to tell you about it, but it must wait its turn.
Truly would the story of this ingenious girl's life make
a romance if it were written by a poet. In her Guinevere
and p;i,iine were inoukled into one person with the tender-
ness, purity, and fierceness of oach.
To p( tpone further the time of the Stanley visit, Doro-

thy suggested that the betrothal should take place in the
presence of the queen. Sir George acquiesced, and in his
heart grew less eager for the Stanley match as Doro-
thy apparently became more tractable. He was, however,
engaged witli the carl to an extent that forbade withdrawal,'
even had he been sure that he wished to withdraw.
At the time of which I speak the Karl of Leicester was

the most exalted subject of the realm. He was ardently
devoted to the cause of the ladies, and. although he had fixed
his hope on Elizabeth and longed for a seat beside her on
the throne, his inflammable heart was constantly catching
fire from other eyes. He, of course, made desperate efforts
to conceal these manifold conflagrations from the queen,
buL the inflam.mablc tow of his heart was always bringing
him into trouble with his fiery mistress.

The earl's first glance toward Dorothy was full of admi-
ration. The second glance was full of conflagration. The
second day of the queen's residence in Haddon I was
astonished, grieved, and angered to see that our girl had
turned her powerful batteries upon the earl with the evi-
dent purpose of conquest. At time.': her long lashes would
fall before him, and again her great luminous eyes would
open wide, shedding a soft radiance which no man could
withstand. Unce 1 saw her walking alone with him upon
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the terrace. Hor head was drooped shamelessly, ami the

earl was ardent though restless, being fearful ut the queen.

I boiled with rage against Dorothy, but by a strong effort

I did not boil over until I had better cause. The better

cause came later.

I failed to tell you of a brief conversation which occurred

between Sir George and me after my cousin first saw the

Karl of Leicester. Sir George had gallantly led the queen

to her apartments, and I had conducted Leicester and sev-

eral of the gentlemen to their various rooms. .Sir (iei)i!j,e

and I met at the staircase after we had ([uitted our

guests.

Me said: " Malcolm, that fellow Thomas whom I knocked

in the head looked no more like Leicester than I do. Why
did you tell me there was resemblance ?

"

" I do not know," I answered. " Perhaps your words

suggested the thought of a resemblance. Perhaps I had

lost all memory of Leicester's features. I cannot answer

your question."

Then an expression of anger came to Sir George's face,

and he said :
—

" I believe Dorothy lied to me when she said that the

fellow Thomas was of noble blood."

The next day a servant reported that Thomas had been

seen loitering near Powling Green Gate, and Sir George

ordered Dorothy not to leave the Hall without his per-

mission.

Dorothy replied to her father's command, " I shall obey

you, father."

To me there was a note of danger in her voice. .Such

docile submissiveness was not natural to the girl. Of
course all appearance of harshness toward Dorothy was

suppressed by .Sir George during the queen's visit to the

Hall. In truth, he had no reason to be harsh, for

Dorothy was a meek, submissive, and obedient daughter.
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Her meekness, however, as you may well surmise, was but
the forerunner of dire rebellion.

The fourth day of the queen's presence at Haddon Hah
was the one appointed for the visit of the Stanleys, and
Sir George thought to make a great event of the betrothal
by having the queen act as a witness to the marriage con-
tract.

^

As the day approached Sir George became thought-
ful, while Dorothy grew gleeful. The girl was frequently
seen with Leicester, and Sir George could not help noticing
that nobleman's pronounced admiration for his dauj.hter.
These exhibitions of gallantry were never made in the
presence of the queen. The morning of the day when
the Stanleys were expected Sir George called me to his
room for a private consultation. The old gentleman was
in a state of excitement, not unmixed aith perplexity and
trouble.

He said, " I have great and good news to impart
to you, Malcolm; yet I am in a dilemma growinjr out
of it."

°

"Tell me the good news first, Sir George," I replied,
"The dilemma may wait."

" Is Doll ?. very beautiful girl ? " he asked eagerly.
" I believe she is the most beautiful woman in the world,"

I answered.

"Good, good," he replied, rubbing his hands. "Is she
so fascinating, brilliant, and attractive, think you— of course
I speak in jest— but think you she might vie with the court
ladies for beauty, and think you she might attract— for the
sake of illustration I will say— might she attract a man
like Leicester.?"

" Unless I am much mistaken," ^ answered, "Leicester is
over his ears in love with che girl now."

" Ah, do you believe so, Malcolm .'
" replied Sir George,

laughmg and slapping his thigh, as he walked to and fro
across the rooui. -^ You have seen so much of that sort of

k
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thing that you should know it when it comes under your

nose. Eh, Malcolm, eh ?
"

" I should suppose that any one, however inexperienced

in such matters, could easily see Leicester's infatuation

for Dorothy. If you wish me to tell you what I really

believe— "

" I do, I do," interrup ed Sir George.
" I should say," I continued, " that Dorothy has deliber-

ately gone in for conquest. Leave the girl to herself. Sir

George. She can conduct the campaign without help from
any one. She understands the art of such warfare as well

as if she were a veteran."

" Gad, but she does, but she cIdcs. I believe she could

give Venus herself some good points in the matter. But
let me tell you, Malcolm," — the old man dropped his

voice to a whisper,— "I questioned Doll this morning, and
she confessed ihat Leicester had spoken words of love to

her. Would it not be a great match for our house .'

"

He said " our house," mind you, not " our Doll." I might
call his condition of mind patrimonial selfishness. Simple
old man ! He did not know that words of love are not

necessarily words of marriage.
" Has Leicester spoken to you .'

" I asked in alarm for

John's sake.

" No, no, he has not spoken," returned my cousin ; "for
that, of course, he must have the queen's consent. But he
will speak, I am sure, all in good time, Malcolm, all in good
time."

" How about the Stanleys > " I asked. " They will be
here this afternoon."

"That's the devil's finger in the matter," cried Sir

George. "That's where my dilemma lies. How shall I

put them off, and still retain them in case nothing should
come from Leicester .' Besides, I am in honor bound to

iU
J'

it:"!

I fll

1«L. X^ttl I.
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" I have a plan," I replied. "You carry out your part

of the agreement with the earl, but let Dorothy, at the
last moment, refuse to give her consent. Let her ask for
more time, on the plea that she does not know her mind. I

will suggest to her, if you wish, the part she is to play
; but

I will conceal from her the fact that you are a party to it."

"No," said the old man, "that would be bad faith
toward the earl." After a pause he continued doubt-
ingly

:
" No, do not speak to Doll. I believe she needs

no suggestions in the matter, l feai that mischief is in
her mind already. Her easy acq'ji cence in my wishes
have of late had a suspicious appearance. No, don't
speak to her, Malcolm. If ever there lived a girl who
could be perverse and wilful on her own account, without
help from any one, it is my girl Doll. God bless you, man,
if she but knew that I wanted her to reject Stanley, she
vvould have him in spite of hell itself. I wonder what she
neans by her docility and obedience ? No, don't speak a
word to her on the subject. Let her believe I am serious
regarding this marriage, and she will have some plan of
her own to raise the devil. I have been expecting signs
of it every day. I had determined not to bear with her
per^•ersity, but now that the Leicester possibility has come
up we'll leave Doll to work out her own salvation, Mal-
colm. Don't interfere. No man living can teach that
girl a new trick in deviltry. Gods, Malcolm ! I am curi-
ous to know what she will be doing, for she certainly will
be doing somcLhing rather than sign that contract of be-
trothal."

" But suppose out of obedience to you she should sign
the contract > " I asked.

"Malcolm, you don't know Doll," he replied. Then,
after a pause, "Neither do L I wish she were well
"narried."

When I left Sir George, I f,-.und Dorothy in dose con-
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sultation with the queen and two of her ladies. I heard

the name of ' .rd James Stanley spoken amid suppressed

laughter, and I suspected Dorothy had on foot some prank

touching that young man, to which her Majesty was a

party.

After dinner the Stanleys came a-wooing. The paity

consisted of father, son, and four retainers, who looked as

if ihey had been preserved in alcohol for the occasion, so

red were their faces.

The Earl of Derby was a fine old gentleman of the rural

type. His noble son was an uncouth rustic, who had no
thought above a stable boy or tavern maid, nor any ambition

above horse trading. His attire was a wonder to behold.

He wore a ruff of stupendous proportions. His trunks

were so puffed out and preposterous in size that they looked

like a great painted knot on a tree; and the mrny-colored

splendor;, of his sleeves, his hat, his hose, and his shoes

were dazzling to the eye. Add to this wondrous raiment

feet and hands that could not be satisfactorily disposed of,

and an unrest of manner painful to behold, and you may pos-

sibly conceive the grandiose absurdity of Dorothy's wooer.

The sight of him almost made Sir George ill ; and his

entrance into the long gallery, where the queen was seated

with her ladies and gentlemen, and Sir George and his

friends standing about her, was a signal for laughter in

which her Majesty openly joined.

I shall not lead you through the tedious ceremony of

presentation and introduction, nor shall I tell you of the

pompous manner in which one of the earl's retinue, a

lawyer, read the marriage contract. The fact that the

contract was read without the presence of Dorothy, whom
it so nearly concerned, was significant of the small con-

sideration which at that time was given to a girl's con-

sent. When all was ready for the signing, Dorothy was
summoned.
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Sir George stood beside the Stanleys, and his nervous,

ness was painlully apparent. Two servants opened the
great doors at the end of the long gallery, and Dorothy-
holding up the skirt of her gown, bounded into the room'
She kneeled to the queen, and turned toward her uncle
Stanley and her lover-cousin with a low bow. Then she
courtesied and said ;

—
" Good even, uncle, and how do you c.o, cou.^n Have

you come to inspect me, and, perchance, to buy .'

"

Sir George's face bore an expression of mingled shame
wonder, and alarm, and the queen and her suite laughed
behind their fans.

"It is well," cont. ' Dorothy. "Here am I. ready
for inspection." Tlu -.,. n she began to disrobe herself
before the entire company. Leicester laughed outright
and the queen and her ladies suppressed their merriment
for a moment, and then sent forth peals of laughter with-
out restraint. Sir George stepped toward the girl and
raised his hand warningly, but the queen interposed :—

"Silence, Sir George, I command you;" and Sir George
retreated to his former place beside the Earl of Derby
Dorothy first removed her bodice, showing her shoulders
and a part of her arms, clothed in the fashion of a tavern
maid.

Leicester, who stood by me, whispered, "God never made
anything more beautiful than Mistress Vernon's arms."

Sir George again spoke angrily, " Do'!, what are you
doing.?" But the queen by a wave of her hand com-
manded silence. Then the girl put her hands behind her
and loosened the belt which held her skirt in place The
skirt fell to the floor, and out of it bounded Dorothy in
the short gown of a maid.

" You will be better able to judge of me in this costume,
cousin said Dorothy. " It will be more familiar to you

^. " '':;;-ii i^uici Wear.



PROUD DAYS FOR THE OLD HALL 289

" I will retract," said Leicester, whispering to me, and

gazing ardently at Dorothy's ankles. " God has made
something more beautiful than Mistress Vernon's arms.

By Venus! I suppose that in His omnipotence He might

be able to creatri soniething more beautiful than her ankles,

but up to this time He has not vouchsafed to me a vision

of it. Ah ! did any one ever behold such strength, such

perfect symmetry, such — St. George ! the gypsy doesn't

live who can dance like that."

Sure enough, Dorothy was dancing. The pipers in the

balcony had burst forth in a ribald jig of a tune, and the

girl was whirling m a wild, weird, and wondrous dance

before her lover-cousin. Sir George ordered the pipers to

cease 1 aying ; but again Elizabeth, who was filled with

mirth, interrupted, and the music pealed forth in wanton
volumes which flooded the gallery. Dorothy danced like

an elfin gypsy to the inspiring strains. Soon her dance

changed to wondrous imitations of the movements of 2.

horse. She walked sedately around in an ever increasing

circle ; she trotted and paced ; she gave the single foot and
racked ; she galloped, slowly for a while, and then the

gallop merged into a furious run which sent the blood of

her audience thrilling through their veins with delight.

The wondrous ease and grace, and the marvellous strength

and quickness of her movements, cannot be described. 1

had never before thought the human body capable of such

grace and agility as she displayed.

After her dance was finished she stepped in front of her

cousin and delivered herself as follows-—
" I am sound from ear tip to fetlock. There is not a

blemish in me."
" No, by my faith, I will swear there is not

!

" cried the

Earl of Leicester.
" T h Tir^ rrr\ r>.r| '-vinrl " Continued Dorothy "two "ood

eyes. By night or by day I can see everything within

u
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'he I-a^,^^c of my vision, and a great deal ihat i. not. I
shy, at times, when an uncouth object suddenly comes
upon me. 1 am warranted gentle if properly handled, but
otherwise it is unsafe to curry my heels."

Sir George could no longer restrain himself, and again
tried to prevent Dorothy from proceeding witii her lerHble
insult to the Stanleys. The queen, however, was deter-
mined to see the end of the frolic, and she said :—

" Proceed, Mistress Vernon, proceed."
Dorothy, nothing loath, continued :

" As for my dispo-
sition, it might be better. It probably will improve with
age, if It doesn't grow worse. I have all the gaits a horse
should have. I am four years old, I have never been
trained to work double, and I think I never shall be. What
think you.' Now what have you to offer in exchange?
Step out and let me see you move."
She took the poor youth by the hand and led him to the

middle of the flf)or.

" How old are you } Show mc your teeth," she said.
The heir to Derby smiled uneasily, and drew his hand
across his nose.

"Ah, you have a touch of the distemper, I see. Are
you subject to it.'

"

Stanley smiled, and the earl said :

" Sir George, this insult has gone far enough."
"Stand back, my Lord Derljy," said the queen. "Do

not interfere with this interesting barter."
The earl reluctantly lapsed into silence. He remem-

bered the insult of her Majesty's words all his life-
" Now step off," said Dorothy to Lord James.
The young man stood in helpless confusion. Porothv

took a step backward from him, and after watching Stanley
a moment said :

—
"What! You can neither trot. pace, nor o-nl!.".n > T

ion't believe you can even walk alone." Then she turned
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toward Sir George. A smile was on her lips, but a look
from hell was in her eyes as she said : —

" Father, take a lesson from this day. I gave you fair
warning. Bring me no more scurvy cobs for barter nor
trade." Then she turned to the Earl of Derby and to her
cousin Lord James, made a deep courtesy, and said :

" You can have no barter with mc. Good day."
She ran from the room, and a great peal of laughter

from all save Sir George and the Stanlcvs followed her
as she passed out through the double door. When the
laughter had subsided, the Earl of Derby turned to Sir
George and said : —

" Sir George, this insult is unbearable, and I shall expect
satisfaction for it." Then he turned to the queen :

"
I beg

that your Majesty will give me leave to depart with my son."
"Granted," answered E!izab(^th, and father and son

started to leave the room, movi.ig backward toward the
great door.s. Sir George asked the earl and Lord Stanley
to remain, and in the presence of the company who had
witnessed the insult, he in the humblest manner made
abject apology for the treatment his distinguished guests
had received at the hands of his daughter. He very
honestly and in all truth disclaimed any sympathy with
Dorothy's conduct, and offered, as the only reparation he
could make, to punish her in some way befitting the
offence. Then he conducted t-he guests to the mounting
block near the entrance tower and saw them depart.
Dorothy had solved her father'^ dilemma with a vengeance.

Sir George was not sure that he wanted to be angry at
Dorothy, though he felt it was a duty he owed to himself
and to the Stanleys. lie had wished that the girl would
in some manner defer the signing of the contract, but he
had not wanted her to refuse young Stanley's hand in a
ii:„!.ii<_. ,-•„• i:;iu.i.li;^ iillil lilC mati^n VvuuiLi ue Ul okCIl Ott

altogether.
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As the day piOfcfressed, and as Sir George ponderer

over Dorothy's conduct, he grew more inclmcd to anger;
but during the afternoon she kept well under the quet-n's
wing, and he found no opportunity to give vent to his
ill-temper.

Late that night he called me to his room. lie had
been drinking during the evening and was poised between
good-humored hilarity and ill-tempered ferocity. The
latter condition was usually the result of his libations.
When I entered the room it was evident he was amused.

" Did you ever hear or see such brazen effrontery ?

"

he asked, referring to Dorothy's treatment of the Stanleys.
" Is there another girl on earth who would have conceived
the absurd thought, or, having conceived it, would have
dared to carry it out .'

"

I took a chair and replied, "I think there is not
another."

" I hope not," continued Sir George. He sat in thou-ht
for a moment, and then broke forth into a -reit lau-hWhen he had finished laughing he said :

" I 2dmit it was
laughable and— and pretty— beautiful. Damme I didn't
know the girl could do it, Malcolm ! I didn't know she had
It in her. There is not another girl living could have carried
the frohc through." Then he spoke r-riouslv. " But I will
make her smart for it when the queen leaves' Haddon."

" Sir George, if you will allow me to suggest what I feel
on the subject, I would say that you have no rea.son what-
ever for desirng to make Dorothy smart. She may have
deeper designs than we can .see."

" What designs do you suppose she can have > Tell
me, Malcolm," asked Sir George.

I remained silent for a moment, hardly knowing how to
express my thought. "Certainly she could not have ap-
peared to a better advantage than in hf^r

costume," I said.

i^'^t rt~^ »-»-, »v-. -. .; ,1 * .,



PROUD DAYS FOR THE OLD HAf [. ^92

"That is true," answered Sir George. "Though she
is my own daughter, I must admit that I have never seen
any woman so beautiful as she." The old gentleman
laughed softly for a moment and said :

" But wasn't it

brazen ? Wasn't it shameless ? I have always given the

girl credit for modesty, but— damme, damme— "

"
1 ler beauty in the tavern maid's costume fired Leicester's

heart as nothing else could have done," I said. " He
stood by my side, and was in raptures over her charms."

Sir George mused a moment and said something about
the •' Leicester possibility," which I knew to be an impos-
sibility, and before I left him he had determined to allow

the matter to drop for the present. " I am making a

damned pretty mess of the whole affair, I fear, Malcolm,"
he said.

"You don't seem to be clearing it up, Sir George," I

responded.

After talking over some arrangements for the queen's

entertainment, I said good night, and left my cousin brood-
ing over as complicated a problem as man ever tried to

sohe.

The ne.vt morning T told Dorothy how her father felt

with respect to the " Leicester possibility." She laughed
and said :

—
" I will encourage father in that matter, and," with a

sauc> twinkle in her eye, "incidentally I w^ill not discour-
r"Q my proud lord of Leicester. I will make the most of

the situation, fear not, Malcolm."
" I do not fear," said I, emphatically.

There it was : the full-blown spirit of conquest, strong
even in a love-full heart. God breathed into Adam the
breath of life ; but into Eve he breathed the love of con-
quest, and it has been growing stronger in the hearts of

lici u,aii;iuers with each recurring generation.
" How about John > " I asked.
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"Oh, John '" she answered, throwing her head contem
plativcly to one side. " He is amply able to protect his
own interests. I could not be really untrue to him if I

wished to be. It is I who am troubled on the score of in-

fidelity. John will be with the most beautiful queen—

"

She broke off in the midst of her sentence, and her face
became clouded with an expression of anger and hatred.
"God curse her! I wish she were dead, dead, dead.
There ! you know how I feel toward your English-French-
Scottish beauty. Curse the mongrel— " She halted before
the ugly word she was about to use ; but her eyes were like
glowing embers, and her cheeks were flushed' by the heat
of anger.

" Did you not promise mc, Dorothy, that you would not
again allow yourself to become jealous of Queen Mary?"
I asked.

" Yes, I promised, but I cannot prevent the jealousy,
and I do not intend to try. I hate her, and I love to
hate her."

" Why should you hate her .'
" I asked. " If John re-

mains true to you, there is certainly no cause for you to
hate any one. If he should be untrue to you, you should
hate him."

" Hate him ?
" she exxLiimcd. "That, indeed, is pretty

reasoning. If he should be untrue to me, 1 should of course
hate her. I could not hate him. I did not make myself
love him. I would ? -ver have been so great a fool as to
bring that pain upon .nyself intentionally. I suppose no
girl would deliberately make herself love a man and bring
into her heart so great an agony. I feel toward John as
I do, because I must; and I iuite your Scottish mongrel
because I must. I tell you, Malcolm, when she comes to
Rutland, if I hear of her trying any of her wanton tricks on
John there will be trouble— mark mv words !

"

" I ask you to promise me this, Dorothy : that you will
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do nothing concerning John and Queen Mary without first

si^L'aking to me."

She paced across the room anp^rily. " I jiromisc you noth-

ing, Malcolm, save that I shall not allow that woman to come
between John and me. That I promise you, on my oath."

Dorothy continued to shed her luminous smiles on Leices-

ter, though she was careful not to shine in the queen's

presence. My lord was dazzled by the smiles, and contin-

ually sought opportunities to bask in their dangerous light.

As a result of this smiling and basking the great London
heart-breaker was soon helplessly caught in the toils of

Doll, the country maiden. She played him as an angler
plays a trout. The most experienced court coquette could
not have done the part better than did this girl, whose
knowledge of the subject was wholly intuitive, for her life

had all been spent amid the green hills and groves of

Derbyshire. She so managed the affair that her father

should see enough of Leicester's preference to keep alive

in Sir George's mind the hope for the " Leicester possi-

bility." Those words had bcconie with her a phrase slyly

to play upon.

One afternoon when the sun was graciouslv warm and
bright, I induced Madge to walk with me upon the ter-

race, that I might for a few^ moments feel the touch of her
hand and hear her whispered words. Wo took a seat by
a large holly bush, which effectually concealed us from
view. Wo had been there but a few moments when we
heard footsteps approaching. Looking between the
branches of the holly bush I saw Dorothy and Leicester
coming toward us from the north end of the terrace. Doro-
thy's eyes were cast down demurely, and her head liur.g

in the attitude of a shy, modest girl, who listens timidly to

words that are music in her ears. Never have I seen an
attlt'iirlf' mr>rf» in/^ir'i<"!«'f> r>+ fV>.-. ^,^/-.. ,»,«•;'" - • < t' t iL n'-i iM_ Ot i.::\, 1 ;_ ^_ :„ !>••.. 1

which Dorothy assumed toward Leicester.
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"Ah." tlioi,i;ht I, "poor John has given his heart and

-las risked his life for the sake of Doll, and Doll is a mis-
wabic coquette."

But there was conduct still more objectionable to come
iroin Dorothy.

Unconscious of our presence, Leicester said, " My fair
beauty, my Venus, here is a settle under this holly bush
well hidden from prying eyes. It invites us. Will >ou'
sit here With me for one happy moment, and give me a
taste of Paradise ?

"

" I fear I should not sit with you, my lord, however
much I — may- n-ay wish to do so. My father or the
queen might obs. e us." The black lashes fell upon the
fair cheek, and the red golden head with its crown of glory
iiung forward convincingly.

"You false jade," thought I.

" I ask for but one moment," pleaded Leicester " The
queen sleeps at this time after dinner, and perhaps vour
father would not object if you were to grant this little
lavor ., the firsc nobleman of the realm."
"You do not know my father, my lord. He is very

strict regarding my conduct," murmured the drooping head
^^^"I ask for but one little moment," continued th^'e earlm which to tell you that you have filled mv heart with
adoration and love."

"I should not listen to you, mv lord. Were I mindful
of my happiness, I should return to the Hall at once," said
the drooping lashes and hanging bead.
"You lying wench," thought^ L By that time I was

thoroughly angered.

"Only one little moment on the settle," pleaded Leices-
ter, "that I may speak to you that which I wish so ar
dently to say."

" Can you not speak while we walk, my lord > " asked
Dorothy.
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I felt a bitter desire to curse the frirl.

"It is difficult for me to speak while we walk," said

Leicester, cautiously taking the girl's hand; so she
permitted him to lead her to the settle under the holly

bush, on the opposite side of which Madge and I were
sitting.

The earl retained the hand for a moment after he and
Dorothy were seated, but she gently drew it away and
moved a little distance from his Lordship. Still, her eyes
were drooped, hor head hung low, and her bosom actually

heaved as if with emotion.
" I will tell John of your shamclessness," I said to my-

self. "He shall feci no more heartaches for you — you
wanton huzzy."

Then Leicester poured forth his passion most eloquently.

Poesy, verse, and rhetoric all came to help him in his woo-
ing. Now and then the girl would respond to his ardor
with "Please, my lord," or " I pray you, my lord." and
when he would try to take her hand she would say, " ! beg
you, my lord, do not." Rut Leicester evidently thought
that the "do not" meant "do," for soon he began to steal

his arm about her \\;aist, and she was so slow in stopping
him that I thought she was going to submit. She, how-
ever, arose gently to her feet and said :

—
" My lord, I must return to the Hall. I nia\- not ]ong<-r

remain here with you."

The earl caught her hand and endeavored to kiss it, but
she adroitly prevented him, and stepping out into the path,

started slowly toward the Hall. She turned her head
slightly toward Leicester in a mute but eloquent invita-

tion, and he quickly followed her.

I watched the pair walk up the terrace. They descended
the steps to the garden, and from thence they entered the
Hall by way of the porch.

" Was it not very wicked in Dorothy to listen to such
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words from ! eicester ? " asked Madge. " I do not at ah
understand her."

Madge, of course, knew only a part of what had happened,
and a very small part at that, for she had not seen Dorothy.
Madge and I returned to the Hall, and we went at once to

Dorothy's room, hoping to see her, and intending to tell

her our opinion of the shameless manner in which she had
acted.

Dorothy was in her room alone when we entered. She
clapped her hands, ran to the door, bolted it, and bounded
back toward us.

" I have the greatest news to tell you," she cried laugh-

ingly,— ' the greatest news and the greatest sport of which
you ever heard. My lord Leicester is in love with me."

" Indeed, that is very fine," I responded , but my irony
met its usual fate. She did not see it.

"Yes," continued Dorothy, brimming o^-er with mirth,

"you should have heard him pleading with me a few
moments since upon the terrace."

" We did hear him," said Madge.
"You heard him? Where.? How?" Her eyes were

wide with wonder.
" We were on the opposite side of the holly bush from

you," I answered. "We heard him and we saw you."
" Did you ? Good. I am glad of it," said Dorothy.
" Yes, we saw and we heard all, and we think that your

conduct was shameless,' I responded severely.
" Shameless ? " demanded Dorothy. " Now pray tell me

what I did or said that was shameless."

I was at a loss to define the wrong in her conduct, for it

had been of an intangible quality which in itself was noth-

ing, but notwithstanding meant a great deal.

" You permitted him to hold your hand," I said, trying

to fix on something real with which to accuse her.
"'

I did auLiiiug of the sort," said Doroihy, laughingly

k y
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" He caught my hand several times, but I withdrew it trora

him."

I knew she spoke the truth regarding her hand, so I

tried again.

"You— you hung your head and kept your eyes cast

down, and you looked— "

" Oh, I hung my head, I cast down my eyes, and I

looked .' " she answered, laughing heartily. "Pray let me
ask you. Master Fault-finder, for what use else arc heads

and eyes made ?

"

I was not prepared to say that the uses to which Dorothy
had put her head and eyes were not some of the purposes

tor which they were created. They are good purposes,

too, I admit, although I would not have conceded as much
to Dorothy. I knew the girl would soon wheedle me into

her way of thinking, so I took a bold stand and said :
—

" It is my intention to tell John about your conduct with

Leicester, and I shall learn fo what purpose he thinks

eyes and heads are created."

" Tell John ? " cried Dorothy. " Of course you may tell

John. He well knows the purposes of heads and eyes, and
their proper uses. He has told me many times his opinion

on the subject." She laughed for a moment, and then con-

tinued : "I, too, shall tell John al! that happened or shall

happen between Lord Leicester and me. I wish I could tell

him now. How I wish I could tell him now." A soft light

came to her eyes, and she repeated huskily: " If I might tell

him now; if I might tell him now. Why, Malcolm, I despise

Leicester. He is a poor, weak fool. He has no more force

nor strength than I have. He is not a man. He is no more
attractive than a woman. He wanted to kiss me. He begged
me to give him but one. It is but a poor kiss which a mari

gets by begging. Think you I would give him one ? Had
he but touched my lips, think you I would ever allow John
to soil himselt agam by kissing them f Fear not, Malcolm
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Fear not for John nor for me. No man will ever receive from
me a favor, tlie granting of which would make me unfit to

be John's— John's wife. I have paid too dearly for him
to throw him away for a penny whistle that I do not want."
Then she grew earnest, with a touch of anger : " Leices-
ter ! What reason, suppose you, Malcolm, have I for treat-

ing him as I do ? Think you I act from sheer wantonness ?

If there were one little spot of that fault upon my soul, I

would tear myself from John, though I should die for it."

Her laughing mood had passed away, and I feared to

say that I could see no reason other than coquetry for her
conduct. I feared the red-haired tigress vvould scratch my
eyes out,

"I have wanted to see you," she continued, "that I

might tell you of my plans and of the way they are work-
ing out, but now since you have spoken to me in this m.an-
ner, Sir Malcolm Francois de Lorraine Vernon, I shall tell

you nothing. You suspect me. Therefore, you shall wait
with the rest of the world to learn my purposes. You may
tell John all you have seen and heard. I care not how
quickly you do it." Then with a sigh : "I pray God it may
be very soon. He will wish for no explanation, and he shall

one day have in me a rich reward for his faith."

" Do you trust him as he trusts you ? " I asked, " and
would you demand an explanation were he to act toward
Mary Stuart as you have acted toward Leicester.'*"

" He could not act toward her as I did toward Lord
Leicester," she said thoughtfully. Then after a moment
she laughingly continued :

" John can't— he can't hang
his head and — droop his eyes and look."

"Butif— " I began.
" I want no more of your hellish ' ifs,' " cried the girl in

sudden fur>'. " If John were to — to look at that Scottish

mongrel as I looked at Leicester, I would — I would kill

the royal wanton. I would kill her if it cost mv life.
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Now, for God's sake, leave me. You see the state into

which you have wrought me." I left Madge with Dorothy
and walked out upon Bowling Green to ponder on the
events tiiat were passing before me.
From the time we learned that John had gone to fetch

the Scottish queen I had fears lest Dorothy's inflammable
jealousy might cause trouble, and now those fears were
rapidly transforming themselves into a feeling of certainty.

There is nothing in life so sweet and so dangerous as the
love of a hot-blooded woman.

I soon saw Dorothy again. " Tell me," said I, in con-
ciliation, " tell me, please, what is j'our reason for acting
as you do toward Leicester, and why should you look dif-

ferently upon similar conduct on John's part '
"

" ! will not tell you my plans," she responded, — " not
now, at least. Perhaps I shall do so when I have recovered
from my ill-temper. It is hard for me to give my reasons
for feeling differently about like conduct on John's part.

Perhaps I feel as I do because—because— It is this way:
While I might do little things— mere nothings— such as
I have done— it would be impossible for me to do any act
of unfaithfulness to John. Oh, it could not be. But with
him, he— he— well, he is a man and— and— oh, don't
talk to me ! Don't talk to me ! You are driving me mad.
Out of my sight ! Out of my room ! Hoi)- Virgin ! I shall

die before I have him ; I know I shall."

There it was again. The thought of Mary Stuart drove
her wild. Dorothy threw herself on her face upon the bed,
and Madge went over and sat by her side to .soothe her.

I, with a feeling of guilt, so adroit had been Dorothy's
defence, left the girls and went to my room in the tower to

unravel, by the help of my pipe, the tangled web of woman's
incomprehensibility. I failed, as many another man had
failed before me, and as men will continue to fail to the
end oi time.
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Makv Stuart

AND now I come to an event in this history which J
find difficult to place betorc you in its true light

.-th.
^,7,^«^°^hy;« '^^^ I ^vish I might omit it alto-

gcthcr. But in true justice to her and for the purpose of
n-.aking you sec clearly the enormity of her fault and the
palhatrng excuses therefor, if any there were, I shall pausebnefiy to show the condition of affairs ac the time of which
I am about to write -a time when Dorothy's madness
brought us to the most terrible straits and plunged us into
deepest tribulations.

^

Although I have been unable to show you as much of

know thnV/'''
r" ''^ ^'"" '" '^^'>'"" nevertheless mustjnow that he, whose nature was not like the shallow brook

but was Hither of the quality of a deep, slow-moving rivernad caught from Dorothy an infection of love from which
ae would never recover. His soul was steeped in the deli-

toZT'vr "' '''
f
"'•

^
"'"'^^ ^^^^ '^^^^ y-^ -mention

to the conditions under which his passion for Dorothy had

ITrZJ'S ''Ti''
'""'"'''^'^ '^" '^^^' ''-^^'' fi'-^t he saw

nL f

^°>-^l Arms in Derby-town, but the shaft had

Ce tZ "'^^ ' '>''" ^'^^'"^'^ «he certainly haddone her full part ,n the wooing. It was for her sake,
iter she had drawn him on to love her, that he became

It the hands nf hp.- fr^ther A -J ^ ^--- ' • •-..liier. ^itiu it vvus tnrougii acr mad
30a
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fault that the evil came upon him of which I shall now tell

you. That she paid for her fault in suffering does not ex-

cuse her, since pain is but the latter half of evil.

During the term of Elizabeth's residence in Haddon
Hall John returned to Rutland with Queen Mary Stuart,
whose escape from Lochleven had excited all England.
The country was full of rumors that Ma / was coming to
England not so much for sanctuary as to i < n the ground
ready to accept the English crown when L„r opportunity
to do so should occur. The Catholics, a large and power-
ful party, flushed with their triumphs under the " Bloody
Queen," were believed to svmpathize with Mary's cause.
Although Elizabeth said little on the subject, she felt

deeply, and she feared trouble should the Scottish queen
enter her dominion. Another cause of annoyance to Eliza-
beth was the memory that Leicester had once been deeply
impressed with Mary's charms, and had sought her hand
in marriage. Elizabeth's prohibition alone had prevented
the match. That thought rankled in Elizabeth's heart,
and she hated Mary, although her hatred, as in all other
cases, was tempered with justice and mercy. This great
queen had the brain of a man with its motives, and the
heart of a woman with its emotions.

When news of Mary's escape reached London, Cecil
came in great haste to Haddon, During a Lousultation
with Elizabeth he advised her to seize Mary, should she
enter England, and to check the plots made in Mary's
behalf by executing the principal friends of the Scottish
queen. He insistently demanded that Elizabeth should
keep Mary under lock and key, should she be so fortunate
as to obtain possession of her person, and that the men
who were instrumental in bringing her into England should
be arraigned for high treason.

John certainly had been instrumental in bringing her
mtg iiiigiand, and if Cecil's advice were taken by the
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hrt;^:;'^^'^^°"^^P^^^he forfeit for his chivalric
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Dorothy went to bed, and Jennie, following her usual

custom, when at Haddon, lay upon the floor in the same
room. John's letter, with all its tenderness, had thrown

Dorothy into an inquisitive frame of mind. After an hour

or two of restless tossing upon the bed she fell asleep, but

soon after midnight she awakened, and in her drowsy
condition the devil himself played upon the strings of her

dream-charged imagination. After a time she sprang

from the bed, lighted a candle at the rushlight, and read

John's letter in a tremor of dream-wrought fear. Then
she aroused Jennie Faxton and asked :

—
" When were you at Rutland .''

"

" I spent yesterday and to-day there, mistress," answered
Jennie.

" Did yor see a strange lady .' " asked Dorothy.
" Oh, yes, mistress, I did see her three or four times,"

answered Jennie. " Lady Blanche is her name, and she

be a cousin of Sir John's. She do come, they say, from

France, and do speak only in the tongue of that country."

"I — I suppose that this— this Lady Blanche and— and
Sir John are very good friends .' Did you — did you —
often see them together ?

" asked Dorothy. She felt guilty

in questioning Jernie for the purpose of spying upon her

lover. She knew that John would not pry into her conduct.
" Indeed, yes, mistress," returned Jennie, who admired

John greatly from her lowly sphere, and who for her own
sake as well as Dorothy's was jealous of Queen Mary.
"They do walk together a great deal on the ramparts,

and the white snaky lady do look up into Sir John's face

like this" — here Jennie assumed a lovelorn expression.
" And — and once, mistress, I thought— I thought— "

"Yes, yes, Jesu !
" hissed Dorothy, clutching Jennie by

the arm, "you thought, you thought. Tell me! Tell

;;;c ; vvni^l in. rn,ii o iiamC uiu yOU liiiiiK. i opOaK ^uiCKiV,

wench."
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"I be not sure, mistress, but I thou£,^ht I saw his armabout her waist one evening on the ramparts. I wa da kand for sure I could not tell, but— "

^vasda.k,

thv^'^^r 'r''"
"^°" the white huzzy!" screamed Doro-thy. God s curse upon her ! She is steahng him fromme, and I am helpless."

^

She clasped her hands over the top of her head and ran

ff J; ,

'^"^ '^^ "P°" ^'^^ ^"l^'dc and threw herself

My God
! Thmk of i- ^fadge. I have given him myheart, my soul, Q merciful God, my love-fl, that I hive

cau e\ris';
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him frnrl "^'^f'"
'"^ ''"' '"'^"^ '" '^^" '^h*'^ ^'"'-'-^ ^o Stealh.m from me and coa.xes him to put his arm around her

"Don't feel that way about it, Dorothy." said Mad^^esoothmgly. .< I know Sir John can explain it all to youwhen you see him. He is true to you, 1 am sure." ^

True to me, Madge! How can he be true to me ifshe coaxes him to woo her and if he puts his arm - 1 amlosmg hmi; I know it. I-I-Q God. Madge ansmothenng; I am strangling! Holy Virgin! I bei 'v"

Madge s side clutching her throat and breast, and her

convuLs-rs"
' '

'""' ^"' '''''^-^''' '' '' ^^^ -- -

heart. God
! If you have pity, give it now. Help me '

so L"h ^'r 'T '^"^'^^ ' ^"^•^-
' "-- ^--d' hfmso much as^ I do at this awful moment. Save mefrom doing that which is in my heart. If I could havehm. for only one little portion of a minute. But that idenied nif- urh^co ^:„u.- ;j.

•
, . .

^^^"^^ '^
" ••••••^^ "ei"' it 15, una 15 given io her who has
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no right. Ah, God is not just. If he were he -vould strike

her dead. I hate her and I hate— hate him."

She arose to a sitting posture on the edge of the bed

and held out her arms toward Mad^e.
" Madge," she continued, frenzied by the thought,

" his arm was around her waist. That was early in the

evening. Holy Virgin ! What may be happening now .'

"

Dorothy sprang from the bed and staggered about the

room with her hands upon her throbbing temples.

" I cannot bear this agony. God give me strength."

Soon she began to gasp for breath. " I can— see—them

now— together, together. I hate her; I hate him. My love

has turned bitter. What can I do.^ What can I do.' I will

do it. I will. I will di.stuib their sweet rest. If I cannot

have him, she shall not. I'll tell the queen, I'll tell the

queen."

Dorothy acted on her resolution the moment it was

taken, and at once began to unbolt the door.

" Stay, Dorothy, stay !
" cried Madge. " Think on what

you are about to do. It will cost John his life. Come to

me for one moment, Dorothy, I pray you." Madge arose

from the bed and began groping her way toward Dorothy,

who was unbolting the door.

Madge could have calmed the tempest-tossed sea as

easily as she could have induced Dorothy to pause in her

mad frenzy. Jennie Faxton, almost paralyzed by fear of

the storm she had raised, stood in the corner of the room
trembling and s'pcechless. Dorothy was out of the room
before poor blind Madge could reach her. The frenzied gir)

was dressed only in her night robes and her glorious haii

hung dishevelled down to her waist. She ran through the

'ooms of Lady Crawford and those occu[)icd by her father

and the retainers. Then she sped down the long gallery

and up the steps to Elizabeth's apartment.

She knocked violently at the queen's door



3o8 DOROrilY VERNON
" Who comes? " demanded one of her Majesty's ladies.

" I, Dorothy," was the response. " I wish to speak to her

Majesty at once upon a matter of j^reat importance to her."

Elizabeth ordered her ladies to admit Dorothy, and the

girl ran to the queen, who had half arisen in her bed.

" You must have affairs of great moment, indeed," cried

Elizabeth, testily, "if they induce you to disturb me in

this manner."
" Of great moment, indeed, your Majesty," replied Doro-

thy, endeavoring to be calm, " of moment to you and to me.

Mary Stuart is in England at this instant trying to steal

your crown and my lover. She is now sleeping within five

leagues of this place. God only knows what she is doing.

Let us waste no time, your Majesty."

The girl was growing wilder every second.
" Let us go—you and I— and seize this wanton creature.

You to save your crown; I to save my lover and—my
life."

" Where is she ? " demanded Elizabeth, sharply. " Cease

prattling about your lover. She would steal both my lover

and my crown if she could. Where is she .••

"

" She is at Rutland Castle, your Majesty," answered
Dorothy.

" Ah, the Duke of Rutland and his son John," said Eliza-

beth. " I have been warned of them. Send for my Lord
Cecil and Sir William St. Loe."

Sir William was in command of the yeoman guards.

"Is Sir John Manners your lover?" asked Elizabeth,

turning to Dorothy.
" Yes," answered the girl.

"You may soon seek another," replied the queen,

significantly.

Her Majesty's words seemed to awaken Dorothy from

her stupor of frenzy, and she foresaw the result of her act

Then came upon her a reaction worse than death.

i^
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'You may depart," said the queen to Dorothy, and the

i^rl went back to her room hardly conscious that she was
moving.

At times we cannot help feeling that love came to the

human breast through a drop of venom shot from the ser-

pent's tongue into the heart of Eve. Again we believe it

to be a spark from Gcd's own soul. Who will solve me
this riddle ?

Soon the hard, cold ringing of arms, and the tramp of

mailed feet resounded through Haddon Hall, and the doom-

like din reached Dorothy's room in the tones of a clanging

knell. There seemed to be a frightful rhythm in the chaos

of sounds which repeated over and over again the words

:

"John will die, John will die," though the full import of

her act and its results did nor for a little time en-

tirely penetrate her consciousness. She remembered the

queen's words, " You may soon seek another." Elizabeth

plainly meant that John was a traitor, and that John would

die for his treason. The clanking words, "John will die,

John will die," bore upon the girl's ears in ever increasing

volume until the agony she suffered deadenea her power

»o think. She wandered aimlessly about the room, trying'

*o collect her senses, but her mind was a blank After a

fe\v minutes she ran back to the queen, having an unde-

fined purpose of doing something to avert the consequences

of her mad act. She at first thought to tell the queen that

the information she had given concerning Mary Stuart's

presence in Rutland w-as false, but she well knew that a lie

seldom succeeds ; and in this case, even through her clouded

mentality, she could see that a lie would surc'y fail. She
determined to beg the queen to spare John's life. She did

not know exactly what she would do, but she hoped by the

time she should reach the queen's room to hit upon some
plan that would save him. When she knocked at Eliza-

beth's door it was locked agamst lier. Her Majesty
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was in consultation with Cecil, Sir William St. Loe, and

a few other gentlemen, among whom was Sir George

Vernon.

Dorothv well knew there was no help for John if he?

father were of the queen's council. She insisted upon see-

ing the queen, but was rudely repulsed. By the time she

a^ain reached her room full consciousness had returned,

and agony such as she had never bef'ue dreamed of over-

whelnied her soul. Many of us have felt the same sort of

pain when awakened suddenly to the fact that words we

have spoken easily may not, by our utmost efforts, be

recalled, though we would gladly give our life itself to have

them back. If suffering can atone for sin, Dorothy bought

her indulgence within one hour after sinning. But suffer-

ing cannot atone for sin; it is only a part of it— the

result.

"Arise, Madge, and dress," said D(-othy, gently.^ "I

have made a terrible mistake. I have committed a fright-

ful crime. I have betrayed John to death. Ah, help me

Madge, if you can. Pray God to help me. He will listen

to you. I fear to prav U> Him. He weald turn my

prayers to curses. I am lost." She fell for a moment

upon the bed and placed her head on Madge's breast mur^

muring, " If I could but die.'"

"All may turn out better than it nov,- appears," said

Madge. "Quiet yourself and let us consider what may be

done to arrest the evil of your — your act."

" Nothing can be done, nothing," v/ailed Dorothy, as

she arose from the bed and began to drep<^. " Please

arise, Madge, and dress yourself. Here arc your garments

and your gown."
^

They hastily dressed without speaking, and Dorotny

began ai:;ain to pace the floor.

" He will die hating me," said Dorothy. " If he could

live I willingly w(iuld give nim to the — Uic oeuuisb
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me," she said

What noi.sc is

Then she wont

woman. Tlien I could die and my suffering would cease.

I must have been mad when I went lu the cjueen. He
trusted me with his honor and his life, and I, traitress that

I am, have betrayed both. Ah, well, when he dies I also

shall die. There is comfort at least in th.at thought. How
helpless I am."

She could not weep. It seemed as if there were not a

tear in her. AU was hard, dry, burning agony. She

again fell upon the bed and moaned piteously for a little

time, V. "'nging her hands and uttering frantic ejaculalory

prayers for help.

" Mv mind seems to have f(jrsaken

hoarsely to Madge. " I cannot think,

that.'"'

She paused and listened for a moment.

m to the north window and opened the casement.

"The yeoman guards from ]3akewell are coming," she

said. " 1 recognize them by the light of their flambeau.x.

They are entering the gate at the dove cote."

A part of the c[ueen's guard had been quartered in the

village of Bakcwell.

Dorothy stood at the window for a moment and said :

"The other guards are here under our window and are

ready to march to Rutland. There is Lord Cecil, ana

Sir William St. Loe, and Malcolm, and there is my father.

Now they are off to meet the other yeomen at the

. dove-cote. The stable boy; are lighting their torches

i and flambeau.x. They are going to murder John, and I

T' have sent them."

1; Dorothy covered her face with her hands and slowly

1? walked to and fro acro;:s the room.

"Call Malcolm," snid M^dge. " Perhips he ran help

U us. Lead me to the wimlow, Dorothy, and I will call him."

Dorothy led Madge to tne window, and above the din of

arms I heard her soft voice calling, " Malcolm, Malcolm."
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The order .c march had been given before Madge

called, but I sought Sir William and told him I would

return to the Hall to get another sword and would soon

overtake him on the road to Rutland.

I then hastened to Dorothy's room. I was ignorant of

the means whereby Elizabeth had learned of Mary's pres-

ence at Rutland. The queen had tuld no one how the

in'^ormatiun reached hen The fact that Mary was in Eng-

land was all sufific lent for Cecil, and he proceeded to

execute the order Elizabeth had given for M:iry's arrest,

without asking or desiring any explanation. I, of course,

was in great distress for J(ihn's sake, since I knew that he

would be attainted of treason, I had sought in vain some

l.>lan whereby I might help him, but found none. I, my-

self, being a Scottish refugee, occupied no safe position.

and my slightest act toward helping John or Mary would

tie construed against me.

When I entered Dorothy's room, she ran to me and said :

" Can you help me, Malcolm ? Can you help me save him

from this terrible evil which I have brought upon him ?

"

"How did you bring the evil upon him?" I asked, in

astonishment. " It was not your fault that he brought

Mary Stuart to — "

" No, no," she answered ; "but I told the queen she was

at Rutland."
*• You told the queen ?" T exclaimed, unwilling to believe

my ears. "You told— How— why— why did you tell

her.'"
" I do not know why I told her," she replied. " I was

mad with — with jealousy. You warned me against it, but

I did not heed you. Jennie Faxton told me that she saw-

John and— but all that does not matter now. I wi!) tell

you hereafter if I live. What we must now do is to save

him —to save him if we can. Try to devise some plan.

i- 1, ! . . 1 ^ TV T . -. : .-. .-. 1 -.-.-.

bll lii ivj .iilcviLOi Ilia
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My first thought was to ride to Rutland Castle and give

the alarm. Sir George would lead the yeomen thither by

the shortest route— the road by way of Rowsley. There

was another route leading up the Lathkil thrt)Ugh the dale,

and thence by a road turning southward to Rutland. That

road was longer by a league than the one Sir George would

take, but I could put my horse to his greatest speed, and I

might be able to reach the castle in time to enable John and

Mary to escape. I considered the question a moment. My
own life certainly would pay the forfeit in cai>e of failure ; but

my love for John and, I confess it with shame, the memory

of' my old tenderness for Mary impelled me to take the

risk. I explained the plan upon which I was thinking,

and told them of my determination. When I did so, Madge

grasped me by the arm to detain me, and Dorothy fell

upon her knees and kissed my hand.

I said, " I must start at once ; for, ride as I may, T fear

the yeomen will reach Rutland gates before I can get

there
"

" Bu' if the guards should be at the gates when you

arrive, or if you should be missed by Cecil, you, a Scottish

refugee and a friend of Queen IVIary, would be suspected of

treason, and you would lose your life," said Madge, who
was filled with alarm for my sake.

"That is true," I replied; "but T can think of no other

way whereby John can possibly be saved."

Dorothy stood for a moment in deep thought, and

said :
—

" I will ride to Rutland by w.ay of Lathkil Dale— 1 will

ride in place of you, Malcolm. It is my duty and my
privilege to do this if I can."

I saw the truth of her words, and felt that since Doro-

thy had wrought the evil, it was clearly her duty to remedy

it if she could. If she , uould fail, no evil consequences

would fail upon her. If I siiouid fuii, il wciuiu euai. hic nVy
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life; and while I desired to save John, still I wished tc

save m}.scit. Though my conduct may not have beer
chivalric, still I was willing that Dorothy should go in my
place, and 1 told her .so. I otfered to ride with her as far

as a certain cross-road a league distant from Rutland Cas-

tle. There I would leave her, and go across the country
to meet the yeomen on the road they had taken. I could
join them before they reached Rutland, and my absence dur-

ing the earlier portion of the march would not be remarked;
or if noticed it could easily be explained.

This plan was agreed upo'^ and after the guards had
passed out at Dove-cote Gate and were well down toward
Rowsley, I rode out from the Hall, and waited for Dorothy
at an appointed spot n','ar Overhaddon

Immediately alter my departure Dolcy was saddled, and
soon Dorothy rode furiously up to me. Away we sped,

Dorothy and I, by Yulegrave church, down into the dale,

and up the river. Never shall I forget that mad ride

Heavy rains had recently fallen, and the road in places
was almost impassable. The rivers were in flood, but
when Dorothv and I reached the ford, the girl did not stop
to consider the danger ahead of her. I heard her whisper,
"On, Dolcy, on," and I heard the sharp " whisp" of the
whip as she struck the trembling, fearfid mare, and urged
her ino the dark flood. Dolcy hesitated, but Dorothy
struck her again and again with the whip and softly cried,
" On, Dolcv. on." Then mare and rider plunged into the
swollen river, and I, of course, followed them. The water
was so deep that our horses were compelled to swim, and
when we reached the opposite side of the river we had
drifted with the current a distance of at least three hun
dred yards below the road. We climbed the cliff by a
sheep path. H- w Dorothy did it I do not know; and how
I succeeded in following her T know even less. When wc
reached the top of the clilt, Dorothy started off at fuh
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gallop, leading the way, and again I followed. The sheep

path leading up the river o the road followed close the

edge of the cliff, where a false step by the horse would

mean death to both horse and rider. But Dorothy feared

not, or knew not, the danger, and I caught her ever

whispered cry,— "On, Dolcy,on; on, Dolcy, on." Ashamed

to fall beiiind, yet fearing to ride at such a pace on such

a path, I urged my horse forward.. He was a fine, strong,

mettlesome brute, and I succeeded in keeping the girl's

dim form in sight. The moon, which was rapidly sinking

westward, still gave us light through rifts in the black

bank of floating clouds, else that ride over the sheep path

by the cliff would have been our last journey in the flesh.

Soon we reached the main road turning southward. It

was a series of rough rocks and mudholes, and Dorothy

and Dolcy shot forward upon it with the speed of the

tempest, to undo, if possible, the evil which a dozen words,

untimely spoken, had wrought. I urged my horse until

his head was close by Dolcy's tail, and ever and anon

could I hear the whispered cry, —"On, Dolcy, on; on,

Dolcy, sweet Dolcy, good Dolcy ; on, my pet, on."

No word was spoken between Dorothy and me ; but I

could hear Dolcy panting wath her mighty effort, and

amid the noise of splashing water and the thud, thud, thud

of our horses' hoofs came always back to me from Doro-

thy's lips the sad, sad cry, full of agony and longing,— " On,

Dolcy, on ; on Dolcy, on."

The road we took led us over steep hills and down

through dark, shadow-crowded ravines ; but up hill, down

hill, and on the level the terrible girl before me plunged

forward with unabated headlong fury until I thought

surely the flesh of horse, man, and woman could endure the

strain not one moment longer. But the horses, the wom.an,

and— though I say it who should not— the man were of

God's best handiwork, and the cords ot our lives did not



" \

316 DOROTHY VERNON
snap. One thought, ami otily oiu^ held possession of the

girl, and the nuilter vi. her own lile or death had no place

in her mind.

When we reached the cross-road where I was to leave

her, we halted while I instructed Dorothy concerning the

road she should follow from that point to Rutland, and
directed her how to proceed when she should arrive at the

castle gate. She eagerly listened for a moment or two,

then grew impatient, and told me to hasten in my speech,

since there was no time to lose. Then she fearlessly

dashed away alone into the black night; and as I watched
her fair form fade into the shadows, the haunting cry came
faintly back to me. — •'On, D(;lcy, on; on, Dolcy on," and
I was sick at heart. I was loath to leave her thus in the

inky gloom. The moon had sunk for the night, and the

clouds had banked up without a rift against the hidden
stars ; but I could give her no further helj , and my life

would pay the forfeit sliouid 1 accompany her. She had
brought the evil upon herself. She was the iron, the seed,

the cloud, and the rain. She was fulfilling her destiny.

She was doing that which she must do : nothing more,
nothing less. She was filling her little niche in the uni-

versal moment. She was a part of the infinite kaleido-

scope—a fate-charged, fate-moved, fragile piece of glass
which might be crushed to atoms in the twinkUng of an
eye, in the sounding of a trumi).

After leaving Dorothy I rode across the country and
soon overtook the yeoman guard whom I joined unob-
served. Then I marched with them, all too rapidly to

suit me, to Rutland. The little army had travelled with
greater speed than T hid expected, and 1 soon began to
fear that Dorothy nould not reach Rutland Castle in time
to enable its inmates to escape.

\Vithin half an hour from the ti'iio T inin^r! t-hf vf.-^.rr^r^rs

we saw the dim outlines of the castle, and Sir William
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St. Loe gave the command to hurry forward. Cecil, Sir

WilUam.'sir George, and myself rode in advance of the

coliuun. As we approached the castle by the road lead-

ing directly to the gate from the north, I saw for a moment

up'on the top of the hill west of the castle gate the forms

of Dorothy and Dolcy in dim silhouette against the sky.

Then I saw them plunge madly down the hill toward

the gate. I fancied 1 cuuld hear the girl whispering in

frenzied hoarseness,— "On, Uolcy, on," and I thought

I could catch the panting of the mare. At the foot of

the hill, less than one hundred yards from the gate, poor

Dolcy, unable to take another step, dropped to the ground.

Dolcy had gone on to her death. She had filled her little

niche in the universe and had died at her post. Dorothy

plunged forward over the mare's head, and a cry of alarm

cam.e from my lips despite me. I was sure tVie girl had

been killed. She, however, instantly sprang to her feet.

Her hair was flving behind her and she ran toward the

gate crying: "John, John, fly for your "'fe!" And then

she fell prone upon the ground and did not rise.

We had all seen the mare fall, and had seen the girl

run forward toward the gates and fall before reaching

them. Cecil and Sir William rode to the spot where

Dorothy lay, and dismounted.

In a moment Sir William called to Sir George:-—

"The lady is your daughter, Mistress Dorothy."

"What in hell's name brings her here?" cried Sir

George, hurriedly riding forward, " and how came she }

"

I followed speedily, and the piteous sight filled my eyes

with tears. I cannot describe it adequately to you, though

I shall see it vividly to the end of my days. Dorothy had

received a slight wound upon the temple, and blood was

trickling down her face upon her neck and ruff. Her hair

had fallen from its fastenings. She had lost her hat,

and her gown was torn in shreds and covered with mud.

m
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I lifted the half-conscious girl to her feet and supported

her ; then with my kerchief I bound up the wound upon

her temple.

"Poor Dolcy," she said, almost incnhcrently, "I have

killed her and I have failed — 1 liave failed. Now I am
ready to die. Would that I had died with Dolcy. Let me
lie down here, Malcolm, — let me lie down."

I still held her in my arms and supported her half-faint-

ing form.
" Why are you here ?

" demanded Sir George.

"To die," responded Dorothy.

"To die.'' Damned nonsense!" returned her father.

" How came you here, you tool ?"

"On Dolcy. She is dead," returned Dorothy.

"Were you not at Iladdon when we left there.'" asked

her father.

" Ves," she replied.

" Did you pass us on the road ?
" he asked.

"No."
" How came \\n here .'" Sir Gee rge insisted.

"Oh, I flew hither. I am a witi,h. Don't question me,

father. I am in no temper to listen to vou. I warn you

once and for all, keep away from mc ; beware of me. I

have a dagger in my bosom. Go and do the work you

came to do; but remember this, father, if harm comes to

him I will take my own life, and my blood shall be upon

your soul."

" Mv God, Malcolm, what docs she mean.'" asked Sir

George, touched with fear by the strength of his daughter's

threat. " Has she lost her wits.'"

"No," the girl quickly responded, "I have only just

found them."

Sir George continued to question Dorothy, but he re-

ceived no further resDonse from her. She simnlv held uo
the palm of her h;u)d warningly toward him, and the ges-
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asked

I

«

i

I

tare was as eloquent as an oration. She leaned against

me, and covered her face with her hands, while her form

shook and trembled as if with a palsy.

Cecil and Sir William St. Loe then v/ent toward the

gate, and Sir George said to me :
—

"
I must go with them. You remain with Doll, and

see that she is taken home. Procure a horse for her.

If she is unable to ride, make a litter, or perhaps there is a

coach in the castle ; if so, take possession of it. Take her

home by some means when we return. What, think you,

could have brought her here ?
"

I evaded the question by replying, " I will probably be

able to get a coach in the castle, Sir George. Leave Doro-

thy with me."

Soon, by the command of Sir William, the yeomen rode

to the right and to the left for the purpose of surrounding

the castle, and then I heard »Jecil at the g tes demand-

ing:—
" Open in the name of the queen."

"Let us go to the gates," said Dorothy, "that we may

hear what they say and see what they do. Will they kill

him here, think you ? " she asked, looking wildly into my
face.

The flambeaux on the castle gate and those which the

link-boys had brought with thorn from Haddon were

lighted, and the scene in front of the gate was all

aglow.
" No, no, my sweet one," I answered, " perhaps they will

not kill him at all. Certainly they will not kill him now.

They must try him first."

I tried to dissuade her f-om going to the gates, but she

insisted, and I helped her to walk forward.

When Dorothy and I reached the gates, we found that

Cecil and Lord Rutland were holding a consultation

.hrough the parley-window. 1 he portcullis was s:iii down
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an'I the gates were elo.scd ; but soon the portcullis was

raised, a postern was opened from wi'hin, and Sit

VVilHam entered the castle with two score of the yeomen

guards.

Sir George approached and again plied Dorothy with

questions, but she would not speak. One would have

thought from her attitude that she was deaf and dumb.

She seemed unconscious of her father's presence.

"She has lost her mind," said Sir George, in tones of

deep trouble, "and I know nut what to do."

" Leave her with me for a time, cousin. I am sure she

will te better if we do not question her now."

Then Dorothy seemed to awaken. " Malcolm is right,

father. Leave me for a time, I pray you."

Sir George left us, and waited with a party of yeomen a

short distance from the gate for the return of Sir William

with his prisoners.

Dorothy and I sat upon a stone bench, near the postern

through which Sir William and the guardsmen had entered,

but neither of us spoke.

After a long, weary time of waiting Sir William came

out of the castle through the postern, and with him came

Mary Stuart. My heart jumped when I saw her in the

glare of the flambeau.x, and the spirit of my dead love for

her came begging admission to my heart. I cannot de-

scribe mv sensations when I beheld her, but this 1 knew,

that my '. ve for her was dead past resurrection.

Following Mary came Lord Rutland, and immediately

following his Lordship walked John. When he stepped

through the postern, Dorothy sprang to her feet and ran

to him with a cry, "John, John!
"

He looked at her in surprise, and stepped toward het

with evident intent to embrace her. His act was probably

the rf'^ul*' of an involuntary imoulse for he s^^oDrcd before*"~ " *~
" .r * * - ~ ~ * i"

he reached the girL
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Sir George had gone at Sir William's request to arrange

'he guards for the return march.

Dorothy and John were standing within two yards of

fdvb uti'ier.

"
I o not touch me," cried Dorothy, "save to strike me

if you will. The evil which has come upon you is of my

doing. 1 betrayed you to the queen."

1 saw Mary turn quickly toward the girl when she

uttered those words.

"I was insane when I did it," continued Dorothy.

"They will take your life, John. But whon you die I

also shall die. It is a poor reparation, I know, but it is

the only one I can make."
"

I do .lot understand you, Dorothy," said John. " Why

should yuu betray me ?

"

"
I cannot tell you." she answered. " All I know is that

I did betray you and I hardly know how I did it. It all

seems like a dream— like a fearful monster of the night.

There is no need for me to explain. I betrayed you ai.d

now I suffer for it, more a thousand-fold than you can pos

sibly suifer. I offer no excuse. I have none. I simply

betraved vou, and ask only that I may die with you."

Then was manifest in John's heart the noblest quality

which God has given to man— charity, strengthened by

reason. His face glowed with a light that seemed saint-

like, and a grand look of ineffable love and pity came to

his eyes. He seemed as if by inspiration to understand

all that Dorothv had felt and done, and he knew that if

she had betrayed him she had done it at a time when she

was not responsible for her acts. He stepped quickly to

the girl's side, and caring naught that we all should see

him, caught her to his breast. He held her in his arms,

and the light of the flambeau.x fell upon her upturned face.

" Dorothv." he said. " it matters not what you have

done; you are my only love. I ask no explanation, ii
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you have betrayed me to death, though I hope it will not

come to that evil, you did not do it because you did not

love me."

"No, no, John, you know that," sobbed the girl.

" I do know it, Dorothy ; I know all that I wish to know.

You would not intentionally bring evil upon nic while you

love me."
" Ah, that I do, John ; only God knows how deeply, how

desperately. My love was the cau-se— my love was my

curse— it was your curse."

" Do not weep, Dorothy," said John, interrupting her.

" I would that I could take all your suffering upon myself.

Do not weep."

Dorothy buried her face upon his breast and tears came

to her relief. She was not al.)ue in her weeping, for

there stood I like a very woman, and by my side stood

rough old Sir William. Tears were coursing down the

bronzed cheek of the grand old w\arrior like drops of glis-

tening dew upon the harrowed face of a mountain rock.

When I saw Sir William's tears, I could no longer restrain

my emotions, and I frankly tell you that I made a spectacle

of myself in full view of the queen's yeoman guard.

Sir George approached our little group, and when he

saw Dorothy in John's arms, he broke forth into oaths and

stepped toward he*- intendmg to force her away. But John

held up the palm of his free hand warnir.gly toward Sir

George, and drawing the girl's drooping form close to his

breast he spoke calmly :
—

" Old man, if you but lay a finger on this girl. I will

kill you where you stand. No power on earth can save

you."

There was a tone in John's voice that forced even Sir

George to pause. Then Sir George turned to me.

"This is the man who was in mv hoii'^e. He is the man

who called himself Thomas. Do you know him ?

"
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Dorothy saved me from the humiliation of an answer.

She took one step from John's side and held him by the

hand while she spoke.

"Father," she said, "this man is Sir John Manners.

Now you may understand why he could not seek my hand

openly, and you als.. know why I could not tell you his

name." She again turned to John, and he put his arm

about her. You can imagine much better that I can

describe Sir George's fury. He snatched a halberd from

the hands of .. yeoman '-ho was standing near by and

started toward John and Dorothy. Thereupon the hard

old warrior, Sir William St. Loe, whose heart one would

surely say was the last place where sentiment could dwell,

I)cif(^rmed a little act of virtue which will balance many a

pa-e on the debtor side of his Icil-er of life. He lifted his

sword and scabbard and struck l-ir George's outstretched

hand, causing the halberd to fall to the ground.

" Don't touch the girl," cried Sir William, hoarsely.

"She is my daughter," retorted Sir George, who w;is

stunned mentally as well as physically by Sir William s

blow.
"

I care not whose daughter -he is," returned Sir William.

"You shall not touch her. If you make but one other

attempt, I will use my blade upon you."

Sir William and John had been warm friends at London

court, and the old captain of the guards quickly guessed

the true situation when he saw Dorothy run to John's arms.

" Sir, you shall answer for this," said Sir George, angrily,

to Sir William.

"With pleasure," returned Sir William. "I will give

you satisfaction whenever you wish it, save this present

time. I am too busy now."

Blessed old Sir William ! You have b^en dead these

man> winters ; and were I a priest, I would say a mass for

yuur ^uui giaus evcry ciay in tnc yeu,:.
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"Did the -ir! betray us .^
" asked Queen Mary.

No one answered her question. Thvin she turned toward
Sir John and touched him upon the shoulder. He turned
his face toward her, signitying that he was listening.

" Who is this girl > " Mary demanded.
"My sweetheart, my affianced wife," John ;i'iswered.

"She says she betrayed us," the queen resjKmdcd.
"Yes," said John.

"Did you trust her with knowledge of our presence in
Rutland.'" Mary demanded angrily.

"I did," he answered.

"You were a fool," said Mary.
"I know it," responded John.
" ^'ou ceit: 'v]y bear her no resentment for her ti •,on,'*

said Mar}'.

"I certainly do not," quietly answered John. " rler
suffering is greater tiian mine. Can you not see that it

is
>

"

" It is your privilege," said Mary, scornfully, " to intrust
your own secrets u, whonisoe\er you may choose for your
confidant, and it is quite saintlike in you to forgive this
persun for betrayin

: you ; but what think you of the hard
case in which her trea.st^n and your fuf' have placed
mc .'

"

" That is my great :st grief, save for Dorothy," answered
John, soltly. Lived there ever a man possessed of broader
charity or deeper love than John .' God surely made him
of gold dust, not of common clay.

Queen Mary stepped away from John in disgust, and
when she turned she saw me for the first time. She
started and was about to speak, but I placed my fingeis
warningly upun my 'ips and she remained silent.

"Where do yon t..ke us, Sir William ?" asked John.
" To Haddon Hall. There you will await the commands

of the queen."
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" How came you here ? " John asked gently of Dorothy.

"I rode Dulcy," she whispered. "She dropped dead

at the foot of the hill. Yonder .she lies. I came up the

Lathkil by the long road, and I hoped tiiat I might reach

you in lime to give warning. When the guard left Had-

don I realized the evil that would come upon you by rea-

son of my base betrayal." Here she broke down and for a

moment could not proceed in the narrative. She suon

recovered and continued :
" Then I mounted Dolcy, and

tried to reach here by way of the long '"oad. Poor Dolcy

seemed to understand my trouble and my despair, and she

brought me with all the speed that a horse could make
;
but

the road was too long and too rough ;
and she failed, and I

failed. Vould t t I could have died in her place. She

gave her life in trying to remedy my fault."

Dorothy again began to weep, and John tenderly whis-

pered :
—

•

" All will yet come right." Then he kissed her before

us all, and handed her to me saying, " Care tor her, I pray

you, sir."

John spoke a few words to Sir William, and in a moment

they both went back to the castle.

In a short time the gates were opened, and the Rutland

coach drawn by four horses emerged from the castle

''rounds. Sir William then directed Marv and Dorothy to

enter the coach and requested me to ride with them to

Haddon Hall.

The yeoman .ards were in marching order, and I look

my seat in the coach. The fates surely were in a humor-

ous mood when they threw Dorothy, Queen Mary, and my-

self together. Pause for a moment and consider the

si*-iation. You know all the facts and you can analyze it

as well as I. I could not help laughing at the fantastic

trick of destiny.

^M^fMi '.\{^pr T f>ntprod thp ro.Tch Sir William pave the

i t
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word, and th: •/crjmen with T orrl K'ntinn.) .„.i t.u.. .

forward on the road to lladdon.
The coach at once followed the guard and a score oiyeomen followed us.

Queen Mary occupied the back scat of the coach, andDorothy and I sat upon the front seat facing her
Dorothy was exhausted, and her head lay upon my

shoulder, ^ow and again she would softly moan ind sob
but she said nothing. After a few minutes of silenceQueen Mary spoke:—

'' Why did you betiay me, you miserable wretch ? Whvdid you betray rne .'

" '

Dorothy did not answer. Mary continued • —
" Have I ever injured you in any manner ? Have I everharmed you by thought, word, or deed ?

"

Dorothy's only answer was a sob.
"Perhaps you arc a canting fanatic, and it may be thatyou hate me for the sake of that whk-h v. call the love of

;;

No, no, madam." I said, " that was not the reason "

Do you know the reason, Malcolm .' " asked Mary ad-
dressing me for the first time. My name upon her lips hada strange effect on me. It was like the wafting to my
nostrils of a sweet forgotten odor, or the falling upon my
ears of a tender refrain of bygone days. Her voice in
'ittenng my name thrilled me, and I hated myself for my
weakness. '^

I told Mary that I did not know Dorothy's reasons, andshe contmucd : — j
, ^

,.t?!f
''^"'' '"" '^'"^ "''^ ^ P^'^>' ^" "^y betrayal for thesake of revenging yourself on me '

"

"God forbid!" I answered. "Sir John Manners wiH

Ver'nir"
"' "'^'

l"""^^"^^- ^ '""^'e with Mistress

thiZ r '
'r'"r"'-^^^

^^'^'^•" ^ '<^-S"e of Rutland, hoping
thereby to assist her to give you and Sir lohn th. :,uL '>
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My admission Svoou brought me into trouble.

*'
I alone am to blame," said Dorothy, faintly.

" I can easily believe you," said IMary, sharply. " Did

you exiiect to injure me ?
"

No answer came from Dorothy.
" If you expect to injure me," Mary continued, " you will

be disappointed. I am a queen, and my Cousin Llizabeth

would not dare to liarm me, even though she might wish to

do so. We are of the same blood, and she will not vvish

to do me injury. Your doting lover will probably lose

his heaa for bringing me to England without his queen's

consent. He is her subject. I am not. I wish you joy

of the trouble you have brought upon him and upon your

self."

" Upon him !
" cried Dorothy.

"Yes, upon him," continued Mary, idishing the torture

she was inflicting. " You will enjoy seeing him beheaded,

will you not, you fool, you huzzy, you wretch .' I hope his

death will haunt you till the end of your days."

Poor Dorothy, leaning against me, said faintly:—
" It will — it will. You— you devil."

The girl was almost dead from exhaustion rind anguish,

but she would have been dead indeed had she lacked the

power to strike back. I believe had it not been for Doro-

thy's physical weakness she would have silenced Mary with

her hands.

After a little time Dorothy's heavy breathing indicated

that she had fallen asleep. Her head rested upon my
shoulder, and the delicious perfume of her hair and the

sweet warm breath from her lips were almost intoxicating

even to me, though I was not in love with her. How great

must their effect have been coming upon John hot from her

intense young soul

!

As the link-boys passed the coach some and some with

their nambeaux I couid see Doidh} s sweet paie lacc.

til



328 DOROTHY VERNON
au.iost iiiuucn in the tangled g.jjden red hair which fell in
floods about her. The perfect oval of her cheek, the Ion-
wet lashes, the arched eyebrows, the low broad forehead^
the straight nose, the saucy chin— all presented a picture
of beauty and pathos sufficient to soften a heart of stone
Mary had no heart of any sort, therefore she was not
moved to pity. That emotion, I am sure, she never felt
from the tirst to the last day of her life. She continued to
pro^.e Dorothy's wound until I told her the girl was asleep
1 changed Dorothy's position and placed her head a-ainst
the corner cushion of the coach that she might rest^more
comfortably. She did not awaken when I moved her
She slept and looked like a child. For . httle time after I
had changed Dorothy's position Mary and I sat in silence
She was the first to speak. She leaned forward and plac-
ing her hands upoi; mine, whispered my name:—

" Malcolm I

"

^ J

After a brief silence I said :—
"What would vou, your Majesty'"

of old.'-

'^''''' ^^'"^'"'^ '

"
'""'^ ^^^"^' '"^"^y-

"
^"^ M^^' ^«

She remained for a moment with her hand upon my
Knee, and tnen whispered:—

" Will you not sit by me, Malcolm >

"

I believe that Mary Stuart's voice was the charm
-herewith she fascinated men. I resi.ted to my utmost
strength, but that seemed to be little more than utterweakness; so I took a seat by her side, an,] she gently
placed her han.d in mine. The warm to .h of her
strong, delicate fingers gave me a familiar thrill Sheasked me to tell her of my wanderings since I had left
Scotland, and I br,efly related all my adventures. I told
ner of my home at Maddon Hall and of the welcome givenne by my cousin, Sir George.

' Malcolm, have Vn (r^rrr-^t-4^^ J >» _I t.. , .

• o""---' -"v; WniopeicCi, iciiumg



MARY STUART 329

I

gently against me. " Have you forgotten our old-time

vows and love? Have you torgottcn all that passed

between us in the dear old chateau, when I !;ave to you

my virgin love, fresh from my virgin heart ? " 1 sighed and

tried to harden my heart to her blandishments, for I knew
she wished to use me and was tempting me to that end.

She continued, "I was then only fourteen years old—
ten years ago. You said that you loved me and I believed

you. You could not doubt, after the proof I gave to you,

that my h irt was all yours. We were happy, oh, so

happy. Do you remember, Malcolm ?

"

She brought her face close to mine while she spoke, and

pressed my hand upon her breast.

My reason told me that it was but the song of the

siren she was singing to my ears. My memory told me
that she had been false to me twice two score times, and

I knew full well she would again be false to me, or to any

other man whom she could use for her purposes, and that

she cared not the price at which she purchased him. Bear

in mind, you who would blame me for my fall, that this

woman not only was transcendently beautiful and fatally

fascinating, but she was a queen and had held undisputed

sway over mj. '-.v art for more years than I could accurately

number. As I said, added to all her beauty, she was a

queen. If you have never known royalty, you cannot

understand its enthralling power.
" I remember it all, madam," I replied, trying to hold

myself away from her. " It is fresh to me as if it all had

happened yesterday." The queen drew my arm closely

to her side and nestled her cheek for an instant upon my
shoulder.

"I remember also," I continued, "your marriage with

Damley when I had your promise that you would marry

me ; and, shame upon shame, I remember your marriage

with Darnley's murderer, BothwelL"
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Cruel, cruel, Malcolm." she said. " You well know

the overpowerino- reasons of state which impelled me to
sacrifice my own happiness by marrying Darnley I told
you at the time that I hated the m.rriage more than I
dreaded death But I lunged to quiet the factions in
Scotland, and I hoped to save my poor bleeding people
from the evils of war. You know I hated Darnley
You know I loved you. You knew th.n and you know
now that you are the only man who has ever possessed my
heart. \ ou know that my words are true. You know
that you. a.one. ha^•e had my love since the time when Iwas a child.

" And Rizzio ? " I asked.
"Ah, Malcolm," she answered tearfully, "I hope you

of all men. do not believe that I ever gave a thought of
love to Rizzio. He was to me like my pet monkey or my
favorite falcon. He was a beautiful, gentle, harmless soui
1 lovec him for his music. He worshipped me as did my
spaniel. ^

Still I was determined that her blandishments should
not move me.

"And Rothwell.?" I asked.
"That is past endurance from you, M'Jcoim," she said

beginning to weep. "You know I was brutally abducted
and was forced into marriage with him. He was an
outlaw, an outcast. He was nn uncouth brute whom
any womnn would loathe. I was in his power, and I
feigned acquiescence only that I might escape and achieve
vengeance upon him. Tell me. Malcolm, tell me "

con
tinueo Mary, placing her arms about my neck and ciin-ine
to me "tell me, you, to whom I gave my maiden's love
you vvho have my woman's heart, tell me. do you believe
that I could willingly have married Bothwell, even thoughmy heart ha,, not been filled with the image of yc ' who
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You, if you arc a man, may think that in my place you

would have resisted the attack of this beautiful ciueen, but

If so you think — pardon me, my friend — you are a fool.

Under the spell of her magic infiuenee I wavered in the

conviction which had long since come upon me, that I had

for years been her fo(jl and her dupe. I forgot the former

lessons I had learned from her perfidy. I forgot my man-

hood I forgot all of good that had of late grown up in

me. God help me, I forgot even Madge.

"If I could only believe you, Mary," I answered, grow-

mg insane under the influence of her fascinations, "if I

could only believe you."

"Give me your lips, Malcolm," she whispered, "give me

/our lips.— Again, my Malcolm.— Ah, now you believe me."

The lying logic of a wanton kiss is irresistible. I was

Jrunk and, alas ! I was convinced. When I think of that

ame, Samson is my only comfort— Samson and a few

.hundred million other fools, who like Samson and me have

been wheedled, kissed, and duped into misery and ruin.

I said :
" I do believe you, Mary. I beg you to forgive

me for having doubted you. You have been traduced and

brutally misused."
" It is sweet to hear you speak those words. But it is

better to think that at last we have come together with

nothing to part us save that I am a prisoner in the hands

of my vindictive, jealous cousin. I thank God that my
kingdom of Scotland has been taken from me. I ever

*iated the Scots. They are an ignorant, unkempt, wry-

necked, stubborn, filthy race. But, above all, my crown

stood between you and me. I may now be a woman, and

were it not for Elizabeth, you and I could yet find solace

in each other for all our past sufferings. Malcolm, I have

a sweet thought. If I could escape to fair, beautiful

Fr-iince-. all would be hapiiiness for us. You could claim

your mother's estates in the balmy south, and we might
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live upon ihcm. Help me, my Malcolm, to escape, and

your reward shall be greater and sweeter than man ever

before received from woman."

I strugj^led against her blandishments for a moment,

but I was lost.

" You shall escape and I will go with you," said I

Man needs to make but one little prayer to God^ " Lead

me not into temptation." That prayer answered, all else

of good will follow.

The morning sun had just begun to rise over Bowling

Green Hill and the shadows of the night were fleeing be-

fore his lances, when our cavalcade entered the grounds of

Haddon at the dove-cote. If there were two suns revolv-

ing about the earth, one to shine upon us by night and

one by day, much evil would be averted. Men do evil in

the dark because others cannot see them; they think evil

in the dark because they cannot see themselves.

With the first faint gray of dawn there came to me
thoughts of Madi^^e. I had forgotten her, but her familiar

spirit, the light, brought me back to its fair mistress.

When our coach reached the stone bridge I looked up

to the Hal' ind saw Madge standing at the open casement

of the tower window. She had been watv:hing there all

night, I learned, hoping tor our speedy and safe return,

and had been warned of our approach by the noise of the

tramping guard. I drew back from the coach window,

feeling that I was an evil shade slinking away before the

spirit of light.
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CHAPTER XV

Light

DOROTHY had awakened while we were entering

Rowsiey. and I was glad that Mary could not

touch me again.

When our coach reached the stone steps of the entrance

tower we found Sir George, Lady Crawford, and Madge

waiting to receive us. The steps and the path leading to

them had been carpeted with soft rugs, and Mary, although

a prisoner, was received with ceremonies befitting her

rank. It was a proud day for Sir George when the roof

of his beautiful Hall ;;heltcred the two most famous queens

of Christendom.

Sir George assisted Mary from the coach most gra-

ciously, and in knightly fashion led her to Lady Crawford

and Madge, who were standing at the foot of the tower

steps. Due presentations were made, and the ladies of

Haddon having kissed the queen's hand, Mary went into

the Hall upon the arm of his Majesty, the King of the

Peak, who stepped forward most proudly.

His resentment against Dorothy was for the moment

neutralized by the great honor of which his house and

himself were the recipients.

John and Lord Rutland were taken to the dungeon.

I assisted Dorothy from the coach and led her to Madge,

who was waiting for us upon the low-est of the steps lead

ing to the entrance tower doorway.
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outstretched hand ; but M:u!,i;e, by some stran.2:e instinct,

knowing of my presence, turned her lace toward me. 1

could not lift my eyes to her face, nor could I endure
to remain in her presence. Wiiiie we were ascendini^ the
steps she held out her hand to me and said : —

"Is all well with you, Malcolm.?" Her voice was full

of tender concern, and it pained me to the heart to hear
her speak kindly to me, who was so unworthy of her
smallest thought.

"Yes, Lady— yes, Mad<;e," I responded; but she
knew from the tones of my voice that all was not right
with me.

" I fear, Malcolm, that you do not tell mo the truth.

You will come to me soon ?" she asked.
" I may not be able to go to you soon," I answered,

" but I will do so at the first opportunity
"

The torture of her kindness was almost unbearable to
me. One touch of her hand, one tone of her rare voice,
had made ine loathe myself. The powers of evil cannot
stand for one moment in a fair conflict with the powers
of good. I felt that I, alone, was to blame for my treason
to Madge; but despite .ny effort at self-condemnation
there was an under-consciousncss that Marv Stuart was
to blame, and I hated her accordingly. Although Madge's
presence hurt me. it was not because I wished to conceal
my conduct from her. I knew that I couM be happv again
only after I had confessed to her and had received for-

giveness.

Madge, who was blind of sight, led Dorothy, who was
piteously blind of soul, and the two girls went to their
apartments.

Curiosity is not foreign even to the royal female breast,
and while Mary Stuart was entering Haddon Hall, I saw
^.he lumin us head of the X'ir^rin Ouc.c.n p^-ekeH out at a
•;asement on the second floor watching her rival with all
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the curiosity of a Dutch woman sitting by her window

mirror.

I went to my room in F.aglc Tower, loll upon my bed,

and ub;ip.duncd myself to au anguish of soul which was

almost luxurious. I shall not tease you with the details

of my mental and moral processes. 1 hung in the balance

a long time undetermined what course I should pursue.

The difference between the iniluence of Mary and the

effect wrought by Madge was the difference between

the intoxication and the exhilaration of wine. Following

the intoxication of Mary's prvjcnce ever came a torturing

reaction, while the exhilarating inOuence of Madge gave

health and strength. I chose the latter. I have always

been glad I reached that determination without the aid

of any impulse outside of myself; fur events soon hap-

pened which again drove all faith in Mary from my heart

forever. Those events would have forced me to abandon

my trust in her; but mind you, I took mv good resolve

from inclination rather than necessity before I learned of

Mary's perfidy.

The events of the night had exhausted Dorothy, and

she was confined to her bed by illness for the first time m

her life. She believed that she was dying, and she did not

want to live. I did nut go to her apartments. Madge

remained with her, and I, coward-like, feared to face the

girl to whom I had been untrue.

Dorothy's one and only desire, of course, was to see

John, but that desire for a time seemed impcjssible of

accomplishment.

Elizabeth, Cecil, Leicester, and Sir William St Loe

were in secret consultation many times during three ot

four davs and nights. Occasionally Sir Geo ge was

called into their councils, and that flattering attention so

wroutrht upon the o'd man's pride that he was a slave

to the queen's slightest wish, and wa^ more •\iauiiica.

- 11
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and dictatorial than ever before to ail the rest of man
kind. There v.ere, however, two persons besides the queen
bet. .re wlu.m Sir Geor-e was gracious: one of these
was Mary Stuart, whose powers of fascination had been
brought to bear upon thr Kin- of the I'eak most effec-
lively. The other was Leicester, to whom, as my cousin
expressed it. he huped to dispose of that troublesome and
disturbing body -Dorothy. These influences, together with
the lact that his enemies of Rutland were in the Iladdon
dungeon, had given Sir George a spleen-vent, and Dorothy
even lu the face of her father's discovery that Manners
was her mysterious lover, had for once a respite from Sir
George's just and mighty wrath.
The purpose of Elizabeth's many councils of war was

to devise some means of obtaining from Joim and his
fathe:, information concerning the plot which had - -suited
in bringing Mary Stuart into Kngland. The ultimate pur-
pose of Mary's visit, Elizabeth's counsellors lirmlv believed
to be the dethronement of the English queen and the
enthronement of l,cr Scottish cousin. Elizabeth, in her
heart, lelt confident tli:)t John and his father were not
parties to the treasonable plot, although she had been
warned against each of them. Cecil and Sir William
St. Loe also secretly held to that opinion, though neither
of them expressed it. Elizabeth was conscious of having
given to John while at London court an intimation thot
-she would be willing that Mary should visit England
Of such intimation Cecil and Sir William had no knowl-
edge, though thev, together with manv persons of the
court, believed that Elizabeth was not entirely averse to
Mary's presence.

Lord Rutland u\d John were questioned by Cecil in the
hope of obtaining some hints which might lead to the detec-

"°".°V^°^^.^'!"'^''T"1'^ '" ^^? ^^'''^ 1'^'^^' P/'^vidcd such plot
-^'""^ Rutlauu knew nothing of the affair

-*-». AJKli,
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oxce:pt that John Ivd brought the Scottish queen from

Scotland, and Join (-Tsistcd in the statement that he had

no confederate and that he knew v.nihhv/, of any plot to

place Mary upon the English throne

n sa id :
" I receive:d from Queen Mary's friends in

Jonii^ciiv*. Aiv^v-N-i'-w.— - ^^— ^

Scotland leuers asking me to meet her on the border, and

requesting me to conduct her to my father's castle. Those

letters mentioned no hnglishman but myself, and they

stated that Queen Mary's tbght to England was to be

undertaken with the tacit consent of our gracious queen.

That fact, the letters told me, our queen wished should

not be known. There were -easons of state, the letters

said, which made it impolitic for our queen openly to

invite Queen Mary to seek sanctuary in ICngland. I re-

ceived those letters before I left Westminster. Upon the

day when I received them, I heard our gracious queen say

that she would gladly invite Queen Mary to England, were

it not for the fact that such an invitation wou'd cause

trouble between her and the regent, Murray. Her Majesty

at the same time intimated that she would be glad if Mary

Stuart should come to England uninvited." John turned

to Elizabeth, "I beg your Majesty, injustice, to ratify my

words."

Elizabeth hesitated for a moment after John's appeal

;

but her love of justice came to her rescue and she hung

her head as she said, "You are right. Sir John."
^

Then

she looked her counsellors in the face and said, " I well

remember that I so e.xpicssed myself."

"In truth." said John, "I having only an hour before

received the letter from Scotland, believed that your Maj-

esty's words were meant for my ear. I felt that your

Majesty knew of the letters, and I thought that I should be

carrying out your royal wishes should I bring Queen Mary

into England without your knowledge."

The queen responded :
" I then telt that I wished Queen

,iil^
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Mary to seek rofu^^c in my kingdom, but so many untow
ard events iiave transpired since I spoke on the subject
at Westminster that I have good cause to change my mind,
though I easily understand how you might have been mis-
led by my words."

" I am sure," replied John, "that your Majesty has had
good cause to change your mind ; but I protest in all sin-
cerity that I considered the Scottish letters to be a com-
mand from my queen."

Elizabeth was a strange combination of paradoxes. No
one could be truer than she to a fi.xed determination once
taken. No one could be swayed by doubt so easily as she
to change her mind sixty times in t^c rpace of a minute.
During one municnt she was mint!. .1 tj liberate John and
Lord Rutland; in the next she determined to hold them in
prison, hoping to learn from them some substantial fact
concerning the plot which, since Ma-y's arrival in England,
nad become a nightmare to her. Bm, with all her va-
garies the Virgin Queon surely loved justice. That quality,
ilone, makes a sovereign great. Elizabeth, like her mother,'
Anne Boleyn, had great faith in her personal beauty ; like
her father, she had unbounded confidence in her powers of
mind She took great pride in the ease with which she
controlled persons. She believed that no one was so adroit
as Elizabeth Tudor in extracting secrets from others, and
m unravelling mysterious situations, nor so cunning in
hunting out plots and in running do.Vi. plotters. In all
such matters she delighted to act secretly and alone.

During the numerous councils held at Fladdon, Elizabeth
allowed Ce.il to question John to his heart's content ; but
while she listened she formulated a plan of hei own which
she was sure would be effective in extracting all the truth
from John, if all the truth had not already been extracted.

Elizabeth kept her cherished plan to herself. It was
ihk:—
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She would vnsit Dorothy, whom she knew to be ill
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would by

that the gir

he: subtle art steal from John's sweetheart all

1 knew of the case. If John had told Dorothy

Mary Stuart, he had i)robably
part of the affair concerni

told her all, and Elizabeth felt confident that she could

easily pump the girl dry. She did not know Dorothy.

Accordingly our queen, Elizabeth, the adroit, went to

Dorothy's room under the pretence of paying the gnd a

gracious visit. Dorothy wished to arise and receive her

royalguest, but Elizabeth s--d gently:—
.,, . ^

'' Do not arise, Dorothy ; re^t quietly, and I will sit here

beside you on the bed. I have come to tell you that you

must recover your heakh at once. We miss you greatly

in the Hall." ^, , . u *u

No one could be more gracious than Elizabeth when the

humor was upon her; though, in truth, the humor was

often lacking. „

"Let us send all save vou and me from the room,

said the queen, " that we may have a quiet httie chat

^°
AlUvho were in the room save Dorothy and Elizabeth

of course departed at once.

When the door was closed, the queen said : I wish to

thank you for telling me of the presence of her Scottish

Majesty at Rutland. You know there is a plot on foot to

steal my throne from me."

"God forbid that there should be such a plot, replied

Dorothy, resting upon her elbow in the bed.

"
I fear it is only too true that there u such a plot, re-

turned Elizabeth, " and I owe you a great debt of gratitude

for warning me of the Scottish queen's presence m my

kingdom." •««•«.»»
"I hope the danger will be averted from your Majesty,

.aid Dorothy; "but that which I did will cause my death

— it will kill me. No human being ever before has lived

< I

il'
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through the agony I have suffered since that terrib-n-ght. I was a traitress. I betrayed the man i" i^dearer to nie than n,y immortal soul. He savs th f h f

"Sir John is a neble gentleman, child," said the queen
IJjope that he ,s loyal to me, but I fear- I fir

-^ ""

in> cai,crJy
, there is nothing false in him "

iJo you love him deenlv litrl.> on,. ?" . i wu
«« XT ,

"'-"-i"} ,
nuic one .* asked the aueen

girl .7Sr" '1 ''''' 7 '^^'^ ^"^ '-^'" answSrSTi^

fnk .

• '^^ '">' ''^^^ ^'^ h^« t'-^ken even the holyGod s place m my heart. Perhaps it is for that sin ihitCiod now punishes me."
"Fear not on that score, Dorothv "

renli.. ] th.

"Surely, anv man would love vm f .,• ,

said Dorothv. tenderly.
' " >'^"' """ ^''^'^^•"

" It may be that you speak trulv child • hut T .know when men's vows arl tn, • n ',
"^'

'

/'^'^ ^ ^'-^nnot

The real trouble is ^ thh Zs^f' Tf 7 "J"
'"

't'
truly, I could interpret trutlifull" '

'""' '^^'^ ''^'^^

you have never felt it."
qi^-en, if

"Would you do anvthino- T niip-hr i.:!^ f

co;,,H ...cby save Si/j , [i:^!':^ ,t^-
'' >'»"

Ah, I would gladly «K e ,.y so;,l ,o save hin,,'responded
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Dorothy, with tears in her eyes and ca,a;erness in her voice.

"Oh, my queen, do not lead mc to hoi)e, and then jjlunge

me again into despair. Give me no encouragement unless

you mean to tree iiini. A^ tor my part, take my life and

spare John's. Kill ine liy torture, i).ir'i mc at tiic stake,

stretch mc upon the rack till my joints are severed and

my flesh is torn asunder. Let me die by inches, my queen
;

but spare him, oh, spare him, and do with me as you will.

Ask from me what you wish. Gladly will I do all that you

may demand ; gladly will I welcome death and call it sweet,

if I can thereby save him. The faint hope your Majesty's

w ords hold out makes me strong again. Come, come, take

my life; take all that I can give. Give me him."'

" Do you believe that I am an ogress thirsting for blood,

Dorotby, that you offer me your life for his.' You can

purchase Sir John's lite at a much smaller cost." Dorothy

rose to the queen with a cry, and put her arms about her

neck. " Vou may inircliasc his freedom,' continued the

(jueen, "and \ on may serve your loviry queen at one and

tne same time, if you wish to do so."

Dorothy had sunk back into the bed, and l'~li/.abeth was

sitting close by her side ; but when the (jueen spoke she

turned her head on the pillow and ki.-^sed the ro}'al hand

which was resting upon the coverlid.

" Ah, you are so good, so true, and so beautiful," said

Dorothy.

Her famili.irity toward the ci'ieen was sweet to the

wcman, to whtmi it was new.

Dorothy did not thank the queen for h^-r graciousness.

•'he did not reply directly to her offer. She simply

-aid :
—

" John has told me many times that he was first attracted

to me because I resen.i)led you."

The girl had ample faith in her own beauty, and knew

fall well .nc subtle tlattery which lay in her words. *' He

III
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said," she continued, " ihat my luiir in some faint det;ree

resembled yours, but he said it was not of so beautilul a
hue. I have h;>ved my hair ever since the day he told me
thai it resembled your Majesty's." The girl leaned forward
toward the c[uecii and gently kissetl the royal locks. They
no more resembled Dorothy's hair th;ui brick dust resembles
the sheen of gold.

The (jueen glanced at the reflection of her hair in the
mirnjr and it llatly eonlradicted Dorothy. iVal the girl's

words were backed by Elizabeth's vanity, and the adroit

tiattery .vent home.

"Ah, my child," exclaimed her Majesty softly, as she
leaned forward and kissed Dorothy's fair cheek.

Dorotliy wept gently for a momen': and familiarly rested
her taie ujiou {he queen's breast. Then she entwined
her white arms ab(jut l^lizabeth's neck and turned her
glorious eyes up to the queen's face that her Majesty
might l)e!iold tlieir wondrous beauty and feel the flattery

of the words she was about to utter.

"He said also," continued Dorothy, "that my eyes in

some slight degree resembled your Majesty's, [)ut he quali-

hed his compliment by telling me— he did not exactly tell

me that my eyes were not so large and brilliant as vour
M.ijesty's, for he was making love to me, and of course he
Would not have dared to say that my eyes were not the

mo-^t perfect on earth; but he did say that — at least I

know that he meant— th.it my eyes, while they resembled
yours, were hardly so glorious, and — and I am very
jealous of your Majesty. John will be leaving me to

worship at your feet."

Elizabeth's eyes were good enough. The French called

them " marcassin," that is, wild boar's eyes. Tliey were
little and sparicling ; they were not luminous and large
like Dorothy's, ;,nd the girl's flattery was rank. Kliza))eth,

however, saw Dorothy's eyes and believed her words rather
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•han llu- ivplv of the lying .r.irn.r. and her Majesty s hear*

was soft from the girl's kneading. Consider I pray yo-x

tiv serpent-like wisdom dispUvyed by Dorothy s method ot

attack upon the queen. She did not ask tor John s hber >

She did not seek it. She sought only to p ace John so tl.N

;,n KHzabeth's heart. Some natures absoro tiattery as the

desert sands absorb the unfrecp.ent rain, and hlizabeth -

but I Nvill speak no ill of her. She is the greatest and the

best sovereign England has ever had. May God send to

my beloved country others like her. She had many sn.ul

shortc<nnin,s; bvU I have noticed that those persons uno

spend their evil energies in little faults have less force U
for <rreater ones. I will show you a mystery :

Lutle faults

ue 'i)ersonallv more disagreeable and rasping t(. us than

great ones. Like flying grains of sand upon a wnu y day,

they vex us constantly. Great faults come like an avalanche,

but thev come less frequently, and we often admire the.r pos-

sessor 'who sooner or later is apt to become our destroyer

V.I can hardly tell vou," said T )rothy in response to

a question by EUzabeU;. "I can hardly tell you why 1

informed your Majesty of Queen Mary's presence at Rut

land I did it partly for love of your Majesty and iKirtiy

because I was jealous of that while, plain wom.n trom

Scotland."
. , -, ., • , tt k .>\

"She is not a r'ain woman, is she? ^ ul hli/atv.a,

delighted to hear ^Larv of Scotland so spoken of for once.

One-way to Hatter some women is to berate those whom

Ihev despise or fear. Elizabeth loved Dorothy better for

the hatred which the girl bore to Mary. Both stood upon

a broad plane of mutual sympathy -jealousy ot the same

vyoman. It united the queen and the maiden la a common

heart-touching cause.
.

Dorothy's confidence grew apace. She is plain,

replied Dorothy, poutingly. " She apnc;n-.s_ plain, colorless,

and repulsive by the side ot your Majesty."

I

f!

i|
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" No, no, Dorothy, that cannot be," returned Queen

Klizabeth, gently pattin<; Dorothy's cheek and glancing
stealthily at the rcllixlion ot licr own lace in the mirror.

At this point Dorothy considered that the time had come
for a cHrcct attack.

'' \ our Majesty need have no fear of a plot to place
Queen Alarv u])(.n your 'hrone. The English people
would not endure her wicked paie face for a moment."

" But there is such a plot in existence," said ]':iizabeth.

"What you say may be true," returned Dorothy; "but,
your Majesty, John is not m the plot, and he knows nothing
of it."

'T hope — I believe— he is not in the plot," said Eliza-
beth, "but I fear—"
The girl kissed the sleeve of Elizabeth's gown, and then

she drew Xhc queen closer h) her and kissed her hair and
her ''ace.

" Ah, my beauteous queen," said Dorothy, " I thank yon
for those words. You must know that John loves you.
and is your loyal subject. Take \)hy upon me. Help me.
Hold out your gracious hand and lift me from mv despair

"

Dorothy slipped from the bed and fell on her knees,
burying her face in the queen's lap.

Elizabeth wis touched by the girl's appeal, and caress-

ingly .stroked her hair, as she said :
"

\ believe he is inno-
cent, but I fear he knows or suspects others who harbor
treasonable designs. Tell me, Dorothy, do you know of
any such persons.' If you can tell me their names, vou
will serve your queen, and will .save your lover. No harm
shall come to Sir jut:'<, and no one ave myself shall have
knowledge of any word that yf)U may si)eak. If I do not
learn the names of the traitors through yon or through
Sir John, I m;.y be compelled to hold him a prisoner until

T discover them. If through you I learn them, Sir John
shall go free at once."
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"Gladly, for vour Majesty's sake alone would I tell you

the names of such traitorous men, did I know then. ;

'

replied Dorothy, 'and thrice ^l^^^'y ^^•^'^''^l ^ ^^" ^"
'\ ^

might thereby liberate John. Your Majesty must see that

these motives are stron- enough to induce me to speak i

I knew aught to tell you. I would betray the whole world

to save him. of that you may be sure. But alas! 1 k.unv

no man whom I can betray. John told me nothmg ot his

expedition to the Scottish border save what was in two

letters which he sent to me. One of these I received

before he left Rutland, and the other after his return.

She fetched the letters to the queen, who read them

carefuUv-
" Perhaps if I were to see him, he might, upon my impor-

tunity, tell me all he knows concerning the affair and those

cm lected with it if he know.'^, anything more than he has

alrendv told," said Dorothy, by a great effort suppressing

her ea-erness. " I am sure, your Majesty, he would tell

me all. Should he tell me the names of any persons con-

nected with any treasonable plot, 1 will certainly te 1
you.

It would be base in me again to betray John s conhdeiice

;

but your Majesty has promised me his life and liberty, and

to obtain those I would do anvthing. however evi irnigh

be If I may see John, I promise to learn all that he

knows, if he knows anything; and I also promise to tell

vou word for word all that he says.
_

The girl felt safe in making these promises, since she

was sure that John knew nothing of a treasonable

''ThTqueen. thinking that she had adroitly led Dorothy

up to making the offer, said. •' I accept the conditions.

Be in readiness to visit Sir John, upon my command.
^

Thus the compact was sea'ed, and the queen wno

thought herself wise, was used by the girl, who thought

herself simple.
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For the purpose of hidiii;:; her exultation, Dorothy
appeared to be ill, hut when the queen passed out at the

diior and ni)>ed it be'nuul hiT, the j;irl sprang t'roni the bed
and daneed around the room as it she were a bear-baiter.

From the depths ot despair she flew to '"k- pinnacle of

hope. She knew, houever, that she inu^l conceal her

happiness; therefore she went back to bed and waited

impatiently the summons of Elizabeth requiring her to t;o

to John.

Hut now I must pause to tell you of my troubles which
followed so swiilly upon the heels of my fault that I was
fairly stunned by them. I\Tv narrati\e will be brief, and
1 shall soon bring you back again to Dorothy.

Queen Mary had no sooner arrived at Haddon Hall than

she opened an at.ack upon Leicester, somewhat after the

same plan, I s"p])ose. which sue had followed with mc in

the coach. She could no more easily resist inviting hornagt

from men than a swallow can refrain from flving. Thus
from inclination and jiolicy, she sought Leicester and en
deavored by the pleasant paths of her blandishments to

lead him to her cause. There can be no doubt concerning
Leicester's wishes in the premi.^.s. ILul Marv's caust

held c'ements of success, he would have joined her; but he.

fe. red Lli/abeth, and he hoped some day to share her
throne. He would, however, jjrcfer to sh.ire the throne
with Mary.

^.Liry told him of her plans and hopes. She told him
that I had ridden with Dorothy for the purpose of rescu-

ing John and herself, and that I liail proimV .d to help lier

to escape to France. She tt/Id him she would use me
for her tool in making her escape, and wouUl discard me
when once she should be safe out of England. Then
would come Leicester's turn. Then should mv lord have
his recompense, and together they would regain the Scottish

crown.
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How deeply Leicester became encased in the plot I

cannot say, but this I know: throu-h fear of Klizabeth. or

for the puri)ose of winnin- her kiv..r, he unloUh-d to our

queen all the details of Mary's scheme, together with the

full story of my ride with Dorothy to Rutland, and my

return with Dorothv and Mary in the coach. I hereupon

Mary was placed under strict ^unvd. Tin; story spread

quickly through the Hall, and Dawson brou-ht it to me.

On heann- it. my fnyt llu.ught was of Madge. I knew it

would soon reach her. Therei..re I determined to -o to

her at once and make a clean breast of all my i^erluly

Had I done so sooner, I should at least have had the bene

ftt of an honest, voluntary confession ; but my conscience

had made a coward of me, and the woman who had been

my curse for years had so completely disturbed my mind

that I should have been cpiile as well oif vMthoul any at all.

It led me from one mistake into another.

After Dawson told me that my miserable story was

known throughout the Hall. I sought Madge, and found

ner with Aui.t Dorothy. She was weei-ing, and I at once

knew that I w-is too late with my confession. I spok :
her

name " Madge," and stood by her side awaiting her repl>.

"Is it true. Malcolm ?" she asked. " I cannot believe

it till I hear it from your lips."

"
It was ti ue." I resp.onded. " I promised to help Queen

Mary escape, and I promised to go with her; but within

one hour of the time when I gave my word I regretted it

as I have never regretted anything else m all my nte._ I

resolved that, while I should, nccording to my promise,

help the Scottish queen escape, I w..uld not go with her.

I resolved to wait here at H addon to tell all to you and tc

our queen, and then I would patiently take my just punish-

ment from each. Mv doom from the fjueen. I believed

would probably be death ; but I feared more your— Cod

oelp me! It is useless for me to speak." Here I moke

V it
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down and fell upon my knees, cryin.ic. " M;id<,^e, Madi;e,
pity mc, pity me! For-ivc me it yuii can, and, if our
queen decrees it, I shall liic happy."

In my desjieration I cau.i;ht the -jirl's hand, hut she
drew it quickly from mc, and said :

—

" Do not touch me !

"

She arose to her feet, and ^rroped her way to her bed-
room. We were in Aunt Dorothy's room' I watched
Madye as she souj^ht with her outstretched hand the door-
way

;
and when she passed slowly throu.i^h it. the sun of my

life seemed to turn black. Just as Mad-je passed from tiie
room^ Sir William St. Loe, with two yeomeh. entered by
Sir Geor^^e's door and placed irons upon my wrist and
ankles. I was led by Sir William to the duni^eon, and no
word was spoken by either of us.

I had nc\cr in my life feared death, and now I felt that
I would welcome it. When a man is convinced that his
life ii useless, through the dire disaster that he is a fool, he
values it little, and is even more than willinf^ to lose it.

'

Then there were three of us in the dun;.(eon, —- John,
Lord Rutland, and myself; and wc were all there because
we had meddled in the affairs of others, and because Doro-
thy had inherited from Eve a capacity for insane, unrea.son-
ing jealousy.

Lord Rutland was sitting on the ground in a corner of
the dungeon. John, by the help of a projecting stone in
the masonry, had climbed to the small grated opening
which served to admit a few straggling rays of light into
the dungeon's gloom. lie was gazing out upon "the t.iir

day, whose beauty he feared would soon fade away from
hi.m forever.

Elizabeth's coldness had given him no hope. It had
taken all hope from his father.

The opening of the door attracted John's attention, and
he turned his face toward mc when I entered. Me' had
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she

I

i

been lookin- toward the light, and his eyes, unaccustomed

for the nuoncnt to the darkness, failed at hr.t to recognize

of me When the dungeon door had closed behind me, he

sprang down from his perch by the window, and came tow-

ard me with outstretched hands. He said sorrowtully :-

"Malcolm, have I brought you here, too? Why are

you* in irons? It seems that
^

I am destined to brmg

calamity upon all w' om I love."

"
It i's a long stor,," I replied laughingly. I will te.l

it to V..U when the time begins to drag; but I tell you now

it is through n.» fault of yours that I am here No one is

to blame L.i my misfortune but myself." Then I con-

tinned bitterly, '"Unless it be the good God who created

me a fool."

John went to his father's side and said
:

—
'' Sir Malcolm is here, father. Will you not rise and

trreet him ?

"

.,,11 ^^

John's voice aroused his father, and the old lord came to

the little patrh of light in whirh I was standing and said:

" \ terrible evil has fallen upon us, Sir Malcolm, and with-

out our fault. I grieve to learn that you also are entangled

in the web. The future looks very dark."

"Cheer np, father," said John, taking the oid man s

hind "Li-ht will soon come; I am sure it will."

'

'•
I have tlied all mv life to be a just man," saul Lord

Rutland "
I have failed at times, I fear, but I have tried.

Thav is all any man can Cm. I pr ,y that Cod in His mercy

will soon send light to you, John, whatever ot darkness there

may be in store for me."

I thought,
" He will surely answer this just man s praver,

and almost before the thought was completed th,e dungeon

door turned upon its hinges and a great light came with

glorious refulgence through the open portal — Dorothy.

"John!" u r • 1 1

Never before did one word e.vpress so much of mingled

M I
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350 DOROTHY VERNON

his arms.
^""' *"• '"P""'''^'', holding her closely in

;;^"'°"=™'"<^nt, John," she pJea.ed.

..:n..;;,rXr;^::-r;^'s:;f-^^-"'
one firr„S irj:;,,' S"°'- ^'--

'

"' - ^"-' ^-r

^ot\Xd"^-t;f:ir-/rn.^^^^^
dungeon floor. She went sofMlf ' ^''''' "'^«" ^^e

f-7-ng back her he / vU h'e ^^'d """f"'' "^' ^^^^^

looked up into his face.
impulsive manner

"Oh, forgive me John i c
deserve vou for.ive'n. ,^ ,

^^'''' "^^
' ^^^ that I

"I foP-'ive vo, I

^^" ^'^^^"seyou pity me."

forgiven^rbeC ^u^ -^Sd"^^'^^' ^°" ^^^ ^^ ^""

"Vou have no; ^A,' ^ P""^J ^^°^«% spoke .— ^
^.o,...

not .sked me, John, why I betrayed

me'.'-'

'""' '" '"'^^^ "«^h'"^^ Dorothy, save that you love

"That you already know Rnf ,.

much I love you I niZTi 1 v ,

' "'"""'^^ '^""^^' how
have turned all to lo e i " """ J"^"' ^ •'^^^^^^ ^o

that much there il oHove f" I?^"":,''
^^f^

'^ °^ "^^'

drop of the sea so U.l- ^ ^"^ ^^e salt is in every
John." she con'Cd dKo"-""?'^^'"^'^'"^^^-'^^^ but

regretfully. <• the salt in th'^'"^-
'''' ^''"^ ^"^^ ^P^^^ingy> salt m the sea is not unmi.xed with many
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things hurtful." Her face blushed with shame and she
continued limpingly : "And my love is not— is not with-
out evil. Oh, John, I feel deep shame in telling you, but
my love is terribly jealous. At times a jealousy comes over
me so fierce and so distracting that under its influence I

am mad, John, mad. I then see nothing in its true light

;

my eyes seem filled with— with blood, and all things appear
red or black and— and— oh ! John, I pray you never again
cause me jealousy. It makes a demon of me."
You may well know that John was nonplussed.
" I cause you jealousy ?

" he asked in surprise. " When
did I — " But Dorothy interrupted him, her eyes flashing
darkly and a note of fierceness in her voice. He saw for
himself the effects of jealousy upon her.

"That white —white Scottish wanton ! God's curse be
upon her ! She tried to steal you from me."
"Perhaps she did," replied John, smilingly, "of that I

do not know. But this I do know, and you, Dorothy, must
know it too henceforth an.d for all time to come. No woman
can steal my love from you. Since I gave you my troth I

have been true to you ; I have not been false even in one
little thought."

" I feel sure, John, that you have not been untrue to

me," said the girl with a faint smile playing about her hps
;

" but— but you remember the strange woman at Bowling
Green Gate whom you would have— "

" Dorothy, I hope you have not come to my dungeon for
the purpose of making me more wretched than I already
am ?

"

" No, no, John, forgive me," she cried softly ;
" but

John, I hate her, I hate her ! and I want you to promise
that you too will hate her."

" 1 promise," said John, "though, you have had no cause
for jealousy of Queen Mary."

" Perhaps — not," she replied hesitatinsrly. " I have

:

I I

!

i

i
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never thought," tlie girl continued poutingly, " that j'on
did anything of which I should be jealous; but she — she— oh, I hate hc-r! Let us not talk about her. Jennie
Faxton told mc — I uill talk about her, and vou shall not
stop me— Jennie Faxton told me that the white woman
made love to you and caused you to put your arm about
her waist one evening on the battlements and "

"Jennie told you a lie," said John.
" Now don't interrupt me." the girl cried nervously,

almost ready for tears, "and I will try to tell you all
Jennie told me the —the white woman looked up to you
this fashion," and the languishing look she gave John in
imitaaon of Queen Mary was so beautiful and comical that
he could do nothing but laugh and cover her face with
kisses, then laugh again and love the girl more deejily and
yet more deeply with each new breath he drew. Dorothy
was not sure whether she wanted to laugh or to cry, so
she did both.

"Jennie told me in the middle of the night," continued
Dorothy, "when all things seem so vivid and appear so
distorted and — and that terrible blinding jealousv of
which I told you came upon me and drove me mad. I
really thought, John, that I should die of the agony. Oh,
Tohn, if you could know the anguish I suffered' that night
you would i)ity me

;
you would not blarne me."

" I do not blame you, Dorothy."
" x\o, no, there— " she kissed him softly, and quickly

continued: " I felt that I must separate her from you ct
all cost. I would have done murder to acconij.Iish my
purpose. Some demon whispered to me, 'Tell Queen
Elizabeth,' and— and oh, John, let me kneel again."

" No, no, Dorothy, let us talk of something else," said
John, soothingly.

" In one moment, John. I thought only of the evil that
would come to her— her of Scotland. I'did not think of
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the trouble I would bring to you, John, until the queen,
after asking me if you were my lover, said angrily :

' You
may soon seek another.' Then, John, I knew that I had
also brought evil upon you. Then I did suffer. I tried to

reach Rutland, and you know all else that happened on
that terrible night. Now John, you know all— a!!. I

have withheld nothing. I have confessed all, and I feel

that a great weight is taken from my heart. You will

not hate me, will you, John 1

"

He caught the girl to his breast and tried to turn her
face toward his.

"I could not hate you if ! v/ould," he replied, with
quick-coming breath, "and God knows I would not. To
love you is the sweetest joy in life," and he softly kissed
the great lustrous eyes till they closed as if in sleep. Then
he fiercely sought the rich red lips, waiting soft and passive
for his caresses, while the fair head fell back upon the bend
of his elbow in a languorous, half-conscious sweet sur-

render to his will. Lord Rutland and I had turned our
backs on the shameless pair, and were busily discu.ssing the
prospect for the coming season's crops.

Remember, please, that Dorothy spoke to John of Jennie
Faxton. Her doing ^n soon bore bitter fruit for me.

Dorothy had been too busy with John to notice any one
else, but he soon presented her to his father. After the
old lord had gallantly kissed her hand, she turned scorn-
fully to me and said :

—
"So you fell a victim to her wanton wiles.' If it were

not for Madge's sake, I could wish vou might hang."
"You need not balk your kindly desire for Madge's

sake," I answered. " She cares little about my fate. I

fear she will never forgive me."
"One cannot tell what a woman will do," Dorothy

replied. " She is apt to make a great fool of herself ^vhen
it comes to forgiving the man she loves."

2A
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•'Men at times have something to forgive" I retortr.llooking wnh a smile toward John Th '•

.

,^^'^'

reply, b„. ,„.,k ;„„,„ „,„„ .L/^Xdl i,f 1 Tt^:Jo n pleas, do,,', lot .his „„„id „,a„ ab.,se
„".

'
'"^'

liut Madge no longer cares for m^ " r , .•

ing to talk upon the th^ine " and v-
' TT''^'^'

''''^'

to her."
'' '*'"'' '''"'^'•^ ^"'^ f-ot apply

The girl turned her back disdainfully on me and said

care for you but savs she does " ^ "" "^""^ "°'

-;^rLr^;:;iT:r™r^^/a„S";£[r-

Tell me upon your knightly honor Tnbn .1 1

aught of a wicked, treasonab c Z to t; h
^^'^" Twoman on the English thron ^ '^' ^'^"^^^

I quickly placed my finger on mv lin^ nn.i f u j
ear to i„dica,e .l.at their^ord wJ„|'7L „ -er, -d 7a listenmg-tube connrrfpri th . i

ovcilKaid; tor

closet.
^«"'^^cted the dungeon u.th Sir George's

"Before the holy God, upon my kni-rbthood hv t^.sacred love we bear each other I sue" r Ikn Ksuch plot/' answered John "Iwould b /h r^' "°
our good queen did I Lpect its :S!:lJr"^'^

'"^ ^° ^^^^

of?h?plo' Ww°'"
""'•"^^' '"'^-'"^ ^'^-" ^he subject

^ol;^^.^"'^'"'^'
''^"'^ ^^"^^ ^^^ I'^-e twenty-two caratgold. soft, pure, and precious, kissed Dorothv's h n.^ Kshe was about to leave, and said • " Dea

'
hdv

for our sake. I can easilv . .. /
'

.

'
'
S"'^^'^ ""'

you than to us T^l^^ ^^ .r^!_^:"'\^-^ ^o
L,.v..j.i. iCaiicSS iove
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you bear my son. It has brou-^ht him trouble, but it is

have my forgiveness freely, and I
worth its cost. You
pray God's choicx-st benediction may be with

^

She kissed the old lord and said, " I hope' some day to
make you love me."

" That will be an easy task," said his Lordship, gallantly.
Dorothy was about to l-.-ave. Just at the doorway she

remembered the chief purpose of her visit; so she ran
back to John, put her hand over his mouth to insure silence,

and whispered in his car.

On hearing Dorothy's whispered words, signs of joy
were so apparent in John's face that they could not be
mistaken. He said nothing, but kissed her hand and she
hurriedly left the dungeon.

After the dungeon door closed upon Dorothy, John
went to his father and whispered a few words to him
Then he came to me, and in the same secretive manner
said :

—
"The queen has promised Dorothy our liberty."

I was not at all sure that "our liberty " included me,— I

greatly doubted it, — but I was glad for the sake of my
friends, and, in truth, cared little for myself.

Dorothy went from our dungeon to the queen, and that
afternoon, according to promise, Elizabeth gave orders for
the release of John and his father. Sir George, of course,
was greatly chagrined when his enemies slipped from his
grasp

;
but he dared not show his ill-humor in the presence

of the queen nor to any one who would be apt to enlighten
her Majesty on the subject.

Dorothy did not know the hour when her lover would
leave Haddon; but she sat patiently at her window till at
last John and Lord Rutland appeared. She called to
Madge, telling her of the joyous event, and Madge,
asked :

—
"is Malcolm with them?"



356 DOROrilY VKRNON
" No," replied Dorothy, "he ha« been left in the dungeon,

where he deserves to remain."
After a short pause, Madge said :—
" If John had acted toward the Scottish queen as Mai.

colm did, wouhl you forgive him ?
"

" Yes, ot course. I would forgive him anything."
"Then why shall we not forgive Malcolm?" asked

Madge.

"Because he is not John," was the absurd reply.
" No," said Madge, promptly

;
" but he is 'John '

to me."
"That is true," responded Dorothy, "and I will forgive

him if you will."

"I don't believe it makes much difference to Malcolm
whether or not you forgive him," said iVIadge, who was
provoked at Dorothy's condescending offer. " My forcrive-
ness, I hope, is what he desires." ^

'^

"That is true, Madge," replied Dorothy, laughingly
"but may not I, also, forgive him ?"

°

" U you choose," responded Madge, quietlv; " as for me
I know not what I wish to do."
You remember that Dorothy during her visit to the dun-

geon spoke of Jennie Faxton. The girl's name reached
Sir George's ear through the Hstening-tube and she was at
once brought in and put to the question.

Jennie, contrary to her wont, became frightened and
told all she knew concerning John and Dorothv includ-
ing my part in their affairs. In Sir George's mind my
bad faith to him was a greater crime than my treason to
Elizabeth, and he at once went to the queen with his tale
of woe.

Elizabeth, the most sentimental of women, had heard
from Dorothy the story of her tempestuous love, and also
oi mine, and the queen was greatly interested in the
situation
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Throup;h the influence of DoioUiy and Madp;e, as I after-

ward learned, and l)y the help of a good word from Cecil,

the queen was induced to ord.jr my liberation on condition

tliat I should thenceforth reside in France. So one niorn-

in;;, three days after John's departure from lladdon, I was

overjoyed to hear the words, " You arc free."

I did not know that Jennie Faxton had given Sir George

her large stock of disturbing information concerning my
connection with the atfairs of Dorothy and John. So

when I left the dungeon, I, supposing that my stormy

cousin would be glad to forgive me if Queen Elizabeth

would, sought and found him in Aunt Dorothy's room.

Lady Crawford and Sir George were sitting near the fire

and Maflgc was standing near the door in the next room

bevond. When I entered, Sir George sprang to his feet

and cried out angrily :--

" You traitorous dog, the queen has seen fit to liberate

you, and I cannot interfc.e with her orders ; but if you do

not leave my Hall at once I shall set the hounds on you.

Your effects will be sent to The Peacock, and the sooner

you quit P^ngland the safer you will be." There was of

course nothing for me to do but to go.

" You once told me, Sir George — you remember our

interview at The Peacock— that if you should ever again

order me to leave Haddon, I should tell you to go to the

devil. I now take advantage of your kind permission, and

will also say farewell."

I kissed Aunt Dorothy's check, took my leave, and

sought Cecil, from whom I obtained a passport to P'rance.

Then I asked Dawson to fetch my horse.

I longed to sec Madge before I left Haddon. but I knew

that my desire could not be gratified ; so I determined to

stop at Rowsley and send back a letter to her which

Dawson undertook to deliver. h\ my letter I would

ask Madge's permission to return ior her from France
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and to take her home with me as mv wife. After I haddesj.^hed ,.y letter I wouM wait at'lhe Peacock fir ^n

Sore at heart I bade good-by to Dawson, n.ounted mvhorse, and turned his head touard the Dove-cote G AsI rode under Dorothy's wmdow she was sitting there Thecasement was open, for the day was mild, talthouth t ecason was httle past midwinter. I heard he call to Mad eand then she called to me • — '^^^^k^>

m the dungeon. was wrong, as usual. Forgive me andtrod bless you. Farewell !
"

VVhile Dorothy was speaking, and before I repliedMadge came to the open casement and called
--^

Waitfor me. Malcolm. I am going down to you -

kH.rr.
'""^

f
-'^/vonderful purifier, and Madge- cry fin-ished the work of the past few m<,nths and mt-de a Wodrnan of me. who all my life before had known 'little tl^e

ing Dlock, and in a lew mmutes she emerged -ronin-lv-om the great door of Entrance Tower. Dorothy wasagain a j-nsoner in her rooms and could not c'^'^dovvnto bid me farewell. Madge mounted, and the grTom ledher horse to me and placed the reins In my hancfs
" '

Is It you, Malcolm ? " asked Madge
" Ves," I responded, in a - ,kc husky with emotion " T

I did not understand her meaning.
"Are you going to ride part of the way with me— nerhaps to Rows ev ' " I ^Ql-^ri u-. u i

P^"
miich.

' '^ "^^""^ ^° h^^P^ ^or so
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"To France, Malcolm, if you wish to take me," she

responded muimuringly.

For a little time I could not feci tiie happiness that had
come upcHi me in so great a flood. But when I had col-

lected my scattered senses, I said :
—

" I thank God that He has turned your heart again to

me. May I feel His righteous anger if ever I give you
cause to regret the step you are taking."

" I shall never regret it, Malcolm," she answered softly,

as she held out her hand to me.

Then we rode hy the dove-cote, out from H addon Hall,

never to see its walls again.

We went to Rutland, whence after a fortnight we jour-

neyed to France. There I received my mother's estates,

and never <'or one moment, to my knowledge, has Madge
regretted having intrusted her life and happiness to me.

I need not speak for myself.

Our home is among the warm, sunlit, vine-covered hills

of southern France, and we care not for the joys of golden
streets so long as God in His goodness vouchsafes to us our

earthly paradise. Age, with the heart at peace, is the fair-

est season of life ; and love, leavened of God, robs even
approaching death of his sting and makes for us a broad
flower-strewn path from the tempestuous sea of time to

the calm, sweet ocean of eternity.



CHAPTER XVI

Leicester waits at .he Stile

I
SHALL now tell you of the happenings in Haddon
Hall during the fortnight we spent at Rutland before
our departure for France.

We left Dorothy, you will remember, a prisoner in her
rooms.

After John had gone Sir George's wrath began to
gather, and Dorothy was not permitted to depart from
the hall for even a walk upon the terrace nor could she
leave her own apartments save when the queen requested
her presence.

A few days after my departure from Haddon, Sir George
sent Dawson out through the adjoining countr\- to invite
the nobility and gentry to a grand ball to be given at the
Hall in honor of Queen Elizabeth. Queen Mary had been
sent a prisoner to Chatsworth.
Tom Shaw, the most famous piper of his times, and a

choice company of musicians to play with him were hired
for the occasion, and, in short, the event was so glorious
that its wonders have been sung in minstrelsy throughout
Derbyshire ever since.

Dorothy's imprisonment saddened Leicester's heart, and
he longed to .see her, for her beauty had touched him
nearly. Accordingly, the carl one day intimated to Sir
George his wish in terms that almost bespoke an inten-
tion to ask for the girl's hand when upon proper oppor-

JtlO
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tunity the queen's consent might be sought and perchance
obtained. His equivocal words did not induce Sir George
to grant a meeting by which Dorothy might be co>. o-

mised; but a robust hope for the ultimate accomplish, ent

of the " Leicester possibility " was aroused in the breast of

the King of the Peak, and from hope he could, and soon
did, easily step to faith. He saw that the earl was a hand-
some man, and he believed, at least he hoped, that the fas-

cinating lord might, if he were given an opportunity, woo
Dorothy's heart away from the hated scion of a hated race.

Sir George, therefore, after several inlet views with the earl,

grew anxious to give his Lordship an opportunity to win
her. But both Sir George and my lord feared Elizabeth's

displeasure, and the meeting between Leicester and the

girl seemed difficult to contrive. Sir George felt confi-

dent that Dorothy could, if she would, easily capture the

great lord in a few private interviews ; but would she .'

Dorothy gave her father no encouragement in the matter,

and took pains to shun Leicester rather than to seek him.

As Dorothy grew unwilling, Leicester and Sir George
grew eager, until at length the latter felt that it was
almost time to exert his parental authority. He told Aunt
Dorothy his feeling on the subject, and she told her niece.

It was impossible to know from what source Dorothy
might draw insjnration for mischief. It came to her with

her lather's half-command regarding Leicester.

Winter had again asserted itself. The weather was bit-

ter cold and snow covered the ground to the depth of a

horse's fetlock.

The eventful night of the grand ball arrived, and Doro-
thy's heart throbbed till she the ught surely it would burst.

At nightfall guests began to arrive, and Sir George,

hospitable soul that he was, grew boisterous with good
humor and delight.
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flambeaux, and inside the rooms were alight with waxen
tapers. The long gallery was brilliant with the smiles of
bejewelled beauty, and laughter, song, and merriment filled

the grand old Hall from terrace t<^ Entrance Tower.
Dorothy, of course, was brought down from her prison to
grace the occasion with a beauty which none could rival.
Her garments were of soft, cHnging, bright-colored silks
and snowy laces, and all who saw her agreed that a crea-
ture more radiant never greeted the eye of man.
When the guests had all arrived, the pipers in the bal-

cony burst forth in heart-swelling strains of music, and
every foot in the room longed for the dance to begin.

I should like to 'llII you how Elizabeth most graciously
opened the ball with his Majesty, the King of the Peak,
amid the plaudits of worshipping subjects, and I should
enjoy describing the riotous glory which followed,— for
although I was no^ there, I know intimately all that hap-
pened, — but I will bulk my desire and tell 3-ou only of
those things which touched Dorothy.

Leicester, of course, danced with her, and during a
pause in the figure, the girl in response to pleadings which
she had adroitly incited, reluctantly promised to grant the
earl the private interview he so much desired if he could
suggest some means for bringing it about. Leice^ster was
m raptures over her complaisance and glowed with tri-

umph and delightful anticipation. But he could think of
no satisfactory plan whereby his hopes might be brought
to a happy fruition. He proposed several, but all seemed
impracticable to the coy giri, and she r-jected them. After
many futile attempts he said :

—
" I can suggest no good plan, mistress. I pray you,

gracious lady, therefore, make full to overflowing the
measure of your generosity, and tell me how it may be
accomplished."

Dorothy hung her head as if in great shame and .said
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" I fear, my lord, we had better abandon the project for a

time. Upon another occasion perhaps— "

" No, no," interrupted the earl, pleadingly, " do not so

grievously disappoint me. My heart yearns to have you

to myself for one Uttle moment where spying eyes cannot

see nor prying ears hear. It is cruel in you to raise my
hopes only to cast them down. I beg you, tell me if you

know in what manner I may meet you privately."

After a long pause, Dorothy with downcast eyes said,

" I am full of shame, my lord, to consent to this meeting,

and then find the way to it, but— but
—

" ("Yes, yes,

my Venus, my gracious one," interrupted the earl)— "but

if my father would permit me to— to leave the Hall for a

few minutes, I might— oh, it is impossible, my lord. I

must not think of it."

"I pray you, I beg you," pleaded Leicester. "Tell me,

at least, what you might do if your father would permit

you to leave the Hall. I would gladly fall to my knees,

were it not for the assembled company."

With reluctance in her manner and gladness in her

heart, the girl said:—
" If my father would permit me to leave th'* Hall, I

might— only for a moment, meet you at the stile, in the

northeast corner of the garden back of the terrace half an

hour hence. But he would not permit me, and— and, my
lord, I ought not 'o go even should father consent."

" I will ask your father's permission for you. I will

seek him at once," said the eager earl.

" No, no, my lord, I pray you, do not," murmured Doro-

thy, with distracting little troubled wrinkles in her fore-

head. Her trouble was more for fear lest he would not

than for dread that he would.
" I will, I will," cried his Lordship, softly; "I insist, and

you shall not gainsay me."
.r.r>^j-kn4- ii*^(i oil^ii^^r^ri r\iif t-V^o*- Time cii fih z'* t /a r\ f"
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for so enterprising a gallant as the noble Robert DudleyEarl of Leicester. So he at once went to seek Sir George

chLce tl
^^'"^'?"^^"' .^'^hough anxious to give Leicestef a

/'My intentions are honorable, Sir George. If I canwm your daughter's heart, it is my wish, ii the queen's

TrHa-'e''"
^'' '^'"'''"^' '" ''^ ^^''''''' ^'''^^"°"'^ ^a^'^ '"

Sir George's breast swelled with pride and satisfaction.
for Leicester s words were as near an offer of marriage as
t was m hKs p.,wer to make. So the e..rl received forDorodiy. permission to leave the Hall, and eagerly ca;ried

"Your father consents gladly," said the earl. "Willyou meet me half an hour hence at the stile '

"

eve7u.';i" r"-'""f '^]' '^''^' ''''^ ^^-^n^elesslv cast downeyes ad drooping head. Leicester bowed himself awayand ful.y fifteen minutes before the appointed time left theHall to wait in the cold at the stile for Dorothv
Before the expiration of the tedious half hour our meekmaiden went to her father tpH w,>k i j

affected shame .said.--
'^ '^''^ "^^^^^'^ ^^^

" Father, is it your wish that I go out uf the Hall for afew minutes to meet -to meet- " She apparently co Id

' Ye' D n T'T' "^ ""'^^' ^"^^ shame-faced wis she
ves, Doll. I wish you to go on this condition : if Leices-ter^asks you to marry him, you shall consent to be hi^

"I promise, father," replied the dutiful girl, "if LordLeicester asks me this night, I will be his wife "

n.v I Vf' '^''^' '^'' '' ^^'^"- ^"^<^ "^ore you aremy good, obedient daughter, and I love you. Wear your

Her 71 ""''''
r"

'"''''''' '^ ^'^y -'^ -'t «f doors "

Her lathers solicitude tourhed h... „„„>i.. _.. , ,
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gently led him to a secluded alcove near by, threw her
arms about his neck, and kissed him passionately. The
girl's affection was sweet to the old man who had been
without it so long, and his eyes grew moist as he returned

her caresses. Dorothy's eyes also were filled with tears.

Her throat was choked with sobs, and her heart was sore

with pain. Poor young heart ! Poor old man !

Soon after Dorothy had spoken with her father she left

the Hall by Dorothy's Posti^rn. She was wrapped in her
sable cloak — the one that i.ad saved John's life in Aunt
Dorothy's room ; but instead of going across the garden
to the stile where Lord Leicester was waiting, which was
north and east of the terrace, she sped southward down
the terrace and did not stop till she reached the steps

which led westward to the lower garden. She stood on
the terrace till she saw a man running toward her from the
postern in the southwest corner of the lower garden.

Then down the steps she sped with winged feet, and out-

stretching her arms, fell upon the man's breast, whispering :

"John, my love! John, my love!
"

As for the man — well, during the first minute or two
he wasted no time in speech.

When he spoke he said:—
"We must not tarry here. Horses are waiting at the

south end of the footbrid e. Let us hasten away at once."

Then happened the strangest of all the strange things

I have had to record of this strange, fierce, tender, and at

times almost half-savage girl.

Dorothy for months had longed for that moment. Her
heart had almost burst with joy when a new-born hope for

it was suggested by the opportunities of the ball and her
father's desire touching my lord of Leicester. But now
that the longed-for moment was at hand, the tender heart,

which had so an.x'ously awaited it, failed, and the girl broke
down WPPnincr hvstpriraUv
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"Oh John, you have forgiven so many faults in me "

she sa,d between sobs. " that I know you will foJve 1when tel! you I cannot go with you to-ni,ht itlllr
I could and I so intended when I came cu^ her to meeyou. But oh John. m> dearest love. I cannot go I^a^no go. Another time I will go with you. John. ^I prom "ethat I will go with you soon, very soon. John • but I cannotgo .H.w, oh. I cannot. You w 11 for<^ive me won>
John ? You will forgive me ?

" ' ^" ^ >'°"'

_

" No." cried John in no uncertain tones, "
I will not forgive you^ I will take you. If you cry oit, I Jl

"
UenTe'

an with h"?'".''J"'^^^^^
''''' '^^ ^^'' - his arms andran with her toward the garden gate near the north end ofthe stone footbridge.

"John. John!" she cried in terror. But he placed hishand over her mouth and forced her to remain silent ti

^Z^T ''?
'^'T

"'^''- ^^^" h^—'-^ his hand

miih Str ' r ''''''^'^^'"^ ^^^^'"''^^ him with all her

To'n s and h"/ T 'i"'''
'^" ^^""^^^' ^^"^^ "° "-^ch forJo.m s, and her struggles were in ^-ain

John, with his stolen bride, hurriedly crossed the foot-bridge and ran to the men who were holding th ho ses

of ^ger-" °"''^ ^" '^^ '''' ^"^ ^-^ -^h a toTch

the s^idleT"
"'°""' "^ ^'"' """ "'" '' ^^^" ^ P"^ y°" in

sivd^Cd'Tohn'r^T t"'
/"'"•" ^he replied submis-

fTr " Z /"hn.I-I thank you, I thank you for-tor- she stopped speaking and toyed with the tufts offur that hung from the edges of her cloak

askedlhtff;
"^

I-
7- ""'' "•^^^ ^° >-°" ^hank me?"asked John after a httle pause.

"For making-me -do -what I- I bnged to doMy conscience would not let me do it of my own free
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Then tears came from her eyes in a great flood, and
throwing her arms about John's neck she gave him her-
self and her heart to keep forever and forever.
And Leicester was shivering at the stile ! The girl had

forgotten even the existence of the greatest lord in the
realm.

My wife, Lord Rutland, and I waited in the watch-room
above the castle gates for the coming of Dorothy and
John

;
and when they came — but I will not try to describe

the scene. It were a vain effort. Tears and laughter well
compounded make the sweetest joy

;
grief and joy the

true, happiness; happiness and pain the grandest soul,
and none of these may be described. We may analyze
them, and may take them part from part ; but, like love, they
cannot be compounded. We may know all the component
parts, but when we try to create these great amotions in
description, we lack the subtle compounding flux to unite
the ingredients, and after all is done, we have simply said
that black is black and that white is white.

Next day, in the morning, Madge and I started for our
new home in France. We rode up the hill down which
poor Dolcy took her last fatal plunge, and when we
reached the crest, we paused to look back. Standing on
the battlements, waving a kerchief in farewell to us, was
the golden-crowned form of a girl. Soon she covered her
face with her kerchief, and we knew she was weeping.
Then we, also, wept as we turned away from the fatr
picture; and since that far-off morning— forty long, long
yeais ago— we have not seen the face nor heard the
voice of our sweet, tender friend. Forty years! What
an eternity it is if we tear it into m.inutes

!



L'ENvol

_

The fire ceases to burn
; the flames are sucked barVmo the earth; the doe's blood has boiled away hecaldron coos, and rny shadowy fnends-so ^eal t'o me-whon. I love with a passionate tenderness beyond nw

the past, and my poor, weak wand is powerless to recallthem for the space of even one fleeting momcn 1o I

n: rrf'uiTr'V"/'^"^^
^^^ ^" -^'^^^ ^ ^^^ - rya heart full of tender love and pain for the fairest fiercestgentlest, weakest, strongest of them all - Dorothy Vernon

368



MALCOLM POSSIBLY L\ ERROR

Malcolm Vernon is the only writer on the life of Dorotliy Vernon
who speaks of Rutland Castle. Ail others writing- on the subject say
that Belvoir Castle was the home of tiie Earl of Rutland.
No other writer mentions the proposed marriage, spoken of by Mal-

colm, between Dorothy and Lord Derby's son. Tliey do, however, say
that Dorothy had an elder sister who married a Stanley, but died child-
less, leaving T)orothy sole heiress to Sir George Vernon's vast estate.

All writers .gree with Malcolm t.pon the main fact that brave Dorothy
eloped with Jc \m Manners and brought to him the fair estate of Haddon,
which their descendant, the present Duke of Rutland, now possesses.
No other writer speaks of Mary Stuart having been at Haddon, and

many chroniclers disagree with Malcolm as to the exact date of her im-
prisonment in Lochleven and her escape.

In all other essential respects the history of Dorothy Vernon as told
by Malcolm agrees with other accounts of her life.

I do not pretend to reconcile the ditferences between these great his-
torical authorities, but I confess to considerable faith in Malcolm.

am 36s





THE CONQUEROR
Being the True and Romantic Story

of Alexander Hamilton

Qr.RTRUDE FRANKLIN ATHEPTON

Aatbor of •• Senator North," '• The Calltoralaa:" ttc, eto.

Cloth laoM $.50

The romantic story of Hamilton's life has never yet been told in it* com-
pleteness. The present st.,rv l,y Mrs. Athcrton has been written after an
exhaustive research into Hamilton's family reconls, an.l also into the public
records of the West India Islands, where he was born and spent his b.ndiood.
Mrs. Atherton has been able to solve the vexed question of llainilton's birth
ami her story gives not only a full account of his mother but also of his own
childhood and boyhood. For the rest, it is a consecutive narrative of Hamil-
ton s life, based entirely on the facts, but is treated in the fasliion of a story
instead of with the usual conventional bio-raphical method. Many incidents
of Hamilton's life which in themselves sound more as if belonging to action
than fact have heretofore been merely stated by his biographers as the dryest
matter of fact, whereas Mrs. Athcrtun h.i, thrown int. their proper worth
these startlmK and roman' episodes . f his lif... While adhering in the closest
possible manner to the actual facts of I lamilton's life, Mrs. Atherton has written
his life s story in the manner of fiction, adding immeasurably to its interest
Hamilton is »live to the reader. One L.Mms a picture of the man from his boy-
hood up, the man himself moving and acting,, throughout his manv-sided career— brilliant, gener(.us, a favr.rite of women, ami the astute political gerius

Washington. I.atayette, Laurens, Adams, Madison, Burr, and all Hamilton's
personal friends and enemie.-, are dramaits personce in this storv. Fach has
formed the basis of careful stu.ly by the author and has then found his place
•mong the personages of the story who were to become ultimately so promi-
nent in our history.

THE MACMILLAN CO. OF CANADA, Ltd.



THE CRISIS
ey THE SAME AUTHOR

Author of " Richard Carvel " "The Celebrity." etc. With Fight Full-page
Illustration, by Hovvaku Chanul£k Chrisi v

Cloth, umo. $1.50

Mr.
1 {.^.MILTON W. Mabik. in the Outlook, 8avs of it

• " Th^ n,nc.
of all is Mr. Winston Church.lls The CrUs'^whi 'n,. T ^^'" ""*

J.re.ost .00.S of the year. No .ore rel^ t^'j:^^^;;^^
est ,„ Mr I inc

'' '''"'' ^'"'" •^'"'P'" *" ^''''P'"- The inter-

nlh
, '',^''"^"'" ^ "^^ P'-Tsonal.ty steadily deepens as one perceives under-neath h,s homehness the e' -nents of power and the nob.lity n hi^ c a

"

whirMr'chrr^l
"":' Mr I.,„col„.s spirU has been ev» n,ade thaTt It

power, and .s above all^r fou H int est L 't r^'^
^^ originality and

onnterpretin. .^.erica: ,i. f.n! :;t::2nt a:~:^^^:\process very mud, rar.r tluin most people think."

The /<,„,/.,« .9/^^/a/,7r again praises the book highly and savs • " W. A .

tive of the ch.va,ry. the heroisnl ,^ ^^"cL ™
'o^f

'' ^^"h
"''

''''r'from the dramatic and literarv point of vlwI -^""thcrners. always

ing subjects than the Yankee" S^nev- r faL^
""" '"'""1"'^ '"' "^''^

for the North Th . »

"^"''.'''; ""^^^^ '^'ters a moment in his enthusiasmlor tnt, North. The true hero is Lincoln, and we have to thank Mr rh, .
•

i
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Marietta
A Maid of Venice

By F. MARION CRAWFORD
MtObor <if

" In the halace of the King," "Kjj Crucu,"
** Sarjcimscu," etc

Cloth. i2nio. $1.50

The -«tory deal^ with a romantic episode that is historically true heitiB
taken Irum one >.l the old Venetian chr<.nid.s of the laUer i,art of the
.iteenth century, .luring the development uf the greatest splendor of the
(^ueen of the Adriatic.

Ihe action and interest centre in the household . f a master plass-Mnwer
a riienibcr of one of the most powrrlul \en.tian trade corporation, whi^hhad many rights and curious privileges, an>l are picturesquelv brought out

• .K \f' , M
",'"" "^P";^'-'^»s a ^''^fy ^'^'i its vivi.l picture' of domestic 'life

HI the Middle Ages, the hook shares the peculiar charm of " Mar/io's Cruci-
ftx, 'A Roman Mnger." an,

I other of Mr. Cravstords descriptions of artists
and their surioundings, ^^hich have always heen singularly foitun.Ue. possd.lv
because of specia symi-athics dating from his l.,.^hood'in kun:e, v»-here his
tattler was the well-known scul(.tor, 1 homas C rawlord.

A Friend with the Countersign
By B. K. BENSON

Auibor of "IViio Goei Tb:re ?" etc

Cloth. i3ino. $1.50

rhose who have read "the best spy storv of the Civil War"— described
by the Hosion lleraU a: :

" Qiaie tue most e.xtracrJnuirv and remarkaUt ofrecent stones K,{ personal a.ivcnture in warfare ... a story of such vividness
and power that once you have gotten immersed in it. vou' want to shut outtne rest of the world completely until you have linishc'd it," will no' be sur-
Ffiscd to find in the new novel a story of desperate personal adventure
political plot and counterplot, villany, and of a devoted woman's love all
interwoven wnh the \irgiiua Campaigns of Grant and Lee, and detailed withrare nistoncai accuracy.

THE .WAC.UILLAN CO. OF PWMnA r rr.



Calumet '* K "

By MERV/IN-WEBSTER
>*«rt*ori of - The Short Ltne IVur," " Tbt Banker and tb$ Bttr," tte.

Illustrated. Cloth. i2mo. $1.50

hnw^h.T' '\F^
is a two-million-bushel grain elevator, and this story 1

,n^\ /u^ n
'^f^P'-'f'-'^'n'' tl>'-it are interested in deiayinR the wand ,t ,s these, as well as the " walking delegates," that liannJn has to \

and
^'^^f howthevtr.ed to -'tie up" the lumber, two hundred miles a

fhiL ha?"H.nn" '"'f 'h""
^" ' "'"^' ^'^"'^'' " -«'' "^O"- the kind,tlimg that Hannon can do best. In sptte of his temptation to brag -he

not L'^n ^h I
°"' "'^

'.^'v'"'"
"''^'^"^ "^"'" American commerce conot get on.

1 he heroine of this story is Bannon's typewriter,
Mr. Henr>- K.tchell Webster and Mr. .^amuel Merwin have discoverec

£ked bv Amer""-'"'',
"^

T'^'
'"'^ """"'^^ ^ •"^''^ «f '"^'"" hitherto o^iooked by Amer' in writers, but containing a great wealth of romance.

God Wills It
A Tale of the First Crusnde

By WILLIAM STEARNS DAVIS
/iutbor ./ " A Friend of Ccesar "

Cloth, umo. $1.50

rfn„h!l1
1'*°"^

'''^"l'"''
^'"""''

'.^"^ adventures of Richard Longsword, a .doubta le young Norman cavaher, settled in Sicily: how he u^n the haof the Ly.antine Princess, Mary Kurkuas; how in expiation of a cr me co

1^ "v: ."h"
' TT P'-^''^:'^''""- ^' '"°k the vows\,f the Crusader; h

h"s b le '.'nd h" U-
'^'

^'-^V'T
^""'' ''''•^fi^-Kddauleh stole from Li"s bn.k and how he regained her under romantic circumstances at tlforming of Jerusalem l)y the 1-rencfa.

cuuibiances ai u
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