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f ?vE ^ACE 

SOME of tljt j^orie'- in this volume have already 

. appeared i ■> print... “The Red-haired Girl” in The 
* 

Windsor “Colonel Halifa;'’s Ghost Story” 

ill The Jlhistrairf-!d^glish’^Magazinc; “Gldmr” I told 

in my J^cland: d :''kes tikel: published'in 1S63, 

and long ago out of prin^^^T^h/^ BoM Vj^tiwe” ap- 

peared in 7'h.e GnrThtc; “The 9.30 Up-train” as long 
% * 

ago as 1853 in Ot. c a IVeeh. ' -■ 





L\vr OF r.LUSTRATIONS 

*• Who arc you ? ” , , . » . 

/‘Thuii ' . briilc put imck her veil, an Betty, studying!; the 
vpb‘*^ fkicc, saw that this ac'uall was not herscU^ it 
was her lead sister Letice” . . . - T4‘J‘ach page 1:41 

• ♦ 

“Her hat was blown off*, and next instant .. detonaUon rang 
through her head as thougii a gun had been firec^into 

her ear . 

“If he went out for a walk they trotted forth wi‘h Iiim, 
some before, some following” » • ^ >» 

“ ^.’'oVi let t^it Mustapha c«tnie tfy AIM*his 

kr, ju\ ' . ; , X ' flj' • 

“'■Mati. ^ .’-sa*' he - ‘ *.>Sb^'''dr‘lin cost me three 
* 'shillings and sixpence, i*ad i can’t make it play .10- 

♦ '* S5> -- 
M^ays ^ • • • - 

believe that they: are talking hk ly-goody ” 

j(j1’thrust her hahd into the ! lapot and u*'e\v furth tlie 

^ * :oins, otie t:nron<i^and rolled them along the table ” . 
topp(,; 
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A *BOOK or GIIOSTS 

JEAN 1OUCHON 
» • I.Vt'AS in Oi'lcans a go d many years ago. At t’^e 

time it was purpose to write a life of jean of A^f, 
and 1 considered it adv.sable to visit the scenes of her 
explbitc. so as *o tie able to give to my narrative some 
local colour. ' ' / 

But I did not' find Orleans answer to my expecta¬ 
tions. It is a dulJ[.,;town, very modern in appearance, bnt 
with that mea4y ai#p:’decrepi/t, .look which is so general in 
French ^owns. ' .There wa!»iJi',Flace Jeatme d’/ ' ith an 
equestrian .statue of her in the 'i- uri.^Mng . aquer. 
There was the<house that the ’’.aid h»a occupiod aber the 
taking of ther.i^y, hnt, with the exedptibn of the walls and 
rafters, it had ugdefg,one .so muc'u alteration and moderni.'^- 
fibn,as t^*..have Ictet it., .inteiest. A museum of memo*"- 
of la^Bucelle had beeniformed, but pQ:sses,sed no gi-r 
relics,,only arms and tapestries of a later date. 

The city walls she had besiegeU, the gfate through which 
she burst; Tiad b.een levelled, >nd their places taken by 
boulevard:. The very cathedral ‘n she had knelt I:o 
return tL,*nivs for ^Ker victory was not ? ‘^ame. That 
had been blown up by the Hugy.enots,*and the et .nedral 
that iiow stands was erected on-its ruins jn idaT; ' % 

There-v/as an ormolu figure ‘«if vjeanne orijtlie clo-'k— 
never wowmd up—upon the mahtelshelf in my room at 
the-hotel, . d there were chocolate figures of her in the 



A BOOK OF GHOSTS 

confection'er#’ shoia-vvindows for children to suck. Wheii^ 
Jisat^ down at 7 p.m*. to tabic d’hote, at fcnpinn I v/as ojt 
ol heart. *«^j?v-v"'4;sult of my ex'ploratiori:' of sites had 
Unsatisfactov/;' blit I trusted on t!ie m (now to be able V) 
iind matot ial to serve my purpose in t\e munic’' ^al arebi es 
of the town library. ' • ( ' 

My dinner endeil, I sauntered to a caf6. . ' 
That 1 sele<'‘d opened , n to the Place, but 'hire was a 

back entrance ...ar to my u tel, leadityt; through r long, 
•’.‘..Oiie-paved passage at the hi, ;k of the houses in 1,^0.^i^pet, 
and by ascending three or fou stone steps one entered the 
jv ng, well-lighted cafe. I cai .e into it from the bttcis^' by 
this means and not from the j out. . ’ ■ ' 

I took my place and called 1. '* a cafe-cbgnac. Then I 
picked up Ji P'rench jiaper and proceodecl to read it—all 
but the feuilleton. In my experience.! ‘lave never yet 
come across anyoiie who leads the fcuilletons in a I'rench 
paper; and my impressiop 's that these snippets of novel 
arc- printed solely for. the 'ptuip.QSfi of filing up space and 
disgui^'’’' he lacjv of-hews at.'the disposal of the editors. 
The 1 -a raj.e'P h.,-'o v/their information relative to 
foreigiii Hifairs laij^cly fro the English jceirnals, so that 

they arc a day behind ours in the foreign news that they 
publish. 

Whilst I was engaged in reading .,c(inething ^auseej ntb 
k up, and I noticed standit^g by the white’marble- 
1 table, bn which Was my coffee, a waiter, with, a pale 

lace and black Win kers, m an expectant attitude. 

. ..I was a little'nettled his jirccipitancy applying foi 
.payrnent, but I pu*' :L down to my being a tr‘^'d;,sCTanger 
there; and wnt^on*^ a word 1 set down hal^ f-^nc and^^;. 
len'tA., CQin, tRfe laHer as his pourboire. Then I pro¬ 

ceeded with my leading. 
I diink a quarter of an hour had elapsed, when I rose to 

dep.AT-(f and then, to my surprise, 1 noticed the half-franc 
still on the table, but the sous piece was gone. 
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I beckoned to a waiter, and said: “One.of you cannie 
t I me li lie Wbi^lc ago demiinding payment. I tb'nl be 
\ ar somewhat hi sty in pres.sing for it; jr, t set the 
r.'oney down, anc. ^he fellow has taken ihc i]>. and has 
n«iglectecl chargi-.for the coffee.” j 

'"Sapristt !" exclaimed ttic / “Joan Bouch<)n has 
bpen at his tricks a^ain.” . » 

1 .said lij^jthbig further; a.s)a d/ho que.s^^’ . .s. The mattei; 
did i»t -oncern me, or indf 21 interest ‘ou. in the smallest 
degree ; and I left. , 

.t day I worked iiard in the town library. I cannot 
say; that 1 lighted on an unpublished documents t^j.at 
might .serve in^ purpose. 

I had to go through t'.ic controversial literature relative 
to u^ic“her Jca’^nc d’Arc was burnt or not, for it has been 
maintained person of the .same name, and also of 
Arque.s, died a ^natural deat^’ some time later, and who 
postured as the original. • w?;- ;'ior-maid. 1 read a good 
niany monogr?i'pfitjP'*on of various vidues ; some 
real—e(>Mitribhtions to h'wtdfy, others mc-e "d-hand 
cookin^-mj of. wcll-knowm’ah , t sud I. The 
.sauce in tne.se latter was all tH.-t'wa.^? j 

In the eveni/ig^ after dinner, 1 vent back io th(* tiame 
cafe and callej^ f-ji-, black coffee with a nip of brandy., " I 
drq.i!k it leisurely, a.'jJ th^n retreated to the de.sk v * 're 
I amid write i^ortie Ihtter.s. . ^ ; 

I fiilished one, and was folding it, wdien I . V the 
same pale-vi.saged waiter staiuii'ng b)'- with his habd cb<.- 
tei\d^ for piiyment. I put my hand into my pocket, 
pulled.K'u' cd fifty centimes piebc aft;;J^,coin of two .sons, 

. and pla.-a.. bk th beside me, nerinth'e '.'pnd p’^oceeded 
to put my letter in an envelope^ vvhich' Tthcr 'tii.-.-ted. . 

Next 1 wrote a .sccmid letter,land tha\; conclude^, I rose 
to go ,to 'one of the tables an^j to call for stamps, ,\vhen 
1 noticed that again the silvdi- coin had been .left un¬ 
touched,^.it the topper piece had been taken away. 
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I IdjjjVed fQ** a waiter. 
“ rVvj,” said I, “iKat fellow of yours fas bee buiiglir^^ 

again. He bns taken the tip and has Icf. the half-fran:.’ 
“Ah ! Jean Jiouchon once nn'ore ! ” 
“But who is JcHii Bouchon ?” 
The nan shrugged his shoulders, and, instead of answer¬ 

ing my query, s ud : “ I snould recommend monsieur to 
ref.‘ e to pav ^ ' n Bouchon again—that is, supposing 
non'sieur intenas .evdsiting cl ‘s cafe.” 

• 1 most assuredly will not >a}’ such a noodle,’’ I spid ; 
“ and it passes my comprehens :>n now you can kee’. ^uch 
a I'ellow on your staff.” ’ 

I revisited the library next da ^ and themfwalketl by the 
Loire, that rolls in winter such a full and turbid stream, 
and in summe-, with a reduced flood, exp ses gra.el and 
sand-banks. I wandered around the towm, endeavoured 
vainly to picture it, encloseo ,lSy walls and drums of towers, 
wh'^'n *on April 29th, 1429,1 Ki^nne threw herself into the 
to\^^n and %rced the Engf'isiV j[p r/etircy.-discomfited and 
perplex' 

Lt tbv eni*"I .visiv,,'c, the cafe and made my wants 
knowi as before. Then i Loked at my nr-tes, and began 
to arrange them. 

'Whilst thus engaged I observed the waitc r, named Jean 
BCv-chon, .standing near the table in ^n expectant ?<^titude 
as be'ore. I now looked him full ii. the face and ob-served 

j ‘ ’ 

his ec. ntenance. He had puffy white cheeks?,iimall black 
e)ies, thick dark mutton-chop whiskers, and a broken nose. 
He was decidedly an ugly manbut ritJflaian iiidUi a 
repulsive expression *4 fa Je. ;■ 
'“No” sai*^ i;' 5 ,*ill give you nothing. 1 will iiot pay 

you; b-ud .^uother to me.” 
As I looked at him to see how he took this refusal, he 

seemud toTall'back out of my range, or, tg be moro exact, 
the lines of* his form and features became confused. It 
was much as though I had been gazing on a reflection in 
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f!l waterk that something had ruffled the ‘xirfa(:e7'and all 
s broken up ai d obliteradid. I could see him no*'mo'p. 

1 ^uas puzzled ar .1 a bit stiartled, and I rapped my coffee- 
5V|p with the spoon ‘.o call i,he attention of a v aitcr. One 
sjVang to imn^icalately. ■ 
. "See!” said I, "Jean Bouchen. has been here again; t 
told him-,that I w'luld not pay him one .sou, and he ha,s 
vanished »jn a'most perplexing manner, r do not sec '.nn 
in the room.” 

he is not in tH^' roc n.” 
' " vv ‘'en he comes in ag^ n, send him to me. I want to 

have a word with him.” • 
The Waiter looked confr led, and replied : “I do not think 

Jean will return.” 
‘‘•How long ’.as he been on your .staff?” 
“ Oh! he has sot been on our scaff for some years.” 
"Then why does he come here and ask for payment for 

coffee and what else one miy <>rder?” 
Vile never take.'^ paymciit for anything th.-'t has been 

ccYri^urrlipd. He takes only the ips.” 
“ But do you permit hiiu to at ’hat 
" We can no L he’p ourselve...” 
" He .should 4itJt be allowed to enter the cafe." 

^ 0 

“ No one caA koep him out.” 
if’Thisds surp^ssinj,'strange. He has no right to the* 

lips. .You shdhld com*municate with the police.” 
The ^'aiter .shook his head.. “ Thoy can do nothing. 

Jean Boucl^jpn died in 1869.” , 
‘‘*I>ied in. 1^9 !”*I repeated. , . • - 
“ It, is £0. But he still come^ hUi'e. > He never pesters 

the ola customers, the inhabitants pf' ’he tov —k>hly 
visitors, strangers.” 

"Tell me all about him.” • 
“Monsieur must jiardon me'now. We have ma.ny in 

the place, and I have my duties.” 
“ In th|it case I' will drop in here to-morrow morning 
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when you arc disengfa^rcd, and I will aJ< you to infoi.n 
m'^ about him. What is youi name?” 

“At monsieur’s pleasure—Alphonse.” 
Next mci'ninsj, in place of pursuit, the trace's of tuc 

Maid of OrlcanI went to the cafe .to hunt up Jem 
Boucho.i. I found Alphor/.se with a duster wijtiii" down 
the tables. I invtced him to a table and made him sit 

* 

dov, .1 opposite me. I will give his story in subst ince, only 
. here ar^^Msablc recording his xact words. 

Jean Bouchon had been a w itt r ' i this particular r.'ei 
Now in some of these establis • iicnts the attenda' lS at '; 
wont to have a box, into whicl they drop all the tij)s that 
arc received ; and at the end of he week it is opened, and 
the sum found in it is divided pro rnla among the waiUws, 
the head waiter receiving a larger portion loan the others. 
This is not customary in all sucli places o. refreshment, 
but it is in some, and it was so in this cafe. The average is 
pretty constant, except on spedial occasion.s, as when a fete 
occurs; and the waiters know within a few francs what 
their ^pe 'te» wi»l be. ' ’ 

But h. nie ee^'' "'here .served Jean Bouchon tlie sum did 
not reach the weekly total that might h.-.e been antici¬ 
pated ; anfl after this deficit had been n )ted for a couple 
of months the waiters were convinced tb^'t there was some- 

• thing wrong, somewhere or romehow. Eh her the common 
box was tampered with, or one of tnem did not jnit in his 
tips received. A watch was set, and it was discovered that 
Jean Bouchon was the defaulter. When he had received 
a gratuity, he went to tho box, and pretended to put inhhc 

.c.din, but no sound followed, as would h^e beeH’ the case 
had'‘c’' been d/opoed ip. 

There en^jiiedi of course, a great commotion among the 
waiters when this was discovered. Jean Bouchon en- 
deavo ued to brave it out, but the patron was appealed to, 
the case .stated, and he wa.s dismissed. As he left by the 
back entrance, one of the younger ^ar^ons put oyt his leg 
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*a|lki Irippfc Bouphon up, sq that he stun^ble^and fell, 
nfcadkm^ Eown the steps a crash on t^' stone floor 
c» Hhc pa d% Hhc passage, fell witp^uch violcji.tc op his forehead 
ttrat he taken ii{iinsensft)le. His b6nes*Vcre fractured, 
thWe was .:>.ncussio.‘ of tl|c‘ brain, and 1 e died within*1i 
few "hours withoutVecoverii«)4 cdnsciousne,5S. , • 

“ Wc were all ^|:^ry sorry awfd grea'Jy shocked,” s lid 
Alphonse*. “ we did not like tlie man, he had dealt 'l-is- 
honotirably by us, but wc iviUhed him -no .ill, and our re- 
./critrnei.t was at an ^nd. when he was dead. The Wcdli*^ 
\yno . id tripjied him up i,vas arrested, and was sent to 
prison fpr some month.s, ,i it the accident was due to 
maiivaise plaisanteric and no malice was in it,<so that the 
youn" fellow gf)t off witli a light sentence, lie afterwards 
married a wid' w with a cafe at Vierzon, and is there, I 

t 

believe, doing' well. ■ 
“Jean Bouchon was buried," continued Alphonse; “and 

wc waiters attended the funeral and held white kerchiefs 
to our eyes. Our head‘waiter even put a lemon into his, 
that by squeezing it ^he might draw tear.^ fi^m his eyes. 
Wc all .subscribed for the ir.ce.ii'n'U.'^', iliat. it should be^ 
dignified—meJestic as bcco’^ies a wa'iffer.” 

“And do yiAi'l^meau to tell me that Jean Bouchon has 
haunted this caft' e\er since?” 

»<‘Fver%ince 1S69,” ".’plied Alphon.se. 
“ And.there'is no w..y of getting rid of him?” 
“None at all, monsieur. One of the Canons of Bourges 

came in H^re one evening. We did suppo.se that Jean 
Bouchon wo«ld nat approach, mplest an ecclesiastic, but 
he He took his pourboire and‘Jeft the rest, just as he 

5:treate;cf*nion.s%:ur. Ah! monsieur! but Bouchon-did 
well in 1870 and 1871 when those pig.s ol I’-vs; irtus were 
herf: in occupation. The officers came nightly to <rur cafe, 
and J'can Bouchon was greatly on the alert. IK must 
have carried away half of the gratuities they offered- It 
was a sad loss to us.” 
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'**‘This is a very extraordinary story,” slid I. 
“ But it is true,” replied Aij honse. 
Next day I left Orleans. T give up the notioi. of wri'.irg 

the life of J< an of Arc, as I found that Miere was absolutely 
no new materia) to be gleaned on he*^ history - in fact, sae 
had been thrasht J out. 

Vears passed, -'<nd I had almost fo gotten about Jean 
Bonclion, when, the other day, I was in Orleans cnee more, 
on my way south, and at oiKe Lhe whole story recurred to 
1 ; 

I went that evening to tin ‘.i.mc cafe. It har- oCw’i 
smartened uj) since I was ther before. Tnere was more 
plate glass, more gilding; electriv. light had been introduced, 
there were more mirrors, and there were also ornaments 
that had not been in the cafe before. 

I called for cafe-cognac and looked at ' journal, but 
turned my eyes on one side occasionally, on the look-out 
for Jean Bouchon. But he did not put in an appearance. 
I waited for a quarter of an hour in expectation, but saw 
no sign of him., . . j 

Presently I jspmnK .ied a waiter, and when he came up 
I inquired : “But where is Je-'^n Bouchon?” 

“ Monsieur asks after Jean Bouchon ? ” 1 he man looked 
surprised. 

“Yes, I have seen him here prcvi(‘’!s)y. Where is he at 
present ?” 

“ Monsieur has seen Jean Bouchon ? MohsieUr perhaps 
knew him. He died in 1869.” 

“ I know that he died in 1869, but I mad^^ bb acqu^nt- 
ance in 1874. I .saw him then thrice, and^he a:cehted 
sothe small grat^'.ities of me.” 

“ MoiLaeu" ♦^yped Jean Bouchon ? ” 
“Yes, and Jean liouchon accepted my tips.” 
“ Tims, and Jean Bouchon died five years before.” 
“ Yes, and what I want to know is how you have rid 

yourselves of, Jean Bouchon, for th^lt yoji have cleared the 
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place of him is cvid jnt, or he would have been pestering me 
this evening ’ The man lookc disconcerted an(;l irresolute. 

''.Hold,” Si id I; ' is Alphoi. here? ” 
“No, monsieur, Alnhonse;has left t\Vo Oi tree years 

ago. And rionsicur .aw Je.i,i Bouchon iti 1874. 1 
not then here. I hive been here only six j'ears.” 

“ Blit you can in alj probability ^inform me of the mann^ 
of getting quit of Jean.” ' 

• “ Monsieur! 1 am .very busy this evening, there are .so ^ 
many genilemen come*iii.” i 

* , “ i ' give you five fra. c.* if you will tell me all—all— 
succinctly about Jean Bouohpn.” 

“ Will monsieur be so good as to come here t >-morroV 
durit^ the morning ? and then I place my.sclf at the dis* 
positionV)f monyeuf.” 

“ I .shall be h#e at eleven o’clock.!’ 
At the appointed time I was at the cate. If there is an 

institution that looks ragged and dejected and dissipated, 
it is a cafe in the morning, when the chairs arc turned 
upside-down, thft waitets arc in iprons and .shirt-sleeves, 
and a smeiJ. of stale tobacco lurks about the air, mixed - 
with various other unpleasant .odours. ^ 

The waiter. I hlicii spoken to on the previous evening vVas 
looking out for mvj. I made him seat him.self at a tabltf 
withvme. Mo one^eLse ‘.ras in the saloon except anotlier • 
gar^on, who vvas^uusting with a long feather-brush. . 

“ Monsieur,’’, began the waiter, “ I w.ill tell you the whole 
truth. Thc.^Jory is curious, and perhaps everyone would^ 
not b<riiieve it,.^ut i*- is well docun^nth. Jean Bouchon 
was at one time'in service here. We?iad a box'. When I 
saf..wc, 1 do noL mean my.self included, for J vvas nf^here 
atiihelime.” * 

“ I Rnow about the common box. 1 know the story down 
to my visit to Orleans in 1874, when I saw the man.” ^ 

“ Monsieur itas jicrhaps been informed that he was 
buri4d in the cemeteify ? ” 0 
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“ I do know that, at the :ost of his fdlow-v alters.” 
“ Well, monsieur, he was poor, and his fe Mow-waiters, 

though well-disposed, we^'e n:)t rich. So he did not have 
a grave e; pcrpctrl^;ti\ '\ccordingly, r fter many ''ears, when 

term of con'iigqment was expMed, and d might well 
he supposed th'U Jean Bouchon had iiiouldered away, his 
grave w'as clearetl out to make room for a fresh occupant. 
Then a very remarkable discovery was marie. It was 
found that his corroded coffin was crammed—literally 
stuffed—with five and ten ce itimes pieces, and with dn oii 
were also some German coins,'' j doubt received fi' iii tno'-e 
pigs of I’russians during the occupation of Orleans. This 
discovery was much talked about. Our proprietor of the 
cafe and the head waiter went to the mayor and represented 
to him how matters stood—that all this^noney iiad been 
filched during a series of years since iSr^ i.om the waiters. 
And our patrov represented to him that it .should in all 
propriety and justice be restored to us.; The mayor was a 
man of intelligence and heart, and he quite accepted this 
view of the matter, and <*rdcred the surrender of the whole 
coffin-load of ccjin.s to us, the waiters of the cafe.” 

“ So you divided it amon^. t you.” 
“ Pardon, monsieur; we did not. It is true that the 

money might legitimately be regarded as belonging to u.s. 
But then those defrauded, or mc...,L of them, h?td Ic'ff long 
ago, and there were among u.s some who had not been in 
service in the cafe more than a year or eighteen months, 
^e could not trace the old waiters. Som,©. were dead, 
some had married and left this part jf the country. We 
were not a corporation. So we held a meeting lO discuss 
what '’'as to Ve done with the money. We feared, more¬ 
over, that ijiuess tlie spirit of Jean J^ouchon were satisfied, 
he might continue revisiting the cafe and go on sw'ceping 
awav the tips. It was of paramount importance to please 
Jean Bcjuchon, to lay out the money in such a manner as 
would commend itself to his feelings. ' One suggested one 
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tiling, one ai jthcr. One propo .ed that the sum should be 
expended or masses for the repose of Jean’s ' 'ui. Hut the 
head vvaiter i bjectecl to tjvit. said that he thought he 
knew the rnind of Jea i Houchon, and tbajl this /ould rot 
commend itself to it. He said, did our he^id waiter, tl 
he knew Jean Rouchvm from head to heels. And he pro 
posed that all the coihs should be melted up, and that out 
of them .sho\jld be cast a statue of Jean Houchon in bronze, 
to be set up here in.the cafe, as there were not enough 
cfHiis tc make one largv* enough to be erected in a Place. 
'J^ I'iioii., '^ur will stej> with . u* he will see the statue; it i.s 
a superb work of art.” 

He led the way, and I followed. 
In,the inid.st of the cafe stood a pedestal, and on this 

basis-a bronze fi.yjre about four feet high. It represented 
a man reeling Wa»kward, with a banner in his left hand, 
and the right raised towards his brow, as though he had 
bden struck there by a bilUct. A sabre, apparently fallen 
from his grasp, lay at his’ feet. I studied the face, and it 
most assuredly \Vas utterly unlike Jean Houchon with his 
puffy cheeks, mutton-chop whiskers, and broken no.se, as I 
recalled him. 

“But,” said I, “the features do not—pardon me—at'all 
resemble tho.se of Jean Bouchon. This might be the y<jung* 
Auge.:.',us, {>r Napoleon I. The profile is quite Greek.” 

“It may be so,” replied the wait< r. “But we had no 
photograph to go by. We had tc ahow the artist to 
exercise his ...genius, and, above all, we had to gratify the 
spirit of Jean. Bouchon.” 

“ I ‘'ee. But the attitude i.s incx'act. Jean Bouchon 
^fell" flown the steps headlong, and this represents ^ man 
staggering backwards.” * ■ 

“ If would have been inartistic to ha\'e shown him pre¬ 
cipitated forwards', besiiles, the spirit of Jean might not 
hriv^ liked it.' 

“ Quite sjp. I understand. But the flag ? ” 
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'* That was an idea of the artist. Jea.; could not be made 
holding a c 'ffee-cup. You will see the whole makes a 
supprb subject Art has its exigencies. Tionsieu. will 
se^ under.leath ♦js an inscription on the pedestal.” 

! stooped, and with some astonis’iment rcid— 

“JICAN BOUCIIOT 

mo'rt SUR LK Cn.\MP de ci.oire 

1870 

lUlLCE KT t)KCOKUM E>T PRO I’Al RIA MORI ’ 

“Why!” objected I, “he dic'^' from falling a cr* ^.p^i iti 
the back passage, not on the n ::ld of glory.” 

“Monsieur! all Orleans is a field of glory. Under 
S. Aignan did we not repel Attila and his.IIuns in 451 ? 
Under Jeanne d’Arc did we not repul e the Uiiglish— 
monsieur will excuse .he allusion—in 74..^. Uid we not 
recapture Orleans from the Germans in November, 1S70?” 

“ That is all very true,” I broke in. “But Jean Bouclum 
neither fought against Attila nor with ,1a I’ucellc, nor 
against the Pru'^sians. Then 'Duke cP"^ecoruin cst pro 
patria mori’ is rather strong, considering the facts.” 

“How? Does not monr^'^ur see that the sentiment is 
patriotic and magnificent?” 
' “ I admit that, but dispute the application.” 

• “ Then why apply it? The .sentiment is all lighf.” 
“ But by implication it refers to Jean Bouchon,.who died, 

riot for his country, but in a .sordid coff^-hou.se brawl. 
Then, again, the date is wrong. Jean BoU^on died in 
1869, not in 1870.” 

“ That is only out by a year.” 
■“ Ve.H, but .with this mistake of a yeai, and with the 

quotation froin Horace, and with the attitude given to the 
figure, ■ anyone would .suj)pose that Jean Bouchon had 
fallen in the retaking of Oii<5ans from die Prussian's.” 

“Ah! monsieur, who looks on a monumenc and expects 
to find thereon the literal truth relativfe to the deceased ? ” 
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“ This is s( methiug of a sacrifice to truth,” I demurred. 
“ Sacrifice is superb!” said t:he waiter. “Th ‘"c is nothing 

more noble, i lore heroic Jhan sacrifice.” ^ , 
“ But not tl^e sacrifice of truth.” 
“ Sacrifice io always ‘<^crifice.’’ 
“W^Il,” said I, un\nlling further to d'ispute, “this is cer¬ 

tainly a great creation out of nothing.” 
“Not out of nothing; out of the coppers that Jean 

I^ouchon had filched .from u?, Und which clicked up his 
coffin.” 
• “"^fcati-CBouchon has been seen no more?” 

“ No, monsieur. And ytt—yes, once, when the statue 
was unveiled. Our patron did that. The cafe was crowded. 
All o^r habitues were there. The patron made a magnifi¬ 
cent oration ; he/drew a superb picture nf the moral, intel- 

^lectual, .social, ami political merits of Jeai Bouchon. There 
was not a dry eye among the audience and the speaker 
cRbked with emotion. Then, as we stood in a ring, not too 
near, we saw—1 was ther^and I distinctly saw, so did the 
others—Jean Bouthon standing with his b''ck to us, looking 
intently at the statue of himself. Monsieur, as he thus 
stood 1 could di.scern his ?‘’'.ck mutton-chop whiskers 
projecting upon "each side of his head. Well, sir, not one 
word was spoken. A dead silence fell upon all. Our 

ceased to sneak, e nd wiped his eyes and blew his 
nose. A sort oj holy a\.'e possessed', us all. Then, after 
the lapse of sonfie minutes, Jean BoiVchqn turned himself 
about, and \ye all saw his puffy paly cheeks, his thick 
sensual dips, his broken nose, his littlt pig’s eye.s., . He was 
ver\r uri^tke his idealised portrait in (he statue; but what 
matters inat? It gratified the deceased, and it injured no - 
one. Well, monsieur, Jean Bouchon sto’od facing" us, and 
he tiirtied his head from one side to another, and gave us 
all may term, a greasy smile. Then he lifted up his 
hands as tKcill^ifi, invoking a blessing on us all, and vanished. 
Sinc« then he has not been seen.”- 
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COLONEL MOUNTJOY had an appointment in 
India that kept him there permanent!/. Conse¬ 

quently he was constrained to -end his two dauj^htc. rs tv’V 
England when they were qu te children. His wife had 
died of cholera at Madras. The girls were Lctice and 
Betty. There was a year’s difference in their ages, but 
they were extrao'‘dinarily alike, so-much so ‘hat they 
might have been .up^. jsed to be twins. 

Letice was gi\ ;n up to the charge of Miss Mountjoy, 
her father’s ::-istei, and Betty to that Of Lady Lacy, her 
maternal aunt. Their father would preferred that 
his daughters should have been togOlU^', but there were 
difficulties in tne way; neither of the ladies was inclined 
to be burdened with both and if both had been ])laced 
with one the other might ha\e /egarded and re.sented nhis 
as a slight. 

As the children grew up their Mkeness in feature became 
more close, but they diverged e''ccedingly in expression. 
A sullenness, an unhappy look, a towerinjf fire of re.sent- 
ment characterised that of Letice, whereas the face of 
Betty was open and gay. 

This difference was due to the difference irt t^^ir bring¬ 
ing up. 

- Lady Lacy, who had a small house in North Devon, 
was a kindly, intellectual, and broad-minded old lady, 
of sweet disposition but a decided w!'l. She saw a good 
deal of society, and did her best to train Betty to be an 
educated and liberal-minded woman of culture and grace- 

14 
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fi*3 manners. She did not send her to school, but had her 
taught at hi^me; and on the excuse that her eyes were 
.weak,by arti^cial light she made the girJ read to her in 
the evenings, and alway\ read books that «v^ere standard 
and calculaLejl, to incibase her knowledge and to develoi) 
l?er understanding. ,LfWy Lacy detested all shams, and 
under her influence ^Betty grew up to be thoroughly 
straightfrrwnrd, healthy-minded, and true. 

On the other hand, Miss Mountjoy was, ar Letice called 
her, a Kilboy. She Had herself been reared in the midst 
')f the Clapham sect; ha’ become rigid in all her ideas, 
narrow in all her oympathic.-^, and a bundle of prejudices. 

The present generation of young people know nothing 
of the system of repression that was exercised in that of 
their ratj,\ers and mothers. Now the tendency is wholly in 
the other directi^, and too greatly ’ It is possibly due 
to a revulsion of Icding against a training that is looked 
back upon with a ghudder. 

To that narrow'.school there existed b it two categories 
• 

of men and wom*S^ the Christians and the Worldlings, and 
those who pertained to it arrogated to .hcmselves the 
former title. The Judgment had already begun with the 
severance of the sheep fron. the goats, and the saints who 
judged the world had their Jerusalem at Clapham. 

In that scjiool the works of the great masters of English 
literatui'e, Shak«speare, j’opc, Scott, Byron, were taboo ; 
no work of imagination was tolerated save the Apocalypse, 
and that was degraded into a polemic by such scribblers 
as Elliot and Cumming. 

No ^^^rtainments, not even the oratorios of Handel, 
were "?.ted ; Jthey savoured of the world. The nearest 
approach to excitement was found in a- missionary meet¬ 
ing, The Chinese contract the feet of -their daughters, 
but t,hose English C!a[)hamites cramped the minds of their 
children. The Venetians made use of an iron prison, with 
gradypidly contracting walls, that finally crushed the life 
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out of the captive. But these elect ’Christi ms put their 
sons and daughters into a school that squeezed their 
energies and their intelligences to death. 

Dickens 'Caricatured such people in Mrs jellyby and 
Mr. Chadband ; but he sketched them only in their external 
aspect, and left untouched their private action in di‘'lorting 
young minds, maiming their vvilh damping dc-vn all 
youthful buoyancy. 

But the resalt did not ansA^er the expectations of those 
Avho adopted this system with the young. Some daughters, 
indeed, of weaker wills were permanently stunted and 
shaped on the approved mot el, but nearly all the sons, 
aad most of the daughters, on obtaining their freedom, 
broke away into utter frivolity and dissipation, or, if they 
retained anv relig'ous impressions, galloped thr^'iign the 
Church of Englar J, p )rforming strange a.itics on the way, 
and plunged intoXhe arms of Rome. 

Such was the s/stem to which the high-spirited, strong- 
willed Letice was subjected, and from, which was no 
escape. The co isequence was that Letice tossed and bit 
at her chains, tind that there ensued frequent outbreaks of 
resentment against her aunt. 

“ Oh, Aunt Hannah ! I want omething to read.” 
After some demur, and disdainful rejection of more 

serious works, she was allov»ed Milton. 
Then she said, “ Oh ! I do lav^.Comus." 
“Conms!" ga.sped Miss Mountjoy. 
“ And IJAllegro and II Penseroso, they are not bad.” 
“ My child. These were the compositions of the im¬ 

mortal bard before his eyes were opened.” 
“I thought, aunt, that he had dictated the x'aradise 

Lost and Regained after he was blind.” 
” I refer to the eyes of his soul,” said the old lady sternly. 
" I want a story-book.” a 
“ There is the Dairyman's Daughter^' 
'* I have read it, and hate it.” 
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“ I fear, Leticia,* that you' are in the gall of bitternes'^ 
and the bond of iniquity.” 

Unhappil t the sisl'prs very^.rarely met one another. It 
was but occasionally that La’dy Lacy and I^etty came to 
town, and \fUen thc^ did. Miss Mountjoy pul ac. man)’- 
Jiffic'.'Hies as sne ■^ould in the way qf their associating 
together. 

On o.ie^such visit to London, Lady Lacy called and 
(isked if shft might take Letiog with herself to the theatre. 
Miss Mo'intjoy .shiver^id with horror, reared herself, and 

^ expressed her opinion^Lf '-lagc-plays and those who went 
to sec therh in strong an’i uncomplimentary terms. As 
she had the custody of Leticc, she would by no persuasion 
be induced to allow her to imperil her soul by going to such 
a wieked place. Lady Lacy was fain to withdraw in some 
dismay and mjii/fh regret. 

Poor Letice, who had heard this o.Tei made, had flashccl 
into sudden brightness and a tremor o. joy ; when it was 
refused, she burst into a flood of tears ind an ecstasy of 
rage. She ran up'to her room, and took ^nd tore to pieces 
a volume of Clayton's Sermons^ scattc.cd the leaves over 
the floor, and stamped noon them. 

” Letice,” said Mis- ivioiintjoy, when she saw the devasta¬ 
tion, “ you are a child of wrath.” ' 

“ Why iTW)m’t I go \vhere there is something pretty to 
see? \Vh)^may I not hear good music? Why must I be 
kept forever in the Doleful Dumps?” 

“ Because all these things are of tfle world, worldly.” 
“ If God hatfv all that is fair and beautiful, why did He 

create the peacock, the humming-bird, and the bird of 
paradib.,, instead of filling the world with barn-door fowls?” 

“ You have a carnal mind. You will never go to heaven.” 
“ Lucky I—if the saints there do nothing but hold 

mis#iorifiry meetings to convert one another. Pray what 
else ^n they do ? ” 

‘'■[^ley are engaged in the worship of God.” 
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“ I don’t know wlnit that means. A!! I am acquaintdct 
with is the worshi]') of the conjjre^ation. At Salem Chapel 
the minister faces it, mouths at i\ gesticifates to it, 
harangues, fla'ters, fawns at it, and, indeed, prr ys at it. If ■ 
that be all, heaven must be a deadly cjull hole.' 

Miss Mountjoy reared herself, she became livid with 
wrath. “You wicked girl.” 

“Aunt,” said Iletice, intent on further incensnig her, “ 1 
do wish you would let me g —^just for once—to a Catholic 
church to see what the worship of {.'od is.” 

“ I would rather see you dead - _ my feet!” exclaimed the . 
incensed lady, and stalked, rig cl as a poker, out of the 
room. 

Thus the unhappy girl grew up to woman’s estate, her 
heart seething with cbellion. 

And then a terr’ de thing occurred. Sh^ caught scarlet 
fever, which took : n unfavourable turn, and her life was 
despaired of. Mis? Mountjoy was not one to conceal from 
the girl that her < ays were few, and her future condition 
hopeless. 

Letice fought agrcmst the idea of dying so young. 
“ Oh, aunt! 1 won’t die! I can’t die! I have seen 

nothing of the pomps and vanities, 1 want to just ta^te 
tiiem, and know what they are like. Oh ! save me, make 
the doctor give me something to revive me. I want the 
pomps and vanities, oh! so muc’’. I will not, I eannot 
die !” Hut her will, her struggle, availed nothing, and she 
passed away into the Croat Unseen. 

Miss Mountjoy wrote a formal letter to ’■'or brother, who 
had now become a general, to inform him of the lamented 
decease of his eldest daughtc^r. It Avas not a eoiiitorting 
letter. It dwelt unnecessarily cii the faults of Letice, it 
expressed no hopes as to her happiness in the world to 
W'hich she had passed. There had been no signs of r'^^sit na¬ 
tion at the last; no turning from the world with its p, 'mps 
and vanities to better things, only a vain longing after .vhat 
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sjie could not have*; a bitter resentmen*^ against Providence 
for having denied them to her; and a steeling of'he 
heart again t gO(.*d and pious influences. 

A year Ji? d passed. 
Lady Lacy had corrve to town along with her niece. A 

dear uiend had phu ed her house at hei disposal. She had 
hersfc-if goi'c to r)res*den with her dauglttcrs to finish thf^m 
off in music and German. Lady Lacy was vci)' glad of 
the occasion, foi Hetty was now of an age to be brought 
out. Thbrc was to a great ball at the house of the 

• Countess of lielgrovc, uiiv ■ whom T.ady Lacy was related, 
and at the ball Hettv’- was lo make her debut. 

The girl was in a condition of boundless excitement. 
A beautiful ball-dress of white satin, trimmed with rich 

^ • 

Valenciennes lajc', was laid over her c. air for her to wear. 
Neat little white satin shoes stood on t le floor, quite new, 
for her feet. In a flower-flas.s stood ; red camellia that 

( > 

was destined to adorn her hair, and on the dressing-table, 
in a morocco case, was a pearl necklace hat havl belonged 
to her mother. 

The maid did her hair, but the camellia, which was to be 
the finly point of colon- about her, except her rosy kps 
and flushed cheeks--that camellia was not to be put into 
her hair till the last minute. 

The nuiio e ffered to help her to dress. 
“No, thank you, Mardva ; I can do that perfectly well 

myself. I am accustomed to use my own hands, and I can 
take my own time about it.” 

“ ILit really, .niss, I think you should allow me.” 
“ Ii-'^ecd, indeed, no. There is ]>lenty of time, .'’ud 1 

.shall go leisurely to work. thc^carriage comes ju.st 
tap at the door and tell me, and I w^f rejoin my' aunt.” 

When the maid was gone, Betty locked her door., She 
ligho'd the candies beside the cheval-gla??s, and looked at 
heivse’j in the mirror and laughed. For tne first time, 
with glad ^surprise and innocent pleasure, -she ' realis* d 
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how pretty she was.,*' And pretty she wAs indeed, with he r 
plealsant face, honest eyes, finely arched brow's, and 
twinkling smile tiiat produced dimjiles in Ik'i- cheeks/' 

“ There is plent),* of .time,’’ she said. “ I s jan’t take a 
hundred years in dressing how th^t my half is done.” 

She yawned. great heaviness ha«?’ come over h..r. 
“I really think' I shall have a nap first. I am'dead 

sleepy now, and forty winks wall set me up for the flight.” 
Then she-Mid licrself updn the bed. A numbing, over- 

pow'ering lethargy w'eighed on her, A.nd almost at once she 
sank into a dreamless sleep. S' ■ unconscious ^vas she that 
she did not hear Martha’s tap Kt the door nor the roll of 
the carriage us it tojk her aunt away. 

She woke wath a start. It was full day. 
h'or some mo.me^*'ts .she did not realise this fact, nor that 

she was still dres^^.'d in the gowai in which .she had lain 
dowm the previouj’ evening. 

She ro.se in disn ay. She had slept so soundly that .she 
had missed the ball. 

She rang her btll and unlocked the door. 
“ What, mi.ss, up .already ? asked the maid, coming in 

wiCh a tray on which w'ere tea and bread and butter. 
“Yes, Martha. Oh! what will aui/ -s.iy^ I have slepi 

so long and like a log, and never went to the ball. Why 
did )^ou not call me?” - , 

“ l’lca.se, miss, you have forgotten, You w’ent to the 
ball la.st night.” ~ 

“ No ; I did not. I overslept my.self.” 
Tbe maid smiled. “ If I m.ay be so bc-.d as to say so, 

I think, Miss Betty, you are dreaming still.” 
' ■‘■‘'No ; I did not go.” 

The maid took ilf-'the .sa’tai 'dress. It was crumpled, 
the lace w'as a little torn, and the train showed unmi.stak- 
able signs of h.av'Ing been drawn over a floor. 7* 

She then held up the shoes. They had been woi •>, find 
wall wov', a.^; if danced in all night. 
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‘ I “ Look here, niiss ; here is your programme ! Why, 
Jeary me ! you must have had a lol of dancing, it 
qiiite full.” 

Betty loo ;ed at the programme with da/cd eyes; then 
at the camellia. It had lost some of ils petals, and these 

Thad ‘'fiot fallen on the toilet-cover. Where were they ? 
What was the meaning of this? -'y 
• " Marth*a, bring me my hot water, and x'avc me aione.” 

• Betty was sorely pcrplexAlf There were e'”'dences that 
her dress had been w^n. The pearl necklace was in the 

. case, but not as she had 1 -ft it—outside. .She bathed her 
head in cold w'a\cr. She .acked her brain. She could not 
recall the smallest particular of the ball. She perused the 
programme. A light colour came into her check as she 
rocogifised the initials “ C. those of Captain Charles 
Fontanel, of•vfhom of late she had seen a good deal. 
Other characters expressed nothing i her mind. 

“How very .strange!” she .said; “ t, id I w’as lying on 
the. bed in the dress 1 had on yesterda> evening. I cannot 
explain it.” 

Twenty minutes later, Bcfty went down.stairs and entered 
the breakfast-room. I.ady Lacy was there. She weni up 
to her aunt and kis' jd her, 

“ 1 am so .sorry that 1 overslept myself,” she .said. ‘ I 
was like one .of the Seven Slee4iers.” 

“ My d6ar, 1 should not have minded if you had not 
come down till midday. After a first ball you must be 
tired.” 

“ 1 meant—J*ast night.” 
“ Fo\/, last night?” 
“ 1 niOan when 1 went to dn:\ss.” 

“Oh, you w'cre jjunctu.-! enougi'. W'hen I was ready 
yoii*werc already in the hall.” 

■bewilderment of the girl grew* apace. 
Jam sure,” said her aunt, “ you enjoyed vomself. But 

you^ave the lion’s share of the dances to Caprdn Fontanel. 
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If this had been at p-xeter, it would have caused talk ; b^t 
.herb you are knownjonly to a few; hoyi^cver, Lady Belgro'jSe 
observed it.” ' - / ,1 , 

“ I hope y<i}u ar< nqt very tired, auntie ckirlingsaid 
Betty, to change sjtightly the theme 'that jierplexcd her, 

" Nothing to spe'fik of. I like to go. to a ball; it,^calK 
my old dancing .lays. But 1 thought j^^ou looked ,jvhite 
and fagged all tVe evening. I’erhaps it was cxdite1.tient.” ■ 

As sooii ^9.s"br'cakfast was concluded, Betty'escaped to 
her room, A fear was oppressin^g her. The only ex¬ 
planation of the mystery was ^*^hat she had been to the 
dance in her sleep. She was a 'somnambulist. What had 
she said and. done when unconscious? What a dread¬ 
ful thing it would have been had she woke up in the 
middle of a dance h She must have dressed herseviVgone 
to Lady Belgrcwc’^i, danced all night, rethrned, taken off 
her dress, put on 1 ei"’ afternoon tea-gown, lain down and 
concluded her slccr>—all in one long tract of unconscious- 
nes.s. j 

“ 15y the way,”0;aid her aunt next day, " I have taken 
tickets for Canncii^ at Her Tvlajesty’s. You would like 
to igo ? ” 

“ Oh, delighted, aunt. I know soy'^e of the music—of 
c'ourse, the Toreador s(jng ; but I have never heard i!ie 
whole opera. It will be delightful.” 

“ And you are not too tired to ? ” 
“No—ten thousand times, no—I shall love to see it.” 
“ What dress will you go in ? ” 
“ I think my black, and put a rose in m^s^hair,” 
“ That will do very well. The black becomes you. I 

thftrk you could not do better.” - 
Betty was highly‘'‘/clighted i- She had been to play.s, 

never to a real opera. » 
In the evening, dinner was early, unnecessarily^ early, 

and Betty kny’w that it would not take her long to.J^j,)re,ss, 
so.,she w^pianto the little conservatory and seated n;.rself 
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'tfiere. The scenic of the heliotrope'was stro'ig. Betty 
sailed them*cherry-pie. She had gotithe libr*^ tto, and she 
looked it over; butVas she.looked, nor eyes closed, and 
without be- ig aware that she wjis aoing to sleep, in a 
moment she was co^npletelJ^*unconsci^us. 

She woke, feeling sftff and cold.* 
“Qoodness!” suiJj she, “ I hope I anjyiot late. Why— 

what I'.-? that lipht?'* ' 
The gliinmei of dawn me in at* the conservatory 

wtndo\v.'j. 
Much astonishcfl, slie left it. The hall, the staircase 

were dark.’ Slid groped htr way to her room, and switched 
on the electric light. 

Before her lay her black-and-white mu.slin dress on the 
bed : t^n the table wcic her white hvVelve-button gloves 
folded about i\fr hm. She took them Vip, .and below them, 
somewhat crumpled, laj' the i)lay-bi41, .cented. 

“How very unaccountable this is,she said; and re¬ 
moving the dress, soateiI* herself on thV bed and thought. 

“Why did they turn out the lights? I.she asked herself, 
then sprang to her feet, .switched off'^the electric current, 
^nd saw that actually the morning light was entering tlic 
r-Ytin. She re.surned her scat; put her hands to her brow. 

‘it cannot—it cannot be that this dreadful thing Iwis 
happened •u^ain.’' * * . 

Presently she heard the servants stirring. She hastily 
undres.sed and retired bctw^cen the sheets, but not to sleep. 
Her mind worked. She w.as .seriously .alarmed. 

At the usual time Martha arrived with tea. 
“ Awake, Miss lietty! ” she .said. “ I hope you had a 

nice cv.’ning. I dare say it wa.s beautiful.” 
“ But,' beg.an the gin, P’-'u checi-...fl herself, and .s.aid— 
•'Vis my aunt getting up ? Is shc'very tired ? ” 

miss, my lady is a wonderful •^icrsoii; she never 
seeit,^to tire. She is always down at the . anie time.” 

Ili^tty dressed, but her mind was in a turi/voil ^ On one 
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thing she ' vas resolytid. Sfie must sec ^ doctor. But she 
..would not\f;;ighten her aunt, she would keep the matter 
close from her. • | 

When she camo' intp 
said— • ( 

“ I thought MaaU’s voice was superb, but I did .not so 
much care for thd Carmen. What did you think, dca*r ? ” 

“ Aunt," said«^ Betty, an.xious to change ttie*" tojn'c, 

"would yoit-^-'Aiitd my seeMg a doctor? I don’t'think 
I am quite well,” • 

" Not well ! Why what is the matter with you ?” 
" I have such dead fits of drovi'siness.” 
‘ My dearest, is that to be wondered at with this racket¬ 

ing about; balls and theatres—very other than the quiet 
life at home? BuV I will admit that’you struck''the as 
looking very palc>, last iiight. You sliaH-certainly see 
Dr. Groves.” • 

When the medioal man arrived, l^etty intimated that 
she wished to spe ik with him alone, and he was shown 
with her into the Aiorning-room. 

"Oh, Dr. Groves,” she said nervously, "it is such a 
strange thing 1 have to say. I believe I walk in my 
sleep.” 
'"You have eaten something that disagreed with you.” 

“ But it lasted so long.” - 
“ How do you mean ? Have ye^u long been subiect to 

' I 

the breakfast-room,|Lady Lacy 

I 

" Dear, no. I never had any signs of it before 1 came to 
London this season.” <»- 

" y\nd how were you roused ? How did you 'bec-ome 
aware'of it?” ’ _ 

"I was not rousec^-'A'L all;'‘the''fact' is I went asleep"to 
Lady Belgrove’s ball, and danced there and came back, 
and woke up in tbe morning without knowing I had-been.” 

" What! ” v«' 'tr\ 
j.‘And tth^e^, last night, 1 went in my sleeo toJjHer 
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Majesty’s and heafA Carmen; but I woke fj) in the 
cc/liservatory here at «arly dawn, and I l emembjr nothing 

•about it.” ^ ^ 
“ This is a ery extraordinary stofy. ^re you sure you 

went to the bai] and t8 the opcJra ? ” / 
*” Qui*e .sure. My dress had been lused pn both occasion.s, 

and my shoes and fan and gloves as welli 
•“ Did you go with Lady Lacy ? ” 

• “Oh, yes.*I was with her jfllithe time. !Bul **cmember 

nothing aflout it.” 
, “ I mu.st speak to her laovship.” 

“ Plea.sc, plea.se*do not. II would frighten her; and I do 
not wish her to suspect anything, except that ^ am a little 
out of sorts. She gets nervous about me.” 

Dr. .©roves mused for some while, tlien he said: “I 
cannot .sec thaw this is at all a case of so nnambuli.'^m.” 

“ What is it, then ? ” * 
“Lap.se of memory. Have you ever buffered from that 

previously ? ” 
"Nothing to speak of. Of cour.se I do not always 

remember everything. I d<3 not always recollect com¬ 
missions given to me, unle.ss I write them down. And 

I cannot say that ly^emcmbcr all the novels I have read, 
or what was the menu at dinner yesterday.’’ 

“ Th<jt is liiu'te a different matter. What I refer to is 
spaces t)f ifiTank in you# memory. How often has this 
ojjGurred ? ” 

“ Twice.” 
“ And quite r«:ently ? ” 
“ Y"'s, 4 never knew anything of the kind before.” 
“I thmk*tha*t the .sooner you return to the country'the 

better. It is possible that the .strai;]"of coming out and 
the ciiange of entering into gay life *11 town has been too 
much f/'fr you. Take care and economisv. your plea.sures. 
Do.rioDattempt too much; and if anything of the sort 
happens again, send for me.” 
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“ Thfc.’you won’t'men ti'on this to rxry aunt?” 
“ No, riot this j.ime. I will say, that you have hien 

a little overwrought and, must h>e spared too m\ich 
excitemeiit.” ^ * 

" Thank you sfl| much, D/. Grovel.” 
Nqw it was that a rfew mystery ^came to confoury:! Bctcy. 

She rang her be^'i. » 
‘ ' "Martha,” .s/'!id she, when her maid appeal^1, ‘"where Is 
that novol ^*nad ycstcrdi.y* from the ciicuialing library? 
I put it on the boudoir table.” * 

" I have nut noticed it, miss.” 
” Please look for it. 1 havl hunted everywhere for it, 

rfnd it cani\ot be found.” 
‘‘ I will look in the parlour, miss, and the schoolroom.” 
“ I have not beCM into the schotilrooin at ill I, ani.J'‘l''know 

that it is not in the drawing-room.” , 
A search was’ iiMitutcd, but the book could not be 

found. On the r/iorrow it was in the boudoir, where Betty 
had placed it on her return frofn Muclie’s. 

“ One of the riiaids took it,” was her explanation. She 
did not much care for the b&ok ; perhajjs that was due to 
her preoccupation, and not to any lack of stirring incident 
in the story. She sent it back anj^l took out another. 
Next morning that also had disappeared. 

It now became customgry, as surely as she •drew a novel 
from the librarj^, that it vanished clean away.'* Betty was 
greatly amazed. She could not read a novel she had 
brought home till a ti^ay or two later. She took to putting 
the book, so .soon as it was in the hous<s,into one of her 
drawers, or into a cupboard. But the result was«lh^^^,same. 
P^inally, when .she had locked the newly ifcqiiiretr volume 
in her desk, and k had di.sap[)cafcd thence also, her 
patience gave way. ’ There must be one of the doiivastics 
with a ravenou*’ *appetitc for fiction, which drove, her to 
carry ofiT a book of the sort whenever it came »info. the 
l^otile, ^d^yven to tamper with a lock to obtain it. Betty 
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hk(l been most rclrtqfant to speak of the matt',i to her 
aunt, but now she ma«e to her a formal icomplanit. 

'I’hc servants were all questioned, andistrongly protested 
their innocence. Not one of them hail ventured to do 
such a thing du that w^th whiclf they werb charged. • 

•However, from this time forward Ihc annoyance ceased, 
and Petty and Lady Lacy naturally concluded that this 
was thc'rej^hlt of the stir that had been marie, 

“ Petty,” sTiid Lady Lacy, ‘‘w^iat do yoif say .to going to 
the new play at the Gaiety ? I hear it very highly spoken 
^f. 'Mrs. h'ontanel has a bo.v and has asked if we will 
join her.” * ^ 

“I should love it.” replied the girl; “we have been rather 
quiet of late.” Put lier heart was opjwessed with fear. 

She s’Jiid to her maid ; “Martha, will'you dress me this 
evening—and-»pr.'iy .^tay with me till my aunt is ready 
and calls for me ? ” 

“ Yes, miss, 1 shall be pleased to do *o.” Put the girl 

looked somewhat surprist;d at the latter part of the 
lequest. 

Petty thought well to exfriain : “ I o*on’t know what it 
is, but I feel somewhat out of .spirits and nervous, and am 
afraid of being left Jtjpne, le.st something should happen.” 

‘Hapjjen, miss! If you are not feeling well, would it 
not be as wc>j^ to’ stay at nom? ?J’ 

“ Gh, nof fi.>r the worid ! 1 must go. I .shall be all 
riglrt so soon as 1 am in the carriage. It will pass off 
then.” 

“ Shall I get )tf)U a glass of sherry, or anything?” * 
“ N'l. *o, it is not that. You remain with me and I 

shall be ■’tny^cir again.” 

That cxening Petty went to the /theatre. There was 
no recurrence of the sleeping fit wi\li its concomitants. 
Captain Fontanel was in the box, and in^de hiin.self vastly 
agreeab’e. lie had his scat by Petty, and ialked tg her 
not only between the acts, but also a good derl w lilst the 
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actors w.^re on the stage. With th’s she could have dis¬ 
pensed. 3he waj not such an hab tucc of the theatre'as 
not to be intensely interested with what was enacted 
before her. 

Between two cf the acts he said co her : ‘ My mother is 
engaging Lady L.acy. She has a scheme in her head, but 
wants her con'^ont to carry it out, to make it qi”'te too 
charming. And I am deputed to get you to acquiesce.” 

” What i*- it ? ’ 

“ We purpose having a boat ai.d going to the Henley 
Regatta. Will you come?” 

” I should enjoy it above everything. I have never seen 
a regatta— that is to say, not one so famous, and not of 
this kind. There were regattas at Ilfracombe, but they 
were different.” 

“ Very well, then ; the party shall con-'ist only c my 
mother and sister and your two selves, and young Fulwell, 
who is dancing attendance on Jannet, and Putsey, who 
is a tame cat. I am sure my mother will per.suade your 
aunt. What a* lively old lady she is, and for her years 
how she does enj(?y life ! ” * 

“ It will be a most happy conclusion to our .stay in 
town,” .said Betty. “We arc going back to auntie’s little 

cottage in Devon in a few days ; she wants to be at home 
for Good Friday and Faster Day." 

So it was settled. Lady Lac; had rai.sed no objection, 
and now she and her niece had to consider what Betty 
should wear. Thin garments were; out of the question ; 
the weather was too cold, and it would b' especially chilly 

on the river. Betty was still in slight mourni.ig "o she 
cho.se a silver-grey cloth costume, with a biack band about 
her waist, and a white straw hat, with a ribbon tc) match 
her gown. 

On the day ( f the regatta lietty said to her.self; “ How 
ignorant 1 am! Fancy my not knowing where lienley is! 
■^Hat it is ' n the Thames or Isis I really do not know, but 
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I fancy on the formfcii—yes, I am almost positive it is on 
the»Thames. 1 havo^ seen pictures in* the Gr.rphic and 
Illustrated of the race last yea^, and I l«inow the river.was 
represented a<^ broad, and the Isis cmi only be an insignifi¬ 
cant stream. I will rftn into ^e schoolroom and find a 
m!lp of tjie environs of Hondon and‘post myself up in the 
geogra^iy. ^Onc hates to look like a fool.” 

•Without h word to anyone, Hetty found her way to me 
apartment gfVen up to lesson^ ^hen childien were in the 
house. It'lay at the back, down a passage. Since Lady 
Lacy had occupied the [ilace, neither she nor Betty had 
been in it more Than casuJilly and rarely; and accord¬ 
ingly the servants had neglected to keep it clean, 
good deal of dust lay about, and Hetty, laughing, wrote 
her n^iTle in the fine powder on the 'school-table, then 
looked at her fiiigcr, found it black, and said, “ Oh, bother ! 
i forgot that the dust of London is snlut.” 

She went to the bookcase, and groped for a map of the 
Metropolis and the country*round, but could not find one. 
Nor could she lay her hand on a gazetteer* 

“This must <lo,” said she* drawing out a large, thick 
Johnston's Atlas, “if the scale be not too small to give 
Henley.” 

.She put the hcPvy volume on the table and opened it. 
England, she fvjund, was in Two parts, one map of the 
Northern, the second of the Southern division. She spread 
out the latter, placed her finger on ^he blue line of the 
Thames, and began to trace it up. 

Whilst her e3'''s were on it, searching the small ptint, 
they ''losed, and without being conscious that she was 
sleepy, her heaci bowed forward on the map, and she-was 
breathing evenly, steeped in the most profound slumber. 

She woke slowly. Her consciousfie.ss returned to her 
little bylittle. She saw the atlas without understanding 
what jt meant. She looked about her, and w ondered how 
she could be in the schoolroom, and she then ol ser\ ed tnrt 
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darkness was closing in. Only the li, sudrleiily, did she 
recall what had brought her where s le was. ^ 

Next, with a ru^h, upon h^er came the remembrance that 
she was due^at the boat-race. 

She must again have o\&rslept herself, for the evening 
had come on, anc.! through the window .she could .see t'ne 
glimmer of gaslights in the street. Was this to be^'^.ccom- 
l)anied by her former experiences ? 

With throbbing heart si e went into the jias.sagc. Then 
she noticed that the hall was liihted up, and'she heard 
her aunt speaking, and tlie slam of the front door, and the 
maid say, “ Shall I take off your wraps, my lady ? ” 
‘ She stcp^jcd forth upon the landing and proceeded to 

descend, when—with a sliock that sent the blood coursing 
to her heart, apd tnat i^araly.scd her movements—bJie saw 
herself ascending the stair in her .silver-grey costume and 
straw hat. 

She clung to the banister, with convulsive grip, lest she 
should fall, and stared, without j)ower to utter a sound, as 
she saw herself quietly mount, step by .step, pass her, go 
beyond to her own room. 

For fully ten minutes .she remained rooted to the spot, 
unable to .stir even a finger. Her ^pngue was stiff, her 
muscles set, her heart ceased to beat!*. 

Then .slowly her blood began again fT> ^circulate, her 
nerves to relax, power of movement returnetl. With a 
lioarse gasp she reeled from her place, and giddy, touching 
the banister every moment to prevent herself from falling, 
shd crept downstairs. Ikit when once in ^he hall, .she had 
recovered flexibility. She ran towards the morning,, oom, 
whither Lady Lacy had gone to gather up'the lefters that 
had arrived by post during her absence. 

Jletty stood looking at her, speechless. 
Her aunt raised her face from an envelope she was 

considering., “Why, Betty,’’ said .she, “how expedi- 
t'ou^ly^yoi. have changed your dress!” 
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•The girl could not|s]ieak, but* fell unconscious on the 

• \ 
. When she came to herself, was aware of a strong 

smell of vinegar. She was lying on the sofa, and Martha 
was applying a moistfried kefahief to her brow. Lady 
La«y sto^od by, alarmeef and anxidus, with a bottle of 
smellii\g-salts in her hand. 

Oh/awnt’I saw-’’then she ceased. It would lYot 
do to tey of Mie ap])arition. Sljie would tibt be believed. 

“ My darting,” said Lfvly Lacy, “ yon are overdone, and 
it was foolish of you tdaring upstairs and sci ambling into 
your morning-gou^i. I have sent for Groves. Are you 
able now to rise ? Can you manage to reach yoj,ir room ? ’ 

“ My room ! ” she shuddered. “ Let me lie here a little 
longer.’*^! cannot walk. Let me be hSre till the doctor 
comes.” , 

’* Certainly, dearest. 1 thought yon •looked very unlike 
yourself all day at the regatta. If }"OU h.ad felt out of 
sorts you ought not to hav't gone.” 

“Auntie! 1 was ([uite well in the morning.” 
presently the medical man*arrived, atld was shown in. 

Let tv .saw that Lady l.acy purposed staying through the 
interview. Accordingly .she .said nothing to Dr. Grov^es 
about what she had .^een. 

“ She is ove^'^loiie,” said lie. T'he sooner you move her 
do^'Ul to Devonshire tin; better. Someone had better be 
in her room to-night. 

“Ye.s,” said Lady Lacy; “I had thought of that and 
have given orders Martha can make up her bed on the 
sofa irt^he; adjoining dressing-room or boudoir.” 

This \^as se reirief to Betty, who dreaded a-return to her 
room—her room into which her other .self had gone. 

“I jkVill call again in the morning^” said the medical 
man ; “ koep her in bed to-morrow, at all events till I have 
seen her.” ‘ . 

When he left, Betty found herself able to ascend the. 
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stairs. She cast a frighteaed glayce about* her room. 
The straw hat, the grey dress wer^ there.' No one 
in it. 

She was helped to bed, and although laid in it with her 
head among the pillows, .v?lie could not sLeep. Racking 
thoughts tortured her. What was the signification of that 
encounter ? What of her strange sleeps ? What oj" those 

‘ ntyr^terious appearances of herself, where sh;- ?iad noc 
been ? The tlieory that jfhe had walked in her sleep was 
untenable, flow was she to solve the riddle? That she 
was going out of her mind was no explanation. 

Only towards morning did she doze off. 
‘ When l,}r. Groves came, about eleven o’clock, Betty 
made a point of speaking to him alone, which was what 
she greatly desireo. 

She said to him: “ Oh! it has been ^jvorse this last 
occasion, far worse than before. I do not walk in my 
sleep. Whilst I am buried in slumber, someone else takes 
my place.” 

“Whom do you mean ? Surely not one of the maids?” 
“ Oh, no. I n*iet her oi> the stairs last night, that is 

^yhat made me faint.” 
“ Whom did you meet ? ’’ 

r “ Myself—my double.” 
“ Nonsen.se, Miss Mountjby.”' ' . 
“ 13ut it is a fact. 1 saw mygelf as cleartj^.ns 1 see you 

now. I was going ^own into the hall.” 
“ You saw yourself! You saw your own pleasant, pretty 

face in a looking-gla.s.s.” 
“ There is no looking-glass on the staircase. ..Besides, I 

wa.s in my alpaca morning-gow'ii, and my double had on 
my pearl-grc)- cloth costume, with my straws hat. She 
was mounting as I ’was de.scending.” 

“ Tell me the story.” 
" I \yeht yesterday—an hour or so before I had to 

^heris—intp the .schoolroom. 1 am awfully ignorant, and 
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1, did want tn sed.a map and find out where was Henley, 
because, you know', I was going to the boat-race. And I 

• dropped off into one of those dreadful dead sleeps, with 
• my head on the atlas, When I awoli^* it war evening, and , 
the gas-lamps were ligljtcd, Twas frightened, and ran out 
to the landing and 1 heard them arrive, just come back 
from*>l;Ienley, and as I was going down ftie stairs, I saw 
itiy double^ coming up, ancj, w'e met face to face. She 
I'lassed me by, and w’ent on to my room—to this room. So 
you see this is proof pos that 1 am not a somitdmbulist.” 

. “ 1 never, said^ that you w^ere., I never for a moment 
admitted the supposition. That, if you remember, w^as 
your ow'n idea. What I said before is what I repeat now, 
that you suffer from failure of memory 

“ But that cannot be so, Dr. Groves.” 
“ Vray, w^hy not ? ” , 
“ Becau.se I saw my double, wearing my regatta costume.” 
“ I hold to my opinion,^ Miss Mountjoy. If you will 

listen to me I shall be able to offer a satisfactory explana¬ 
tion. Satisfactory, I mean, .so far a.s* to make your 
experiences intelligible to you. 1 do not at all imply that 
your condition is satisfactory.” 

“Well, tell me. I cannot make heads or tails of this 
matter.” , 

“It 's thi.s, young jady. Ofi several recent occa.sions 
you have suffgireti from ^lapses of memory. All recollec¬ 
tion of what you did, where you went, what you said, has 
been clean wdped out. But on this last—^it w'as somewhat 
different. The failure took place on your return, and you 
forge .- j^t^erythjng that had happened since you were; 
engaged in the schoolroom looking at the a^las,” 

“ Yes.” 
“ Then, on your arrival here, as Lady I.acy told me, you * 

ran upstair.s, and in a prodigious huriy changed your 
clothes and put on your-” 

f My alpfica.” 
I) 
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“Your alpaca, yes. Then, in desceriding,,to the hall’ 
your memory came back, but was still entangled with 
flying remmiscenccs of what- had taken place during the 
intervening period. ^Amongst other things- 

“ I remember no other things.” 
■ “ Y(3u recalled comusedly one thing only, that you had 

mounted the stftirs in your—your-” 
“ My pearl-grey cloth, with the straw hat ami satin 

ribbon.” ' 
“ Precisely. Whilst in your moijiing gown, into which 

you had scrambled, you^/ecalled yourself in your regatta 
cc^stume going uiislair.s to change. Ihis fragmentary 
reminiscence presente'd itself before you as a vision. 
Actually you saw^ nothing. The impressi(,)n on your 
brain of a scrap recollected ajipearcd to you as if ft had 
been an actual object depicted on the retina of your eye. 
Such things happen, and hapjien not infrequently. In 
cases of D. T.-*—” 

“ ]5ut I haven’t D. T. I don't drink.” 
“ I do not sa;^ that, if you will allow me to proceed. 

In cases of D. T. the patient fancies he .sees rats, devils, all 
sdrts of objects. They‘appear to him as obvious realities, 
he thinks that he sees them with his eyes. Put he does not. 
These are mere pictures forr^ed on tlie brain.” 

“ Then you hold that I really was,^t the boat-race ? ” 
“ I am positive that you were.” 
“ And that I danced at Lady Belgrove’s ball ? ” 
“ Most assuredly.” 
“ And heard Carmen at Her Majesty’s 

, “ I have not the remotest doubt that you did.” \ nr 
Betty drew^iU long breath, and remained consideration. 
Then she said very gravely: “ I want you to tell me, 

Dr. Groves,^quite truthfully, quite frankly—do not think 
that I shall be Vrightened whatever you say; “ I shall 
merely prepare for what may be—do you consider that I 
'Xm going out of my mind ? ” 
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“ I have rot least occasion for supposing so.” 
• “ That,” said Betty, “ wou.d be the most terrible thing of* 

all. If I thought that, I would say right out .to my aunt 
that I wished at once to be sent ^ asylum.” - 

“You may set your mind A rest on that score.” 
’* “ But loss of memory is bad, but better than thfe other. 
Will^jthese,fits of failure come on again?’* 

“ Thrti IS more than I can^prognosticate; let us hope for 
the best. *A complete channe of scene, change of air, 
change of association- 

“ Not to leave auntie ! ” 
9 

“No. I do nol mean that, but to get away from Lonc|on 
society. It may restore you to ' what you were. You 
never had those fits before ? ” 

“ N’ever, never, till I came to town.” 
“And when you have left town they^may not recur.” 
“ 1 shall take previous good care not to rcvisit‘'Tondon if 

it is going to play these tricks with me.” - 
That day Captain Fontanel called, and was vastly con¬ 

cerned to hear that Betty' was unwell. Sht was not looking 
herself, he said, at the boat-race. He feared that the cold 
on the river had been too much for her. B^it he did trust 
that he might be allowed to have a word with her before 
she returned to Devonshire. ^ 

Although'he did .lOt sec l^etty, he had an hour’s con¬ 
versation with I^ady Lat;y, and he departed with a smile 
on his face. 

On the morrow he called again. B^tty had so com¬ 
pletely recover'd that she was cheerful, and the pleasant 
colo’y* hud returned to her cheeks. She was in the drawl¬ 
ing-room along with her aunt when he arrived. 

The captain offered his condolences, and expressed his 
sati#faction that her indisposition had been so quickly got* 
over. 

“ Qh 1 ” said the girl, “ I am as right as a trivet. It has 
passed^off. 1 need not have soaked in bed all yest^r- 
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day, but that aunt would hav(| it so. \^S are going down 
to our home to-morrow. Yesterday auntie was scared and 
thought she would have to postpone our return,” 

Lady -Lacy rose, made the excuse that she had the 
■packing to attend to, and left thp young people alone 
together. When the' door was shut behind her. Captain 
Fontanel drew his chair close to that of tliii gir^ and. 

• 1 *’TWI 
said— 

“ Betty, you do not kno\.' how happy I have fell since 
you accented me. It was a hunr^d affair in the boat¬ 
house, but really, time waj.; running sliort j as you were off 
so, soon to Devonshire I had to snatch at the occasion 
when there was no one by, so I seized old Time by the 
forelock, and you ^y'^rc so good as to say ‘Yes.’” 

“ I—I-” stammered Betty. 
“ But as the thiijg was done in such haste, I came here 

to-day to renew my offer of myself, aiid to make sure of 
my happiness. 'You have had time to reflect, and I trust 
you do not repent.” 

“ Oh, you are so good and kind to me! ” 
“Dearest Betty, what a thing to say! It is I—poor, 

wretched, good-for-naught—who hav'e cause to speak such 
words to you. Put your hand into mine; it is a short 
courtship of a soldier, like tljat of Harry V. and the fair 
Maid of France. ‘ I love you : then^rf you urge me farther 
than to say, “ Do you in faith ? ” 1 wear out,my suit. Give 
me your answer; i’ faith, do; and so clap hands and a 
bargain.’ Am I^quoting aright?” 

Shyly, hesitatingly, she extended her fingers, and he 
clasped them. Then, .shrinking back'’and lookirtg ’jwn, 
she said : “ But I ought to tell you sometbmg first, some¬ 
thing very serious, which may make you change your 
mind. I do not, in conscience, feel it right that *you 
should commit ybunself till you know.” 

It must be something very dreadful to make rae do 
that.” 
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“ It is drendfulV I am apt' to be terribly forgetful.” 
’ ” Bless me! So am I. 1 have passed several of my 

acquaintances lately and have not recognised threm, but that 
was becr.use 1 was thinking^of youk And I fear 1 have^ 
been very oblivious about my bills ; and as to answering 
letters-»-good heavens ! I am a shocking defaulter.*^ 
. “ i'do not mean that. I have lapses of^ memory. Why, 
1 do not e^en remember—mr' 

He sejiled her lips with a kisfe. “You will not forget this, 
at any rate, Betty.” 

“ Oh, Charlie,,no ! ” 
“ Then consider this, Betty. Dur engagement cannot 

be for Inng. I am ordered to Kgypt, and I positively 
must take my dear little wife with n e and show bpi' the 
Byramids. You would like to sec them, would you not? ” 

“ I should love to.” 
“ And the Sphynx ? ” 
“ Indeed I should.” 
“ And I’ompey’s Pillar .? ” 
“ Oh, Charlie ! I .shall love above everything to see you 

every day.” 
“ That is prettily said. I see we understand one another. 

Now, hearken to me, give me your close attention, and no 
hts of lapse of memor}' over»w'hat 1 now say, please. We 
must be married very shortly. *i positively will not go out 
without 3'ou. I would leather throw up my commission.” 

“ But what about papa’s consent?” 
“1 .shall wire to him full particulars«s to my position, 

income, and pro.spect.s, also how much I love you, and how 
I wh> do my ^pvel t)est to make you happy. That is the 
approved formula in addressing paterfamilias, I think. 
Then he will telegraph back, ‘ Bless you, my boy ’; and all 
is iS'&ttled. J know that Lady Lacj* appjroves.” 

“But dear, dear aunt. She will be* so awfully lonely 
without me.” , 

She shall not be. She has no ties to hold her to the 
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little cottage in Devon, Shr shall co'.'ne oht to us in 
Cairo, and we will bury the dear old girl up to her neck 
in the^sand'of the desert, and make a second Sphynx of 
.her, and bakeithe rh«urttatisfn out of her bones. It will 
biire her of all her aches, as sure as my name is Charli^. 
and yours will be Fontanel." 

“ Don’t be too sure of that.” 
“ But I am sure—you cannot forget.” 
“ I will try not to do so. ^^Oh, Charlie, don't! ’’. 

Mrs. Thomas, the dr^’ismaker, and Mi^is Crc>ck, the 
milliner, had their handy hill. Betty’s trousseau had to be 
got ready expeditiously. Patterns of materials specially 
adaptci^l for a hot#climate—light, beautiful, artistic, of 
silks and muslins and prints—had tc» be commanded from 
Liberty’s., Then came the selection, then the ordering, 
then the discussions with the dressmaker, and the 
measurings. Next the fittings,, for which repeated visits 
had to be made to Mrs, Thomas. Adjustments, altera¬ 
tions were made, casements under the arms, tightenings 
about the wa^st. There, were fulnesses to be taken in 
and skimpiness to be redres.sed. The skirts had to be 
syflficiently short in front and sufficiently long behind. 

As for the wedding-dress, Mrs. Thomas was not regarded 
as quite competent to ex«cute such a masterpiece. For 
that an expedition had to be made to Exeto-. 

The wedding-cake must be ordered from Murch, in the 
cathedral city. Drady Lacy was particular that as much 
as possible of the outfit should be given to county trades¬ 
men. A riding habit, tailor-made, was"ordc’‘ed, to.fil iike 
a glove, and a fady’s saddle must be taken ‘out to Egypt. 
Boxes, basket-trunks were to be procured, and a corre- 
spondence carried jon as to the amount of personal luggage 
allowed. 

«T-ady Lacy and Betty were constantly running up by 
express to Exeter about this, that, and cverythir.g. 
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Then ensi>ed sending put of the invitations, and the 
afrival of wedding presents, that entailed the writing of 
gushing letters of acknowledgment and thanUs, by Betty 
herself. »But these were not allowed^ to interfere-with the 
scribbling of* four pages every day to Captain b'ontanel,-- 
intendod for his eyes alone. ‘ 

In'k^'.rvicws were sought by the editors oV agents of local 
hewspaper.^^ to ascertain wjjiether reporters were desired 
to descrjjbe the wedding, an^ as to the length of the 
notices that were to I'e insert*^ whether all th® names of 
the donors.of pi'c.serits were to f e included, and their gifts 
registered. Verily Lady Lacy ai\^ Betty were kept in a 
whirl of excitement, and their timts.^occupied from morn¬ 
ing till night, and their brains exer-'ised from nijjht to 
morning. Glass and china and plate had to be hired for 
the '^ccasion, wine ordered. Fruit, cak^, ices commanded. 
But all things come to an end, even the preparations for 
a wedding. 

At last the eventful day arrived, bright and sunny, a 
true May morning. 

The bridesmaids arrived, each wearing the pretty brooch 
presented by Captain J^'ontanel, Their co.'fiLbme was suit¬ 
able to the season, of primrose-yellow, with hats turned 
up, V hitc, w'ith jjiimroses. T]je pages were in green velvet, 
with Irnee-bTeeches and three-cornered hats, lace ruffles 
and lace fronts. The bbtler had made the claret-cup and 
the champagne-cup, and after a skirmi.sh over the neigh¬ 
bourhood some borage had been obtained to float on the 
top. Lddy Lajcy was to hold a reception after the cere- 
mo'i/y,.^nd a marcjtice had been erected in the grounds, as 
the cottage could not contain all the gne.sts invited. The 
dining-room was delivered over for the exposing of the 
pn^Sents. A carriage had been commanded to convey thtf 
happy couple to the .station, horses and driver with white 
favours. With a sigh of relief in the morning, l.ady Lacy 

iclared Uiat she believed that nothing had been forgotfen. 
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The trunks stood ready pac^kcd, all one». and labelled 
with the name of Mrs. F'ontanel. 

A flag ^ew on the church tower. The villagers had 
construc.ted a triun^plval arch at the entrance to the 

'.grounds. The people froni farms and cottages had all 
turned out, and were already congregating abput tile 
churchyard, with smiles and heartfelt wishes foj;^ the 
happiness of the bride, who was a mighty favounce with 
them, as indeed was also Lddy Lacy. 

The Sunday-school chilAren had clubbed their pence, 
and had presented Bctt^ who had taught them, with a 
silver set of mustard-po^ pepper caster, and salt-cellar. 

*‘Oh, dear!” said 13c,Ity, “what .shall I do with all these 
sets of mu.stard- an^. ^pepper-pots ? I have now received 
eight.’" 

“ A little later, dear," replied her aunt, “ you can ex¬ 
change those that you do not reejuire.” 

“ But never that set giv'en me by my Sunday-school 
pets,” said Betty. 

Then came in flights of telegrams of congratulation. 
And at the last moment arrived some more wedding 

presents. * 

“ Good gracious me ! ’’ exclaimed the girl, “ I really must 
manage to acknowledge these. There will be just time 
before I begin to dress.” 

So she tripped upstairs to hei boudoir, a little room 
given over to herself in which to do her water-colour 
painting, her reading, to practise her music. A bright 
little room to whi^ now, as .she felt with an ache, she was 
to bid an eternal good-bye ! • *i- 

What happy hours had been .spent in it.l What day¬ 
dreams had been spun there ! 

■ She opened her writing-case and wrote the requh.,ed 
letters of thanks. 

“ There,” said she, when she had signed the fifth. “ This 
is fne la.st time I shall subscribe myself Elizabeth Mouns,- 



41 Pf)Tj[]^ .Ai4d‘VANITIES 

joy, except when I*jS[ign my njime in the church register. 
Oh t how my back is hurting me. I was not in bed till 
two o’clock and was up again at seven, and I have been on 
the tear fo^; the whole week. Therj will be just time, for 
me to rest it before the*business*of the dressing begins." 

She threw herself on the sofa and put up her . feet.* 
It\gtani^y sh<; was asleep—in a sound, dreamless sleep. 

WhenTB^t^ opened her eyes she heard the church bells 
ringing u nierry peal. Then slifi raised her lids, and turn¬ 
ing her head on the sc^*cushioiVsaw—a bride, herself in 
full bridal dress, witn the whiflE veil and the orange- 
blossoms, .seated at her side. gloves had been re¬ 
moved and lay on the lap. 

An indescribable terror held her l^t. She could not 
cry out. She could riot .stir. She could only look. • 

Then the bride put back the veil, and Betty, study¬ 
ing the white face, sa\v that this actually was not*herself; 
it was ner dead sister, Lctice. 

The apparition pul forth a hand and laid it on her and 
spoke ; “ Do not be frightened. I will do you no harm. I 
love you too dearly for that, Betty. I have been married 
in your name; I have exchanged vo.s in yorr 
name ; I have received the ling for you; put it on your 
finger, it is not mine; it in no way belongs to me. 
In your namt!^ I signed the regi.^ter. You arc married to 
Charles’ Fontanel and not I. iJisten to me. I will tell 
you all, and when I have told you everything you will see 
me no more. I will trouble you no further; I shall enter 
into my rest. Y^u will see before you only the wedding 

^arm^nts* remaining* I shall be gone. Hearken to me. 
When I was 1 died in frantic despair, because 1 had 
never known what were the pleasures of life. My last 
cries(?my last regrets, my last longings were for the pomps 
and vanities." 

She paused, and slipped the gold hoo^. ,,.1 to the fore- 
fijjjfer of Bftty's hand. 
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Then she proceeded— i- 
“ When my spirit parted from my body, it remained 

a while ijrresolute whither to go. But then, remembering 
that my aunt had, declared that 1 never would go to 
Heaven, I resolved on forcing my way in there out of 
defiance; and I soared till I reached the gates ofrParacJi.se. 
At them stood an angel with a fiery sword drawic* in his 
hand, and he laid it athwart the entrance. 1 approached, 
but he waved me off, an^ when the point of the flaming 
blade t®uched my hear^therc pa^^seeJ a pang through it, 
I know not whether ojr joy or of sorrow. And he said : 
‘ Letice, you have not/oeen a good girl; you were sullen, 
resentful, rebellious,^nd therefore are unfit to enter here. 
Your longings through life, and to the moment of death, 
were for the world and its pomp-s and vanities. The last 
throb of your hea^t was given to repining for them. But your 
faults vytere due largely to the mistakes of your rearing. 
And now hear your judgment. You .shall not pass within 
these gates till you have returned to earth and partaken 
of and had your fill of its pomps and vanities. As for that 
old cat, your aunt’—but no, Betty, he did not say quite 
that; I put n in, and I ought not to have done so. I bear 
her no re.sentment; I wish her no ill. She did by me 
‘what she believed to be right. She acted towards me up 
to her lights; alas for m^e that the light wliich w?s in her 
was darkness! The angel said * ‘ As for ypur aunt, before 
she can enter here, she will want illumining, enlarging, 
and sweetening,^and will have to pass through Purgatory.’ 
And oh, Betty, that will be gall and bitterness to her, for 
she did not believe in Purgatory, and*she wrote*a Alntro-* 
versial pamphlet against it. Then sarid the angel : 
‘ Return, return to the pomps and vanities.’ I fell on my 
knees, and .said: ‘Oh, suffer me but to have one gliTsipse 
of that which is* within ! ’ ‘Be it so,’ he replied. ‘ One 
dimp.se only whilst I ca.st my sword on high.’ Thereat 
ne threw up the flaming brand, and it was as though a 
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glorious flash oli’ lightning filled all space. At the same 

moment the gates swung apart, and I sa\^ what was 

beyond. It was but for one brief moment, for tlvi sword 
came down, and the angel caught ft the bundle, and 
instpptly the gates were shut. Then, sorrowfully, I turned 

myself ^abbut and went back to earth. And, BettJ^, it 
wa.T I wjsoJtobk and read your novels. It was I who went 

to Lady Belg^ove’s ball in yoi*r place. It was I who sat 

instead of you at Her Majesty’t and heard CanHcn. It 
was I who took your pk^ce at H^ley Regatta, and I — I, 
in'stead of you, Kcceived the pliotest.ation of Charles 
h'ontanel’s affection, and there in the^oat-house I received^ 

the first and last kiss of love. Ano • it was I, Betty, as 
1 have told you, who took your place aj the altar to-^ay. 
I had the pleasures that were designed for you—the ball- 

dress, the dances, the fair words, the music of the opera, 
the courtship, the excitement of the regatta, the reading 
of sensational novels. It was I who had what all girls 

most long for, their most supreme bliss of wearing the 

wedding - veil and the orange-blossoms." But I have 
reached my limit. I am full of the pomps and vanities, 
and I return on high. You will see me no more.” 

“ Oh, Letice,” said Betty, obtaining her speech, “you do 
not grudge me^the joys of life 

The fair white being at her side-shook her head. 
“ And you der ire no more of the pomps and vanities? ” 

“No, Betty. I have looked through the gates.” 
Then Bptty put forth her hands to cla«p the waist of 

,as she Said fervently— 
ne, Letice, what you saw beyond.” 

“ Betty—everything the reverse of Salem Chapel.” 

her sister 
“ Tell r 
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TH-.E city of Bayoj?/(ic, lyingj^pn the left bank of the 
Adour, and serving as its port, is one that ought to 

present much inte, ssUio the British tourist, on account of 
'its associations. three hundred years, along with Bor¬ 
deaux, it belongeci’^o the English crown. The cathedral, 
a noble structure of the fourteenth century, was reared by 
*4ie English, and, on the bosses of its vaulting are carved 
the ariTis of England, of the Talbots, and of other great 
English noble families. It^ was ])robably designed by 
English architects, for it possesses, in its vaulting, the long 
central rib so 'characteristic of English architecture, and 
wholly unlike what was the prevailing F'rcnch fashion of 
\aulting in - compartments, and always without that con¬ 
necting rib, like the inverted keel of a ship, with which we 
are acquainted in our English minsters. Under some of 
the modern houses in the town arc cellai'S of far earlier 
construction, also vaulted, and in them as well may be 
seen the arms of the English noble families which had 
their dwellings above. 

But Bayonne has later associations with us. At the 
close of the Peninsular War, when Wellington had^riveij' 
Marshal Soult and the F’rench out of Spain, and had 
crossed the Pyrenees, his forces, under Sir John Hope, 
invested the citadel. In February, 1814, Sir John threw a 
bridge of boats'across the Adour, boats being provided 
by the fleet of Admiral Penrose, in the teeth of a garrison of 
15,000 men, and French gunboats which guarded the rij^er 
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and raked the fengliSh whilst bonducting this hazardous 
and -masterly achievement. I'his brilliant exploit was 
effected whilst Wellington engaged the attention of Soult 
about the Gaves, affluents of the Adour, near Orfhez. Tl 
is further interesting, wkh a tragic inte^st, on account of 
an iTlciden^t in that campaign which shall be referred to 
presently. ^ 

The c^diedral of Bayonne, some years ago, possessed 
no towers*—thfe English were drfv^n out of Aquitaine before 
these had l^een completed. The^vest front was mean to 
the last degree, masked‘*by a shaw.^y penthouse, plastered 
white, or rather difty white, on wlt^ch in large characters 
was inscribed, “ Libertc 6galite et fr^rnite.” 

This has now disappeared, and a mo'dern west front and 
twin towers and spireS have been added, in passable ai'^hi- 
lecture. When I was at Bayonne, more years ago than 1 
care to say, I paid Jf visit to the little Cemetery •on the 
north bank of the river, in which were laid the English 
officers who fell during the inVc.stment of Bayonne. 

The north bank is in the Department of the Landes 
whereas that on the south is in the Department of the 
Basses Pyrtin^es. 

About the time when the English vvere expelled from 
France, and lost Aquitaine, the Adour changed its course 
Formerly it had turned .sharpl)^ i*ound at the city, and hac 
flowed north and found an outlet some miles away at Caf 
Breton, but the entrance was choked by the moving sand 
dunes, and the impatient river burst its way into the Ba> 
of Biscay by the mouth through which it still flows. Bu' 
the gN c(?urse is mairiced by lagoons of still blue water ir 
the midst of a *yast forest of pines and cork- trees. I hac 
spent a day wandering among these tree-covered landes 
seeking out the lonely lakes, and in the evening I returnee 
in the direction of Bayonne, diverging somewhat from mj 
course to visit the cemetery of the English. This was i. 
sqpitre walled enclosure with an iron gate, rank with weed*! 
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utterly ne^'Iected, and witj|i the tombstonesome leaning, 
some prostrate, all covered with lichen and moss. I could 
not get within to decipher the inscriptions, for the gate 
Was locked and I had not the key, and was quite ignorant 
who vvas the custe'dian of the place. 

Being tired with my trudge in the sand, I sat down 
outside, with my back to the wall, and saw the setting sun 
paint with saffron the boles of the pines, I took out my 
Murray that I had in my'knapsack, and read the following 
passage; 

“To the N., rises the citadel, the most formidable of the works 
laid out by Vauban, greatly strengthened, especially since 

•1814, when it formed ]^e key to an entrenched camp of Marshal 
Soult, and was inve.ted by a detachment of the army of the 
Duke of Wellington, but not taken, the -peace having put a stop 
to the siege after some bloody encounters. The last of these, 
a dreadful and useless expenditure of human life, look place 
after peace was declared, and the Briiisli forces put off their 
guard in consequence. They were thus entirely taken by sur¬ 
prise by a sally of the garrison^ made early on the morning of 
April 14th; whjeh, though repulsed, was attended with the loss 
of 830 men of the British, and by the capture of their com¬ 
mander, Sir John Hope, whose horse was shot under him, and 
iiimself wounded. The J''rench attack was supported by the fire 
of their gunboats on the river, which opened indiscriminately on 
friend and foe. Nine hundred and ten of the French were killed.” 

When I had concluded, the sun had set, and already a 
grey mist began to form over the course df the Adour. I 
thought that now it was high time for me to return to 
Bayonne, and to table d’hote, which is at, 7.30 p.m,, but for 
which I knew I should be late. Ho«'evet, before r.'^jng, J 
pulled out m-y flask of Scotch whisky, ^d drained it to 
the last drop. 

I had scarcely finished, and was about to heave nj^^self 
to my feet, whe?? I heard a voice from behind and above 
me say—“ It is grateful, varra grateful to a Scotchnjan/' 
- I turned ■ myself about, and drew back fropi the ^all, 
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for I saw a vei^ reiflfiirkabie fjbject perched upon it. It 
was the upper portion of a man in military accoutrements. 
He was not sitting on the wall, for, if so, his legs would hav^ 
.been dangling over on the outside. And yet he cbuld n6t 
have heaveO himself up to the ievel oT* the p&.rapet, with 
the 4egs depending insidfck,^ for he appe:ared to be oi\ the . 
wall it:^lf*down to the middle. 

Are you a Scotchman or an Englishman ? ” he inquired. 
“ An Kngli*hman,” I replied,ohardly knowing what to 

make of th^ apparition. ® V 
“ It’s mabbe a bit airly ir> the niclit for me to be stirring,” 

he said ; “but the^smell of the whf^ky drew me from my 
grave.” 

“ From your grave !” I exclaimed. 
“ And pray, what is the blend ? ” he asked. 
I answered. 
“Weel,” said he, '‘ye might do better, but iVs guid 

enough. I am Captain Alister McAlister of Auchimachie, 
at your service, that is to say, his superior half. I fell in 
one of the attacks on the citadel. Those —he employed 
a strong qualification which need not be reproduced— 
“those Johnny Crapauds used chriin-shot; ?*xl they cut 
me in half at the waistbelt, and my legs are in Scotland.” 

Having somewhat recovered from my astonishment, I» 
was able to take a further IdbJc at him, and could not 
restrain a laugh. He so much resembled Humpty Dumpty, 
who, as 1 had Ifiarned in childhood, did sit on a wall. 

“Is there anything so rideeculous about me?” asked 
Captain McAlistp* in a tone of irritation. “You seem to 
he ir:’4^. jocular moocLj sir.” 

“ I assure yoflj” I responded, “ I was only laughing from 
joy of heart at the happy chance of meeting you, Alister 
McAlister.” 

“ Of Auchimachie, and my title is Captain,” he said. 
“ Thete is only half of me here—the etceteras are in the 
faiDily vaul^ in Scotland.” 
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I expressed my genuine’surprise at this/Announcement. 
"You must understand, sir,” continued he, “that I am but 
^he spceritual presentment of my buried trunk. The 
speerituSl presentment of my nether half is not here, and- 
I should sc6rn to lise those of Cai^tain O’llooligan.” 

I pressed my hand to my Kbw. Was I in my vight 
senses ? Had the hot sun during the day affecj.te'd my 
brain, or had the last drain of whisky upset my reason ?• 

“You may be pleased'‘to know,” said the half-captain, 
“that ipy father, the Lpird of Auchimachie, and Colonel 
Graham of Ours, were on terms of the greatest intimacy. 
Before I started for war under Wellington—he was at 
^he time but Sir Art|?«r Wellesley—my father took Colonel 
Graham apart anf*"confided to him; ‘If anything should 
haf/pen to my son in the cami>aign, you'll oblcege me 
greatly if you will forward his remains to Auchimachie. 
I am ik staunch 1‘rcsbyterian, and ? shouldn’t feel happy 
that his poor body should lie in the land of idolaters, who 
worship the Virgin Mary. JVnd as to the expense, I will 
manage to meet that; but be careful not to do the job in an 
extravagant manner.’ ” 

“ And tlTL untoward -Fates cut you short ? ’’ 
“ Yes, the chain-shot did, but not in the Peninsula. 

■ I passed safely through that, but it was here. When we were 
makin’ the bridge, the enemy’s ships were up the river, and 
they fired on us with chain-shot, which ye ken are mainly 
used for cutting the rigging of vessels. But they employed 
them on us as \ve were engaged over the pontoons, and I 
was just cut in half by a pair of these shot at tlie junction 
of the tunic and the trews.” " jpi' 

“ I cannot understand how that your legs should be in 
Scotland and your trunk here.” 

“ That’s just what I’m about to tell you. Ther» was- 
a Captain O’Hrfoligan and I used to meet; we were in the 
same detachment. I need not inform you, if you’re .a man 
of understanding, that O’Hooligan is an Iri.sh name,«t^nd 
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Captain Timothy O’Hoofigairt was a born Irishman and an 
ignorant papist to boot. Now, I am by education anoi^ 
conveection a staunch Presbyterian. 1 believe in JohVi 
Calvin, John Knox, and Jeannie Gjed«Jes. That’s*my creed ; 
and if ye are disposed ^or an al'gumeni:-” ‘ 

'Not in the least.” 
“ V{eel, then, it was other with Captain O’Hooligan, and 

we often had words; but he, hadn’t any arguments at all, 
only assertions, and he lost his temper accordingly, and I 
was angry at the unreasonablcne^^ of the man. I had had an 
ancestor Derry at the siege and at the Battle of the 
Boyne, and he spitted three Imh kerns on his sabre. 
I glory in it, and I told G’Hooligar^as much, and I drank 
a glass of toddy to the memory a.‘ William III., and 
1 shouted out Lillibulero! I believe in the end we would 
have fought a duel, after the siege was pver, unless one of 
us had thought better of it. But it was not to ber At the 
same time that I was cut in half, so was he also by chain- 
shot.” 

“ And is he buried here ? ” 
** The half of him—his confounded legs, and the knees 

that have bowed to the image of jiaal.” ^ 
” Then, what became of his> body ? ” 
“If you 11 pay me rea.sonaj5le attention, and not in¬ 

terrupt, 111 tetl you the whole 5b3ry. But—sure enough ! 
Here come those legs ! ” 

Instantly the half-man rolled off the wall, on the outside, 
and heaving himself along on his hands, scuttled behind 
a tree-trunk. 

^ *xt 1nom<mt I'^saw a pair of nimble lower limbs, in, 
white ducks an-* .straps under the boots, leap the wall, and* 
run about, up and down, much like a setter after a partridge. 

I* did not know what to make of this. 
Then the head of McAlister peered frofn behind the tree, 

and screamed “Lillibulero! God save Kin^ William 
IiliAantly the legs went after him, and catching him up 
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.kicked him like a football allout the enclosure. I cannot 
Kecall precisely how many times the circuit was made, 
twife or tjiricc, but all the while the head of McAlister 
kepfscreaming “ Lillibi^lero ! " and “ D-the Pope ! ” 

Recovering myself from *my asto’-.lshment, and desirous 
• of putting a term to this not ver'^edifying scene, I picSed 
up a leaf of siiamrock, that grew at my feet, and ran 
between the legs and the trui i'C, and presented the symbol 
of St. Patrick to the former. The legs at once desisted 
from pui'iiuit, and made a not ungfraceful bow to the leaf, 
and as I adv'anced they retired, still bowing reverentially, 
till they reached the waM, which they stepped over with the 
utmost ease. 

The half-Scotchraan now hobbled up to me on his 
hands, and said: “ Pm varra much obleeged to you for 
your intervention, sir.” Then he scrambled, by means of 
the rails of the gate, to his former perch on the wall. 

“You must understand, sir,” said McAlister, settling 
himself comfortably, “ that this produces no pheesical in¬ 
convenience to 'me at all. For O’Hooligan’s boots are 
speeritual, and so is my trunk speeritual. And at best 
it‘only touches my speeritual feelings. Still, I thank you.” 

“ You certainly administered to him some spiritual 
aggravation,” I observed. 

“ Ay, ay, sir, I did. ApU I glory in it.” 
“ And now, Captain McAlister, if it is not troubling you 

too greatly, after this interruption would you kindly explain 
to me how it comes about that the nobler part of you is 
here and the less noble in Scotland ? ” 

, “ I will do so with pleasure. Captain O’Kooli'.^'^p’!: 
upper story is at Auchimachie.” 

“ How came that about ? ” 
“ If you had a particle of patience, you would 

interrupt me in riiiy narrative. I told you, did I not, that 
nry dear father had enjoined on Colonel Graham, should 
anything untoward occur, that he should send my body 
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home to be interred in the viLult of my ancestors ? Well, 
this is how it came about that the awkward mistake 
was made. When it was reported that I had Ijeen killed, 
Colonel Graham issued orders tliafc my remains should 
be carefully attended *o and ‘put asifle to be sent home - 
to Scotland.” ’ 

“ I^y boat, I presume. ” 
“ Certainl)'-, by boat. j'ut, unfortunately, he com¬ 

missioned S'ome Irishmen of his company to attend to 
it. And whether it was that they wished to do honour 

.to their own countryman, or whether it was that, like most 
Irishmen, they could not fail to blunder in the discharge 
of their duty, 1 cannot say. They iTiight have recognised 
me, even if they hadn’t known my face, by my goold 
repeater watch; but some wretched camp-followers had 
been before them. On the watch \vere engraved the 
McAlister arms. Hut the watch had been stolen. So 
they picked up—either out of purpose, or by mistake— 
OTIooligan’s trunk, and my nether portion, and put them 
together into one case. You see, a mab’s legs are not 
so easily identified. So his body and my lower limbs 
Wi re made ready together to be forwarded to^ Scotland.’ 

“ But how—did not Colonel Graham see personally 
to the matter ?" * ’ 

“ He . could not. He was* much engaged over 
regimental duties. Still, he might have stretched a point, 
1 think.” 

“ It must have been difficult to send the portions so far. 
Was the'body cinbalmed?” 

li'mWaimed ! ijo. There was no one in Bayonne who, 
knew how to ,d6 it. There was a bird-stuffer in the 
Rue Panneeau, but he had done nothing larger than a 
'»t:,^gull. So there could be no question of embalming. 
We, that is, the bit of O’Hooligan and the bit of me, were 
put into a cask of eau-de-vie, and so forwarded by^a 
saiMng-ve^cl. And either on the way to S'^thampton, 
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or on another boat from that port to Edinburgh, the 
sailors ran a gimlet into the barrel, and inserted a straw, 
and drank up all the spirits. It was all gone by the’ 
time’ the hogshead reached Auchimachie. Whether 
•O’Hooligan gave a smack to the liLjUor I cannot say, but 

■ r can 'answer for my legs, they Uould impart a grat&ful 
flavour of whisky. I was alwavea drinker of whisky, and 
when I had taken a con^itderable amount it always 
went to my legs; they swerved, and gave way under 
me. That is proof certain that the liquor went to my 
extremities and not to my head. Trust to a Scotchman’s 
head for standing any amount of whisky. When the 
remains arrived at Auchimachie for interment, it was 
supposed that some mistake had been made. My hair 
is sandy, that of O’Hooligan is block, or nearly so; but 
there was no knowing what chemical action the alcohol 
might have on the hair in altering its colour. But my 
mother identified the legs past mistake, by a mole on the 
left calf and a varicose vein on the right. Anyhow, half 
a loaf is better* than no bread, so all the mortal relics 
were consigned to the McAlister vault. It was aggravating 
tn'my feelings that the minister should pronounce a varra 
eloquent and moving discourse on the occasion over the 
trunk of a confounded Irishman and a papist.” 

“You must really excuse me,” interrupteu I, “ but how 
the dickens do you know all this ? ” 

“ There is always an ctherial current of communication 
between the parts of a man’s body,” replied McAlister, 
“and there is speeritual intercommunication between 
a man’s head and his toes, however pairted they''ma7;l c 
I tell you, sir, in the speeritual world wc- know a thing 
or two.” 

“ And now,” said I, “ what may be your wishes in tbi.-i 
most unfortunate matter ? ” 

I am coming to that, if you’ll exercise a little rational 
patience. /This that I tell you of occurred mi i8l^, a 
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considerable "time ago. I shall be varra pleased if, on 
your return to England, you will make it your business 
to run up to Scotland, and interview my great-nephew. 

■ I am quite sure he will do the, right thing fiy.me, for 
the honour of the /’mily, and to tase ihy soul. He* 
never would have coni ‘ into the e.<-tate at all if •it had- 
net -been .for my lame 'ted decease. There’s another 
little unpleasantness to wj/ch I desire you to call his 
attention. 'A tombstone has been erected over my trunk 
and O’Hoop'gan’s legs, here in this cemeter>, and on 

.it is: ‘Sscred to the Memory of Captain Timothy 
, O’llooligan, wh*o fell on the field of Glory. R. I.P.’ 
Now this is liable to a misundenstanding for it me 
—I mean I, to be grammatical—who lies underneath. 
I make no account of the trishman’s nether extremities. 
And being a convinced and zealous Presbyterian, I al¬ 
together conscientiously object to having ‘ Recjfftescat in 
pace’ inscribed over my bodily remains. And my great- 
nephew, the i)rescnt laird, *if he be true to the principles 
of the Covenant, will object just as strongly as myself. 
I know very w’eel those letters are attached to the name 
of O’Hooligan, but they mark the place \jf deposition 
of my body rather than his. So I wish you just to 
put it clearly and logically^ to the laird, and he wtll 
take steps, at* any cost, to ha\'c..mc transferred to Auchi- 
machie. What he may do with the relics of that Irish 
rogue I don’t* care for, not one stick of barley sugar.” 

I promised solemnly to fulfil the commission entrusted 
to me, rt.id then Captain McAlister wished me a good 

■rf'^;, tt,.^nd-r^ired‘’behind the cemetery wall. 
I did not q’ ic the South of France that same year, for 

I spent the winter at Pau. In the following May I re-' 
’ Lvi'iied to England, and there found that a good many 
matters connected with my family callec>’for my immediate 
attention. It was accordingly just a year and five monjjhs 
afifcr my viterview with Captain McAlister tllei^ I was able 
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to discharge my promise. I had never forgotten my 
undertaking—I had merely postponed it. Charity begins 
at home, and my own concerns engrossed my time too 
fully' to. allow me the \cisure for a trip to the North. 

However, ifi the tnd I did go. took the express to 
Edinburgh. That city, I think candidly, is the fincst'ibr 
situation in the Vorld, as far as^I^navc seen of it, I di“’ 
then visit it. I never had pii’iviously been in the Athens 
of the North, and I should have liked to spend a rbuple of 
days at V.'ast in it, to look over the castle /and to walk 
through Holyrood. Hut duty stands before pleasui'e, and, 
I went on directly to my destination, postponing acquaint¬ 
ance with Edinburgh .iill I had accomplished my under¬ 
taking. 

I fiad written to Mi*. Fergus McAhstcr to inform him of 
my desire to .see hhn. I had not entered into the matter 
of my communication. I thought it be.st to leave this till 
1 could tell him the whole .story by word of mouth. I 
merely informed him by letter that I had something to 
speak to him about that greatly concerned his family. 

On reaching the station his carriage awaited me, and I 
was driven t5 his house. 

He received me with the greatest cordiality, and offered 
me the kindest hospitality. ^ 

The house was large and rambling, not* in the best 
repair, and the grounds, as 1 was driven through them, did 
not appear to be trimly kept. I was introduced to his 
wife and to his five daughters, fair-haired, freckled girls, 
certainly not beautiful, but pleasing enough ir' manner. 
His eldest son was away in the army, and his-’secbivd^.Lo 
in a lawyer’s office in Edinburgh ; so I i»iw nothing of 

' them. 
After dinner, when the ladies had retired, I told hi.ll 

the entire .story a?5 freely and as fully as possible, and he 
listened to me with courtesy, patience, and the deepest 
attention. /»' 
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“ Yes/’ he said, when '‘I had concluded, “ I was aware 
that doubts had been cast on the genuineness of the trunk. 
But under the circumstances it was considered advisable 

% 

to allow the matter to stand as it was. The«; were in¬ 
superable dififculties ’n the way df ac investigation and a.- 
ce. irtin identification. But the legs were all right. And 
I hgne Fo^show you to- norrow, in the kirk, a v'ery hand- ‘ 
.'■.ome tablet against the Wo.’’ recording the name and the 
date of decease of my great-uncle, and some very lauda¬ 
tory words on his character, beside an appropriate text 
from the Screeptures.'' 

“ Now, howevt:r, that the facts are known, you will, of 
course, take steps for the translation of the half of Captain 
Alister to your family vault.” 

“ 1 foresee considerable difficulties in the way,” he re- 
pliefl. “The authorities at Bayonne might raise objections 
to the exhuming of the remains in the grave naarked by 
the tombstone of Captain OTIooligan. They might very 
reasonably say: ‘What the? hang has Mr. Fergus McAlister 
to do with the body of Cai)tain OTIooligan?' We must 
consult the family of that officer in Ireland.” 

“But,” said I, “a representa..ion of the4 case—of the 
mistake made—would render all clear to them. I do not 
see that there is any necessity for complicating the story 
by saying that you have onV half of your relative here, 
and that the other half is in ^’Hooligan’s grave. State 
that orders lt?nl been given for the transmission of the body 
of your great-uncle to Auchimachie, and that, through 
error, 'll'", corp.se of Captain O’Hooligan had been sent, 

^n Mc.^.lister burie^l by mistake as that of the 
Iri.shman. makes a simple, intelligible, and straight¬ 
forward tale. Then you could dispose of the superfluous 
iegs when they arrived in the manner you think best.” 

The laird remained silent for a whik<, rubbing his chin, 
and looking at the tablecloth. 

•Presently he stood up, and going to the sideboard, said : 
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“I’ll just take a wash of‘whisky to clear my thoughts. 
Will you hav’e some ? 

“ Thank you; I am enjoying your old and excellent 
port.” ' 

Mr. Fergus MeA1 inter returned le^jrcly to the ble after 
.his “ wash,” remained silent a f«, minutes longer, t'ken 
lifted his head and said : “I don^jCee that I am called priQX! 
to transport those legs.” gt 

“No,” I answered; “but ^ou had best takcy^^he.iemains 
in a lump^and sort them on their arrival.” ^ 

“ 1 am afraid it will be seriously expensive. - My good 
sir, the property is not now worth what it was in Captain 
Allstcr’s time. Land has gone down in value, and rents 
have been seriously reduced. Besides, farmers are now 
more*"exacting than formerly; they will not put up with 
the byres that served their fathers. Then my son in the 
army is ^ great expense to me, and my second son is not 
yet earning his livelihood, and my daughters have not yet 
found suitors, so that I shall ha^e to leave them something 
on which to live*; besides ”—he drew a long breath—" I 
want to build on to the house a billiard-room.” 

do not^hink,” protested I, “that the cost would be 
very serious." 

,r What do you mean by serious ? " he asked. 
“I think that these relics of humanity might be trans¬ 

ported to Auchimachie in a hogshead of cognac, much as 
the others were.” 

“ What is the price of cognac down there ? ” asked he. 
“Well,” I replied, “that is more than can yuy as to 

the cask. Best cognac, three stars, i^five Cantev^feTtv- 
centimes a bottle.” 
' “ That’s a long price. But one star ? ” 

" I cannot say; I never bought that. Possibly thres, • 
francs and a half.”*. 

‘{(And how many bottles to a cask ? ” 
“lam noj/sure, something over two hundred litres.” * 
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" v “ Two hundred three shillings,” mus/d Mr. Fergus ; and 
then looking up, “ there is the dutf in England, very 
heavy on spirits, and charges for the Rigging-up, ^nd fees 
tb the officials, and the transport by ^yaW-” He shcbk 
his head v * ' 

“Vou ro^st remember, said I, "th^^your relati\fe is 
sul j -"jd to great indignitie from those legs'; getting toed 
three or four times round the > nclosure.” I said three or 
four, but 1 be 'eve it was only twice or thrice. “ It hardly 
comports with ,he family honour to suffer it.” 

1 think,” replied Mr. Fergus, “ that you said it was but 
the speeritual presentment of boot, and that there was^ 
no pheesical inconvenience felt, only a speeritual impres¬ 
sion ? ” 

“Just'.so.” 
“ Ff i my part, judging from my personal experience,” 

■said the laird, "speeritual impressions arc most evanes¬ 
cent.” , 

“Then,” said I,"Captain Alister’s trunk lies in a foreign 
land.” 

“ But not,” replied he, “ in Roman Catholic consecrated 
‘‘soil. That is a great satisfaction.” 

“ You, however, have the trunk of a Roman Catholic in 
your family vault.” 

“ It is 30, according to what you say. But there are a 
score of McAli^ers there, all staunch Presbyterians, and 
if it came to an argument among them—I won't say he 
nTmhi npt have a leg to stand on, as he hasn’t those any¬ 
how, but heV’ould find himself just nowhere.” 

r««gus McAlister stood up and. said; “Shall 
\ye join the ladils ? As to what you have .said, sir, and 

^H^e recommended, I assure you that I will give it my 
itiosl serious consideration." 
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“ T T is not possible, Juila. I cannot coit’eivc how the 
1 idea of attending the couhl;v ball Cc^i have entered 

your head after what has happened. Poor young Hatters- 
ley’s dreadful death suffices to stop that.” 

* “But, aunt, Mr. Hattersley is no relation of ours.” 
“No relation—but you know that the poor fellow would 

not have shot himself if it had not been for you.” ■ 
“Oh, Aunt ^Clizabeth, how can you say so, when the 

verdia was that he committed suicide when in an unsound 
condition of mind? How could I help his blowing out 
his brains, when those brains were deranged ? ” 

“Julia, do not talk like this. If he did go off his head, 
it was you who upset him by fir.st drawing him on, leading 
him to beltbve that yoh liked him, and then throwing him 
over so soon as the Hon. James Lawlor appeared on the 
uipis. Consider: what wjll people say if you go to the 
assembly ? ” c * ' 

“What will they say if I do not go? They will im¬ 
mediately set it down to my caring cfceply for James 
Hattersley, and they will think that there was som<" sort 
of engagement.” , / 

“ They are not likely to suppose th'ft.t. 
you were for a while all smiles and encViragement. Tell 
me, now, did Mr. Hattersley propi.ise to you?” . 

“ Well—yes, he did, and I refused him.” • '« 
“And then h*e went and shot himself i*- despair. Julia, 

you cannot with any face go to the I all.” 
••'’Nob^y knows that he propoi^'.vi^ /.vd precisely 
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^BCjuse I do go everyone will concise that he did not 
propose. I do not wish it to be supp(fced that he did.” 

“His family, of course, mu.st have^een aware^ They 
will .see your name among those pr^seftt at the asserabiy.” 

“ Am^^cy *are in great troubtc to Ibok at the 
• paper to .see who were at'^e dance.” 

“ ”Ti tcrnfcle death lies\j^ your doui. rnjw i-mi 
have the heart, Julia-” ^ ^ 

''•I doni; set it. Of cou’-se, I feel it. I am awfully .sorry, 
and awfully sc rry for bis father, the admiral. I "cannot 
set Jhim up again. ^ I wish that when I rejected him he 
had gone and done as did Joe Pomeroy, marry one of 
his landlady’s daughters.” • 

"There, Julia, is another of your delmquencie.s. 
lured oil young Pomeroy till he proposed, then you rcfu.sed 
him, ?.ud in a fit of vexation and mortified vanity he 
married a girl greatly beneath him in social position. 
If the 7ncn(xge prove a failure you will have it on your 
conscience that you have wrecked his life and perhaps 
hers as well.” 

“ I cannot throw myself away as a charity save this 
'man or that from doing a foolish thing.” 

“What 1 complain of, Julia, is that you encouraged 
young Mr. Pomeroy till Mr. Hj^ttersley appeared, whom*' 
you thought mesre eligible, and theft you tossed him aside ; 
and you did Q^casisely the same with James Hattersley 
as soon as you came to know Mr. Lawlor. After all, 

not so sure that Mr. Pomeroy has not chosen 
the letterpfert. ^he girl, I dare say, is simple, fresh, and 

“Your im"^ca?ion is not complimentary, Aunt Eliza- 

’■ iviy ocaj 1 nav'e no patience with the young lady of 
tli^JhresentTohy, who is shallow, sclf-willccf, and indifferent 
to tic feeliims and happiness of others, wlV craves fol 
excitement flSi lUd^ure, and c’ ‘ ' ’' ^ • 
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and good. Wherei now will you see a girl like Viol^r's 
sister, who let conq ;alment, like a worm i’ the bud,' feed 
on her damask che^k ? Nowadays a girl lays herself at 
the feet of a man i( sjie likes him, turns herself inside-oUt 
to let him and alh'^he world read her heart.” 

“ i have no to be like ' lola’s sister, ayd have my 
story—a bla«4k.' I never gi-A'cllcd at the- ieet Joe 
i’omcroy or James HattciKley.” 

“ No, but you led each to consider himsc^ t^5 favoihed 
one tili he proposed, and then y'^u refuse^ him. It was 
like smiling at a man and then stabbing him to the heart.” 

“Well—I don’t want people to think that James Hat- 
‘tersley cared for me—I certainly never cared for him — 
nor that he proposed ; so I shall go to the ball.” 

“Julia Demant was an orphan. She had been retained 
at school till sh© was eighteen, and then had been removed 
just Jtt the age when a girl begin's to take an interest 
in her studies, and not to regard them as drudgery. On 
her removal she had cast away all that she had acquired, 
and had been* plunged into the whirl of Society. Then 
suddenly her father died—she had lo.st her mother some 
^ears bef^l'e —and she went to live with her aunt. Miss' 
Flemming. Julia had inherited a sum of about five hundred 

• pounds a year, and wou^ probably come in for a good 
estate and funds as woll on the death of* her aunt. She 
had been flattered as a girl at home, .^ind at school as a 
beauty, and she certainly thought no small bones of her¬ 
self. , t 

Miss Flemming was an elderly lady W(’th a s>?S'rp tongue, 
very outspoken, and very decided 
her action was weak, and Julia soon c^lfeo'va red that she 
could bend the aunt to do anything .she wilk d, thevgh 
could not modify or alter her opinions. • • ^ 

In the matter* of Joe Pomeroy and James 4Vittersb:y,*rt 
^as as Miss’ Flemming had said, wlia had encour iged 
M‘V'Pomeroy, and had only cast h-is* o^^.^WfaecausS she « 
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'D^^ouglit better of the suit of Mr. Hattersley, son of an 
admiral of that name. She had seen wgood deal of young 
Hatterslcy, had given him every encouragement, had so 
entangled him, that he was madly in ^ove with htr; rnd 
then, when^he came to ^ now lhe.II<5n, frames Lawlor, and ' 
saw thaf'he was fascinat^i, she rejecte*: Hattersley ivith 
th^ w^iseqfS^nces alluded\o in the _r^ation above 
given. ‘ g. 

JLulia was particularly anxioiSs to be present at the 
county ball, she had* been already booked ^y Mr. 
LawlorNfor several dances, and she ^vas quite resolved 
to make an attcrrfjDt to bring him to a declaration. 

On the evening of the ball Miss Flemming and Julia* 
entered the carriage. The aunt had given way, as was 
her w'ont, but under protest. • 

For about ten minutes neither spoke, and then Miss 
Flemming said, “Wc^l, you know my feelings about this 
dance. 1 do not approve. I distinctly disapprove. I do 
not consider your going to *the ball in good taste, or, 
as you would put it, in good form. Poor young Ilatters- 
ley-" 
, “Oh, dear aunt, do let us put >dung IlatteAley asida 
Me was buried with the regular forms, I suppose?” 

“Yes, Julia.” ^ 
“ Then the restor accepted thd^vprdict of the jury at tiiC 

inque.st. Why should not we? A man who is unsound 
in his mind is rKft. responsible for his actions.” 

<C suppose not.” 
IucffS«^s, th^n, I wdio live ten miles away.” 

for the concJ 
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tt»Je,you are responsible for his death, but 
mind that led him to do the dreadful 

Julia, you are one of those into whose head 
a surgical operation could the thought be 
you could be in the wrong. A hypoder- 
Id Ifc too w’^eak an instrument to effect 

e in you. Everyone ^se may.^be 
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in the wrong, yo^"!—never. As for me, I cannot gpi. 
young Ilattcrsley Vut of my head.” 

“ And 1,” rctorttfJ Julia with asperity, for her aunt’s 
wo»‘ds had stung yer—“ I, for my part, do not give him 
a tndught.” * , v. 

She had hardly [spoken the^ (Words before a cKii" wind 
began to pa^,-/^und her. S/ie drew the ij^areg^ slyawl 
that was over her bare sl^;>uiders closer about her, and 
said—“ Auntie ! is the glass down on your 5|’’deJ’ ” 

“ Nq Julia ; why do you ask r*” 
“ There is such a draught.” 
“ Draught!—I do not feel one ; perhaps the window on 

<your side hitches.” 
” Indeed, that is all right. It is blowing harder and is 

deadly cold. Can one of the front panes be broken ? ” 
“ No. Rogers would have told me had that been the 

case.- Besides, I can see that they are sound.” 
The wind of which Julia complained swirled and whi.stled 

about her. It increased in force; it plucked at her shawl 
and slewed it about her throat; it tore at the lace on her 
dress. It snatched at her hair, it wrenched it away from 
the pins, vhe combs that held it in place; one long tress 
was lashed across the face of Miss Flemming. Then the 
\Aiir, completely released, eddied up above the girl’s head, 
and next moment was pa?Vied as a drift before her, blind¬ 
ing her. Then—a sudden explosion, as though a gun had 
been fired into her ear; and with a screarn Th terror she sank 
back among the cushions. Miss Flemming, in great ^larm, 
pulled the checkstring, and the carriapje stoff^edf^ The 
footman descended from the box aij^car p/^ho- -kk, 

‘ The old lady drew down the windov»sj»i^:; :»aid : “ Oh! 
Phillips, bring the lamp. Something has ^ happ^ned^^ 
Miss Demant.” , 4 m ^ ‘ 

The man ^.beyed, and sent a flood 
farriage. was lying back, whitb ancl» se^selesk |,IIer 
hqij.was scattered over her face, nect^iiinq^u^ulder^; the 
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i , 
f ovvers that had been stuck in it, the pias that had fastened 
it III place, the pads that had given s&pe to the convolu¬ 
tions lay strewn, some on her lap, soirs in the rug at the 
bottom of the carriage. ^ 

“ Phillips# ” ordered tb,e old lady ill gre^at agitation, “ tell 
/Roger..-nLO turn the horses'and drive hop je at once; anrl do 

* - •• 

you ruy as iv^t as you can .‘or Dr. Crate.” ■ 
A few minutes after the c«,‘-riage was again in motion, 

JitUa reviAisd. » Her aunt was cKaiing her hand. 
“ Oh, aunt! ■ she said, “tre all the glasses broken^ ” 
“ Broken—wfiat glasses ? ” 
“ Those of the caftriage—with the explosion.” 
“ Explosion, my dear ! ” 
“ Ye.s. That gun which was di.scharged. It stunned me. 

Were you hurt?” • • 
“ 1 heard no gun—no explosion.” 
“ But I did. It waft as though a bullet had bees dis¬ 

charged into my brain. I wonder that 1 escaped. Who 
can have fired at us ? ” * 

“ My dear, no one fired. I heard nothing. I know 
what it was. I had the same experience many years ago. 
I,slept in a damp bed, and awoke stone deaf ii?my right 
^r. I remained so for three weeks. But one night when 
1 was at a ball and was dancing, all at once I heard' ' 
report as of a pistol in my ri^it; ear, and immediately 
heard quite clearly again. It was wax.” 

“ But, Aunt Ehr.abeth, I have not been deaf.” 
“You have not noticed that you were deaf.” 

look at my hair; it was that wind that blew 

“ You ar^4ftfedvi<ng under a delusion, Tuliai There was 

:1 how my hair is down.” 
;en done by the motion of the carriage, 
rutsfin the road.” , 

and Julia, feeling sick/frighte’-'ed. 
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and bewildered, retired *to bed. E)r. Crate arrived, sai,- 
that .she was hysteyical, and ordered .something to so6Ehe 
her nerves. Julia Ivas not convinced. The explanation 
ofj|jf;red*by Miss Flamming did not satisfy her. That she 
was "a victim to hysteria she dTd-^not in the least believe. 
Neither her aiint^J.or the coachnYan, nor Phillips r.ad heard 
the di-scharg^-^i^^ gun. As toythe rushing w^ifd, Jijlia was 
satisfied that she had exper'ehced it. The lace was ripped, 
l^s b)' a hand, from her dress, and the sh^d was twist; d 
about^ler throat; besides,herh^r had notJween .so slightly 
arranged that the jolting of the carriage would completely 
disarrange it. She was vastly perplexed over what siie 
had undergone. She thought and thought, but could get 
no nearer to a solution of the mystery. 
•Next day, as she was almost herself again, she rose and 

went about as usual. 
In*the afternoon the Hon. James Lawlor called and 

asked after Miss Flemming. The butler replied that his 
mistress was out making cirils, but that Miss Demant was 
at home, and he believed was on the terrace. Mr. Lawlor 
at once asked to see her. 

He did^not find Jiftia in the parlour or on the terraqe, 
but in a lower garden to which she had descended to fe^ 

goldfish in the pond. 
“ Oh! Miss Demant ” %aid he, “ I was*so disappointed 

not to see you at the ball last night.” 
“ I was very unwell; I had a fainting and could not 

go- 
“It threw a damp on our spirits—that is to safTon mlrit 

I had you booked for several dances.” - 
“You were able to give them to otm3wif'\y 
“But that was not the same to me. 

charity and self-denial. I danced instep,X/th fKe 
Miss Burgons^d with Miss Pounding, 
dragging a|?out a sack of potatoea I ^IteveTt wouk 
ha^ie been a jolly evening, but for .upng af^ii air 0 
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young Hattersley which kept some of the better sort 
away. I mean those who know the Hattersleys. Of 
course, for me that did not matter, we were not acquainted. 
I never even spoke with the fellow. You knew him, I 
believe? I heard some people say so, and that you had 
not come because of him. The supper, for a subscrfption 
ball, was ri(\ atrociously bad.” 

“ What aid they say of me ? ” 
“ Oh !—if you will know—that you did not attend the 

h ill because you liked him very much, and were aw^fully 
cut up.” 

“ I »-I'. What a shame that people should talk! I never 
cared a rush for him. He was nicC'enough in his way, 
not a bounder, but tojerable as young men go.” , 

Mr. Lawlor laughed. “ I should not relish to have such 
a qualified estimate made of me.” 

“Nor need you. You are interesting. He became so 
only w'hcn he had shot himself. It will be by this alone 
that he will be remembered." 

“ But there is no smoke without fire. Did he like you— 
much ? ” 

fe 

“Dear Mr. Lawlor, I am not a clairvoyante, and never 
was able to sec into the brains or hearts of people—least 
of all of young men. Perhaps dt is fortunate for me that* 
I cannot.” • ’ ‘G' ' 

“ One lady told me that he had proposed to you.” 
“ Who was that) The potato-sack ? ” 
“I will not give her name. Is there any truth in it? 

Did he ? ” 
J. 1 ^ 

At the moment she spoke there sounded in her ear 
a whistle of wind, and she felt a current like a cord of ice 
creep round her throat, increasing in force and compres¬ 
sion, her hat was blown off, and next instant a detonation 
rang through her head as though a gun had been fired into 
her ear. She uttered a cry and sank upon the ground. 
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James Lawlor was bewildered. His first impulse was to 
run to the house for assistance ; then he considered tha^t 
he could not leave her lying on the wet soil, and he 
stooped to raise her in his arms and to cany her withirl. 
In noyels young men p0:;form such a feat without difficulty; 
but in fact they are not able to do it, especially when the 
girl is tall ffnd big-boned. Moreover, one in ^ faint is 
a dead weight. Lawlor staggered under hi*) burden to 
the st^ps. It was as much as h#i could perforr^ to carry 
her up to the terrace, and there he placed her on a seat. 
Panting, and with his muscles quivering after the strain, 
Jje hastened to the drawing-room, rang the bell, and when 
the butler appeared, he gasped: “ Miss Demant has 
fainted; you and I and the footman must carry her 
within.” 

“She fainted*last night in the carriage,” said the butler. 
When Julia came to her sen.ses, she was in bed attended 

by the housekeeper and her,maid. A few moments later 
Miss Flemming arrived. 

“ Oh, aunt! I have heard it again.” 
, “ Heargl what, dearj* ” 

“ The discharge of a gun.” 
“ It is nothing but wax,” said the old lady. “ I will drop 

"^a little sweet-oil into youjf ear, and then have it .syringed 
with warm water.” 

“ I want to tell you something—in private.” 
Miss Flemming signed to the servants to withdraw. 
“ Aunt,” said the girl, “ I must say something. This is 

the second time that this has happened. I am sure it is 
significant. James Lawlor was with mg in the .3TITilv,^n 
garden, and he began to speak about James Hattersley. 
You know it was when w'e were talking about him last 
night that I heard that awful noise. It was precisely as 
if a gun had been discharged into my ear. I felt as if all 
the nerves and tis.sues of my head were being torn, and all 
the bones of my skull shattered—^just what Mr. Hattersley 



THE LEADEN RING 67 

must have undergone when he pulled the trigger. It was 
an agony for a moment perhaps, but it felt as if it lasted 
an hour. Mr. Lawlor had asked me point blank if James 
Hattersley had proposed to m^, and I said, ‘ No.’ I was , 
perfectly justified in so answering because he nad no^ right 
to ask me such a cjucstion. It was an iinpcrlinencc on 
his part, qr\l I answered him shortly and sharply with a 
negative, actually James 1 ’^atterslcy itrojioscd twice to 
me. He’would not acc- pt a first refusal, but can^ next 
day bothering me again, and I was pretty curt with him. 
lie made some remarks that were rude about how 1 had 
treated him, and which I will not repeat, and as he left, ip 
a state of great agitation, he said, ‘Julia, I vow that you 
shall not forget this, and you shall belong to no one but 
me, alive <3r dead.’ I considered this great nonsense, and 
did not accord it another thought. But, reahy, these terrible 
annoyances, this wind and the bursts of noise, do seem 
to me to come from him. It is just as though he felt a 
malignant delight in distressing me, now that he is dead. 
I should like to defy him, and I will do it if I can, but 
I cannot bear more of these expericn.ces—they wi” kill mi;.” 

Several days elapsed. 
Mr. lawlor called repeatedly to inquire, but a week 

passed before Julia was suffici^^ntly recovered to receive 
him, and then ftie visit was one'^f courtesy and of sym- 
path)’’, and the conversation turned upon her health, and 
on indifferent themes. 

But some few days later it was otherwise. She was in 
the conservatory, alone, pretty much herself again, when 
Mi.‘ liawlor wa^ announced. 

Physically she had recovered, or believed that she had, 
but her nerves had actually received a severe shock. She 
had made up her mind that the phenomena of the circling 
wind and the explosion were in some mysterious manner 
connected with Hattersley. 

S^e bitterly resented this, but she was in mortal terror 
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of a recurrence; and she felt no compunction for her 
treatment of the unfortunate young man, but rather a 
sense of deep resentment against him. If he were dead, 
why did he not lie quiefiand cease from vexing her? 

To^be a martyr was Uv^her no gratification, for hers was 
not a martyrdom that provoked sympathy, and which 
could make iicr interesting. ’ 

She had hitherto supposr?d that when a man 'died there 
was an,^cnd of him ; his condition .vas determined for good 
or f(jr ilk But that a disembodied spirit should hover 
about and make itself a nuisance to the living, had never 
filtered into her calculations. 

“Julia—if I may be allowed so to call 3'ou ”—began 
Mr. Lawlor, “ I have brought you a bouquet of flowers. 
Will you accept them?” 

“ Oh ! ” she said, as he handed the bunch to her, “ how 
kind of you. At this time of the year they are so rare, 
and aunt’s gardener is so mi.serly that he will spare me 
none for my room but some mi.scrable bits of geranium. 
It is too bad of you wasting your money like this upon me.” 

“ It is i^o waste, if it afford you pleasure.” 
“ It is a pleasure. I dearly love flower.s.” 
“To give you pleasure,” said Mr. Lawlor, “is the great 

object of niy life. If I Qould assure you happiness—if 
you would allow me to nope—to .seize this opportunity, 
now that we are alone together-” - 

He drew near and caught her hand. His features were 
agitated, his lips trembled, there was earnestness in his 
eyes. 

At once a cold blast touched Julia and,.began toTTrcle 
about her and to flutter her hair. She trembled and drew 
back. That paralysing experience was about to be re¬ 
newed, She turned deadly white, and put her hand to her 
right ear. “Oh, James! James!” she gasped. “Do not, 
pray do not speak what you want to say, or I shall faint. 
It is coming on. I am not yet well enough to hear it. 
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Write to me and I will answer. For pity’s sake do not 
speak it.” Then she sank upon a seat—and at that 
moment her aunt entered the conservatory. 

On the following day a note >var put into her hand, con- , 
taining a formal proposal from 'ne Hon. James Lawlor; 
and by re^irn of post Julia answered with an acceptance. 

There was no reason whatever why the engagement 
should be long; and the on'y alternative mooted was 
whether the wedding .should take place before l^ent or 
after Easter, h'inally, it was settled that it should be 
celebrated on Shrove Tuesdav. This left a .short time for 
the necessary preparations. Miss Flemming would ha'^e 
to go to town with her niece concerning a trousseau, and a 
trousseau is not turned out rapidly any mure than an armed 
cruiser. 

Thcic i-s usually a certain period allowed to young 
people who have become engaged, to see much of each 
other, to get better acquainl.ed with one another, to build 
their castles in the air, and to indulge in Ihtle passages of 
affection, vulgarly called “ spooning.” ]>ut in this case the 
s])ooning had to be curtailed and p<^ stponed. 

At the out.set, when alone w'ith James, Julia w^as nervous. 
She feared a recurrence of those phenomena that so affected 
her. ]>ut, although every now.'and then the wn'nd curie*! 
and soughed about her, it w'as‘ iu)t violent, nor w^as it 
chilling ; and she "Came to regard it as a wail of discorn- 
fiture. Moreover, there w'as no recurrence of the detona¬ 
tion, and she fondly hoped that with her marriage the 
vexation would completely cease. 

In ner heart waas deep down a sense of exultation. She 
was defying James Hattersley and .setting his prediction 
at naught. She was not in love with Mr, Lawlor ; she 
liked him, in her cold manner, and was not insensible to 
the social advantage that would be hers when she becarge 
the Honourable Mrs. Lawlor. 

The day of the wedding arrived. Happily it was fine. 
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“ Blessed is the bride the sun shines on,” said the chpery 
Miss Flemming; “ an omen, I trust, of a bright and un¬ 
ruffled life in your new condition.” 

All the neighbourhocd was present at the church. Miss 
IHempiing had many Vriends. Mr. La\\dor had fewer 
present, as he belonged to a distant county. The church 
path had been laid with red cloth, the churc'i '’ecorated 
with flowers, and a choir*'was present to tv fitter “The 
voice that breathed o’er Eden.” '' ' 

The lector stood by the altar, and two cushions had 
been laid at the chancel step. The rector was to be 
a-ssisted by an uncle of the bridegroom who was in Holy 
Orders ; the rector, being old-fashioned, had drawn on pale 
grey kid gloves. 

First arrived the bridegroom with his best man, and 
stood in a nervous condition balancing himself first on 
one foot, then on the other, waiting, observed by all eyes. 

Next entered the procession of the bride, attended by 
her maids, to the “Wedding March” in Lohengrin^ on a 
wheezy organ. Then Julia and her intended took their 
places atwJthe chancel rtep for the performance of the first 
portion of the ceremony, and the two clergy descended to 
them from the altar. 

“ W'ilt thou have this wwnan to thy wedded wife ? ” 
“ I will.” * ' ‘ ^ 
“Wilt thou have this man to thy wedded husband ?” 
“ I will.” 
“ I, James, take thee, Julia, to my wedded wife, to have 

and to hold-” and so (jii. 
As the words were being sj^oken, a cold rush ol air 

pa.ssecl over the clasped hands, numbing them, and began 
to creep round the bride, and to flutter her veil. She set 
her lips and knitted her brows. In a few minutes she 
vv;ould be beyond the reach of these manifestations. 

When it came to her turn to speak, she began firmly; 
“ 1, Julia, take thee, Jame.s-” but as she prctceeded the 
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wind became fierce; it raged about her, it caught her 
veil”on one side and buffeted her cheek; it switched the 
veil about her throat, as though strangling her with a 
drift of snow contracting into ice. But she persevered to 
the end. / 

Then James Lawlor produced the ring, and was abbut to 
place* it '^r^Jler finger with the prescribed v^ords: “ With 
this ring i thee wed-” when a report rang in her ear, 
followed uy a heaving ^'f her skull, as though the bones 
were being burst asunder, and she sank unconscious on 
the chancel step. 

Jn the midst of profound commotion, she was raised 
and conveyed to the vestry, followed by James LawloV, 
trembling and pale. lie had slipiied the ring back into 
his waistcoat pocket. Dr. Crate, who was present, 
hastei.ed to offer his professional assistance. 

In the vestry Julia rested in a Glastonbury chair, white 
and still, with her hands resting in her lap. And to the 
amazement of those present, it was seen that on the 
third finger of her left hand was a leadefi ring, rude and 
solid as though fashioned out of a bullet. Restoratives 
weiC* applied, but full a cjuarter of an hour elapsed before 
Julia opened her eyes, and a little colour returned to her 
lips and check. But, as she raised her hands to her bro>v 
to wipe away the damps that hriu formed on it, her eye 
caught sight of the leaden ring, and with a cry of horror 
she sank again Into insensibility. 

The congregation slowly left the church, awestruck, 
whispering, asking questions, receiving no satisfactory 
anisVkers, formin<g surmises all incorrect. 

“ I am very much afraid, Mr. Lawdor,” said the rector, 
“ that it will be impossible to proceed w'ith the service to¬ 
day; it mu.st be postponed till Miss Dcmant is in a condition 
to conclude her part, and to sign the register. I do not 
see how it can be gone on with to-day. She is quite iTn- 
equal to the effort.” 
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The carriage which was to have conveyed the couple to 
Miss Flemming’s house, and then, later, to have taken them 
to the station for their honeymoon, the horses decorated 
with white rosettes, the whip adorned with a white bow, 
had now to convey Julyj, hardly conscious, supported by 
her aunt, to her home. 

No rice cowld be thrown. The bell-ringers,^pp;pared to 
give a joyous peal, were constrained to depart. 

The reception at Miss Flemming’s was postponed. No 
one thought of attending. The cakes, the ices, were con¬ 
sumed in the kitchen. 

The bridegroom, bewildered, almost frantic, ran hither 
and thither, not know-ing what to do, what to say. 

Julia lay as a stone for fully two hours; and when she 
came to her.self could not speak. When conscious, she 
raised her left hand, looked on the leaden ring, and sank 
back again into .senselessness. 

Not till late in the evening was she sufficiently recovered 
to speak, and then she begged her aunt, who had remained 
by her bed without stirring, to dismiss the attendants. She 
desired tij^^speak with l^er alone. When no one was in the 
room w'ith her, .save Miss Flemming, she said in a whisjJer : 
“ Oh, Aunt Elizabeth ! Oh, auntie! such an awful thing 
has happened. I can nev,9r marry Mr. Lawlor, never. I 
have married James Haftersley; I am a dead man’s wife. 
At the time that James Lawlor was making the re.sponses, 
I heard a jnping voice in my ear, an unearthly voice, say¬ 
ing the same words. When I said : ‘ I, Julia, take you, 
James, to my wedded husband ’—you kno>v Mr. Hattersley 
is James as well as Mr. Lawlor—then the words apphtio to 
him as much or as well as to the other. And then, when 
it came to the giving of the ring, there was the explo.sion 
in my ear, as before—and the leaden ring was forced on to 
my finger, and not James Lawlor s golden ring. It is of 
no use my resisting any more. I am a dead man’s wife, and 
1 cannot marry James Lawlor.” 
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Some years have elapsed since that disastrous day and 
that incomplete marriage. 

Miss Demant is Miss Demant still, and she has never 
been able to remove the leaden ring from the third finger 
of her left hand. Whenever the ^Atempt has i>een made, 
either to disengage it by drawing it off or by cutting 
through it ti|ere has ensued that terrifying dis charge as of 
a gun intc^'er car, causing insensibility. The prostration 
that has ffUTowed, the terr )r it has inspired, have so affected 
her nerves, that she has'desisted from cveiy attempt to rid 
herself of the ring. 

She invariably wears a glove on her left hand, and it is 
bulged over the third finger, where lies that leaden ring*. 

She is not a happy woman, although her aunt is dead 
and has left her a handsome estate. She has not got many 
acquaiacanccs. She has no friends ; for her temper is un- 
amiable, and her tongue is bitter. She supposes that the 
world, as far as she knows it, is in league against her. 

Towards the memory of James Hattersley .she entertains 
a deadly hate, if an incantation could lay his spirit, if 
prayer could give him repose, she would have rerourse to 
none of these expedients, even though they might relieve 
her, so bitter is her resentment. And she harbours a silent 
wrath against Providence for allowing the dead to walk* 
and to m :»lcst tlfb living. 



THE IMOTHEll OF PANSIES 
i Anna VOSS, of Sicbctiste'n, was the prettiest girl 

. "in her village. Never was ske absent from a fair or 
a dance. No one ever saw her abroad anything but 
merry. If she had her fits of bad temper, she kept them 
Vor her mother, in the .secrecy of the house. Her voice was 
like that of the lark, and her smile like the May morning. 
She had plenty of suitors, for she wa.s i>os.sessed of what a 
young peasam desires more in a wife than beauty, and 
that is money. 

But of all the young mer] who hovered about her, and 
sought her favour, none was destined to win it save 
Joseph Aricr, fhe ranger, a man in a government position, 
whose clyty was to watch the frontier against smugglers, 
and to keep an eye on the game against poachers. ‘ 

The eve of the marriage had come. 
' One thing weighed on tj;>e pleasure-loving mind of Anna. 
She dreaded becoming a mother of a family wh'ch would 
keep her at home, and occupy her from morn to eve in 
attendance on her children, and break tlie'sweetnc.ss of her 
sleep at night. 

So she visited an old hag named Scha:ydelwein, who was 
a reputed witch, and to whom she confided her trou151ii. 

The old woman said that she had looked into the mirror 
of destiny, before Anna arrived, and .she had seen that 
Brovidence had ordained that Anna should have seven 
children, three girls and four boys, and that one of the 
Tatter was destined to be a priest. 

Bijt Mother Schandelwein had great powers^ she could 

74 ^ 
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set at naught the determinations of Providence; and she 
gave to Anna seven pips, very much like apple-pips, which 
she placed in a cornet of paper; and she bade her cast 
these one by one into the mill-race,^and as each went over 
the mill-wheel, it ceased to have a /uture, and in each pip 
was a child’s soul. 

So j^ut money into Mother SchaiulcHvcin’s hand 
and depart^!, and when it was 'growing dusk she stole to 
the woodra^bridge over «the mill-stream, and dropped in 
one pip after another, As each fell into the water she 
heard a little sitrh. 

But when it came to casting in the last of the seven 
she felt a sudden qualm, and a battle in her soul. 

However, she threvv it in, and then, overcome by an im¬ 
pulse of remorse, threw herself into the stream to recover 
it, and as she did so she uttered a cry. 

But the water was dark, the floating pip was small, she 
could not .see it, and the current was rapidly carrying her 
to the mill-wheel, when the miller ran out and rescued 
her. 

On the following morning she had,completely i^povered 
her ^?l>irits, and laughingly told her bridesmaids how that 
in the dusk, in crossing the wooden bridge, her foot had 
slipped, she had fallen into tip.; stre.am, and had bcer> 
nearly drowned.* And then,” adde’d she, “ if I really had 
been drowned, what-would Joseph have done?” 

The married ^lie of Anna was not unhappy. It could 
hardly be that in association with so genial, kind, and 
simple a man as Joseph. But it was not altogether the 
ideal ".happiness,anticipated by both. Joseph had to be 
much away from home, sometime.s for days and nights 
together, and Anna found it very tedious to be alone. 
And Joseph might have calculated on a more considerate 
wife. After a hard day of climbing and chasing in the 
mountains, he might have expected that she would hav*e 
a good holTsupper ready for him. But Anna set before him 
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whatever came to hand and cost least trouble. A healthy 
appetite is the best of sauces, she remarked. 

Moreover, the nature of his avocation, scrambling up 
rocks and breaking through an undergrowth of brambles 
and thorns, produced vents and fraying of stockings and 
cloth garments. Instead of cheerfully undertaking the 
repairs, Anua grumbled over each rent, anjl p’.A out his 
garments to be mended* by otheis. It wa' only when 
repair was urgent that she consented to undertake it 
herself, and then it was done with sulky looks, muttered 
reproaches, c.nd was executed so badly that it had to be 
done over again, arid by a hired workwoman. 

lJut Joseph’s natiH'c was so amiable, and he was so fond 
of his pretty wife, that he bore with those defects, and 
turned off her murmurs with a joke, or sealed her pouting 
lips with a kis%. 

There was one thing about Joseph that Anna could not 
relish. Whenever he camc,_ into the village, he was sur¬ 
rounded, besieged by the children. Hardly had he turned 
tlie corner into the square, before it was known that he 
was th'^e, and the lijtle ones burst out of their parents’ 
houses, broke from their sister nurse’s arms, to scampJ;r up 
to Joseph and to jumj) about him. For Joseph somehow 
vdways had nuts or aim ^^ds or sweets in his pockets, and 
for these he made the'children leap, or caftch, or .scramble, 
or sometimes beg, by putting a .sweet on a boy’s nose and 
bidding him hold it there, till he said “ Cat ;h ! ” 

Jo.seph had one particular favourite among all this 
crew, and that was a little lame boy witk a white, pinched 
face, who hobbled about on crutches. 

Him Joseph would single out, take him on his knee, 
seat himself on the stej)s «f the village cross or of the 
churchyard, <and tell him stories of his adventures, of 
the habits of the beasts of the forest. 

Anna, looking out of her window, could see all this ; 
and iiee how before Joseph set the poor crifjple 3own, 
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the child would throw its arms round his neck and kiss 
him. 

Then Joseph would come home with his swinging step 
and joyous faca ^ • 

Anna resented thi^t his first attention sliou)..! be given 
to the children, rcganling it as *iier due, and she often 
showefl (hspleasurc by the chill of her scception of 
her husband. She did not rcprc^irh him in set words, but 
slie did nTit run to meef him, jump into his arms^ and 
respond to his warm ktsses. 

Once he did venture on a miM exjiostulation, “ Annerl, 
why do you not knit my socks or stoclcing-legs ? llome- 
mnde is heart-made. It is a pity b) spend money on* 
buying w^hat is poor stuff, when those made by you would 
not only last on iny calves and feet, but warm the cockles 
of my heart.” ^ • 

To which she replied testily ; “It is you who set the 
c.xample of throwing money ^aw'a^' on sweet things for 
those pestilent little village brat.s,” 

One evening Anna heard an unusual hubbub in the 
square, shouts and laughter, not of (^hildren alon^., but of 
womfcn and men as well, and next moment into the 
house burst Joseph very red, carrying a cradle on his 
head. - 

“ What "is this fcoling for?” asked /inna, turning crimson. 
“An experiment, Annerl, dearest,” answered Jo.seph, set¬ 

ting down the cfa^le. “ 1 have heard it said that a wdfe 
who rocks an empty cradle soon rocks a baby into it. So 
1 have bought tlys and brought it to you. Rock, rock, 
rocl^ Shd when I see a little rosebud in it among the 
snowy linen, I shall cry for joy.” 

Never before had Anna known how dull and dead life 
could be in an empty house. When she had lived with 
her mother, that mother had made her do much of the 
necessary work of the house ; now there was not much to 
be done, and there was no one to exercise compulsioit. 
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If Anna ran out and visited her neighbours, they proved 
to be disinclined for a gossip. During the day they had 
to scrub and bake and cot)k, and in the evening they had 
their husbands and children with them, arid did not relish 
the intrusion of a neighbour. 

The days were weaiy days, and Anna had not the 
energy or the love of work to promjit her to offapy her¬ 
self more than was absohitcly ncces.sar^^ Consei]Ucntl}% 
the house was not kept scrui)r^loiisIy clean. The glass 
and the jiewter and the saucepa'?is did not shine. The 
window-panes were dull. The house linen was unhemmed. 

One evening Joseph sat in a meditative mood over the 
fire, looking into the red embers, and what was unusual 
with him, he did not speak. 

Anna was inclined to take umbrage at this, when all at 
once he looked round at her with his bright pleasant smile 
and said, “Annerl! I have been thinking. One thing is 
wanted to make us supremely happy—a baby in the 
house. It has not pleased God to .send us one, so I pro¬ 
pose that we 'both go on pilgrimage, to Mariahilf to ask 
for one,” 

“Go yourself—I want no baby here,” retorted Anna. 
A few days after this, like a thunderbolt out of a clear 

'sky, came the great affliction on Anna of her husband’s 
death. ‘ f 

Jo.seph had been found shot in the -mountains. He was 
quite dead. The bullet had pierced his' heart. He was 
brought home borne on green fir-boughs interlaced, by- 
four fellow-jagers, and they carried him into his house. 
He had, in all probability, met his death at the Hand of 
smugglers. 

With a cry of horror and grief Anna threw herself on 
Joseph’s body and kissed his pale lips. Now only did she 
realise how deeply all along she had loved him—now that 
.she had lost him. 

Jo^seph was laid in his coffin preparatory to the inter- 
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merit on the morrow. A crucifix and two candles stood 
at his head on a little table covered with a white cloth. 
On a stool at his feet was a bowl containing holy water 
and a sprig of rue. . 

A neighbour had volunteered to keep conjpany with 
Anna during the night, but she had impatiently, wifliout 
spcakhigi repelled the offer. She would s})Qnd the last 
night that he was above groined alone with her dead— 
alone with’^ier thoughts.* 

And what were lhosc»thoughts ? 
Now she remembered how indifferent she had been to 

his wishes,how careless of his comforts; how little she had 
valued his love, had appreciated his cheerfulness, his kind¬ 
ness, his forbearance, his ccjuable temper. 

Now she recalled studied coldness on her part, sharp 
words, mortifying gestures, outbursts of unreasoning and 
unreasonable petulance. 

Now she recalled Joseph scattering nuts among the 
children, addressing kind words to old crones, giving 
wholesome advice to giddy youths. 

She remembered now little endearments shown to her, 
I. • ' 

the jtresents brought her from the fair, the efforts made to 
cheer her with his pleasant stories and quaint jokes. She 
heard again his cheerful voice as he strove to interest her 
in his adventures of the chase. 

As she thus sat silent, numbed by her sorrow, in the 
faint light cast by the two candles, with the shadow of the 
coffin lying black on the floor at her feet, she heard a 
stumping without^; then a hand was laid on the latch, the 
dobi >Jfes timidly oirened, and in upon his crutches came 
the crippled boy. lie looked wistfully at her, but she 
made no sign, and then he hobbled to the coffin and burst 
into tears, and stooped and kissed the brow of his dead 
friend. 

Leaning on his crutches, he took his rosary and said the 
prayers fo* the rest of her and his Joseph’s soulthen 
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shuffled awkwardly to the foot, dipped the spray of rue, 
and sprinkled the dead with the blessed water. 

Next moment the ungainly creature was stumping forth, 
but after he had passed through the door, he turned, 
looked once more towards the dead, put his hand to his 
lips,'and wafted to it his* final farewell. 

Anna no\y took her beads and tried to pray/ but her 
prayers would not leave liier lips; they were choked and 
driven back by the thoughts wkich crowded ufi and be¬ 
wildered her. The chain fell from her fingers upon her 
lap, lay thtre neglected, and then slipped to the floor. 
How the time passed she knew not, neither did she care. 
The clock ticked, and she heard it not; the hours sounded, 
and she regarded them not till in at her ear and through 
her brain came clear the call of the wooden cuckoo an¬ 
nouncing midflight. 

Her eyes had been closed. Now suddenly she was 
roused, and they opened and saw that all was changed. 

The coffin was gone, but by her instead was the cradle 
that years ago* J oseph had brought home, and which .she 
had chenped up for firewood. And now in that cradle lay 
a babe asleep, and with her foot she rocked it, and found 
a strange comfort in so doing. 

She was con.scious of no sense of surprise, only a great 
welling up of joy in' her heart. rrese»itly she heard a 
feeble whimper and saw a stirring in the cradle; little 
hands were put forth gropingly. Then V;he stooped and 
lifted the child to her lap, and clasped it to her heart. Oh, 
how lovely was that tiny creature ! Oh^ how sweet in her 
ears its appealing cry! As she held it to her bos^(5m the 
warm hands touched her throat, and the little lips were 
pressed to her bosom. She pressed it to her. She had 
entered into a new world, a world of love and light and 
beauty and happiness unspeakable. Oh! the babe—the 
l5abe—the babe ! She laughed and cried, and cried and 
laughed and sobbed for very exuberance of joy. It 
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brought warmth to her heart, it made every vein tingle, 
it ingrained her brain with pride. It was hers!—her own I— 
her very own I She could have been content to spend an 
eternity thus, wnth that little one close, close to her heart. 

Then as suddenly all faded away—the cliild in her 
arms was gone as a shadow; her tears congealed* her 
heart w''.s cramped, and a v(jicc spoke within her: “ It is 
not, because jnau would not. You cast the soul away, and 
it went o’V- the mill-whed.” 

Wild with terror, uttering a despairing cry, she started 
up, straining her arms after the lost child, and grasping 
nothing. She looked about her. The light of the candles 
flickered over the face of her dead Joseph. And tick, tick,"' 
tick went the clock. 

She could endure this no more. She opened the door 
to leave the room, and stepped into the outei chamber and 
cast herscT into a chair. And lo! it was no more night. 
The sun, the red evening sun, shone in at the window, and 
on the sill were pots of pinks and mignonette that filled 
the air with fragrance. 

And there at her side stood a little girl with shining fair 
hair,,and the evening sun was on it like the glory a1 out a 
saint. The child raised its large blue eyes to her, pure 
innocent eyes, and said: “Mother, may I say my Cate-' 
chism and prayers before I go to’lacd ? ” 

Then Anna an.^wered and said : “ Oh, my darling ! My 
dearest Barbchen i • All the Catechism is comprehended in 
this: Love God, fear God, always do what is your duty. 
Do Ilis will, and do not seek only your own plea.sure and 
ea.se.. .:^^nd this w'lll give you peace—peace—peace.” 

The little girl knelt and laid her golden head on her 
folded hands upon Anna’s knee and began : “ God bless 
dear father, and mother, and all my dear brothers and 
sisters.” 

Instantly a sharp pang as a knife went through the 
heart «?f A^na, and she cried : “ Thou hast no father .and 

G 
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no mother and no brothers and no sisters, for thou art not, 
because I would not have thee. I cast away thy soul, and 
it went over the mill-wheel.” 

The cuckoo called one. The child had vanished. But 
the door was thrown oj^en, and in the doorway stood a 
younfj couple—one a j^outh with fair hair and the down 

of a moustache on his lip, and oh, in face so Hkc.to the 
dead Joseph. He held the hand a girl, rn black bodice 
and with white sleeves, looking modestly on the ground. 

At once Anna knew what this signified. It was her son 

Florian come to announce that he was engaged, and to 
ask his mother’s sanction. 

Then said the young man, as he came forward leading 
the girl : “ Mother, sweetest mother, this is Susie, the 
baker's daughter, and child of your old and dear fiiend 
Vronie. Wc love one another; we have loved since wc 
were little children together at school, and did our lessons 

out of one book, sitting on one bench. And, mother, the 
bakehouse is to be passed on to me and to Susie, and 
I shall bake Tor all the parish. The good Jesus fed the 

multitude, distributing the loaves through the hands of 
*His apostles. And I shall be His minister feeding His 
people here. Mother, give us your blessing,” 

Then Florian ard the girl knelt to Anna, and with tears 
of happiness in her eyes" she raised her hands over them. 

But ere she could touch them all had vanished. The room 
was dark, and a voice spake within- her: “ There is no 
h^lorian ; there would have been, but you would not. You 
cast his soul into the water, and it passed away for ever 
over the mill-whccl.” 

In an agony of terror Anna sprang from her seat. She 
could not endure the room, the air stifled her ; her brain 

was on fire. She rushed to the back door that opened on 
a kitchen garden, where grew the pot-herbs and cabbages 
for use, tended by Joseph when he returned from his work 
in the mountains. ^ 



THE MOTHER OF PANSIES 83 

IBut she came forth on a strange scene. She was on 
a battlefield. The air was charged with smoke and the 
smell of gunpowder. The roar of cannon and the rattle 
of musketry, the cries of the wounded, and shouts .of 
encouragement rang in her ears in a confuserl din. 

As .she .stood, panting, her hands to her breast, storing 
with wo.i'.dering eyes, before her charged past a battalion 
of .soldiers, and .she knew by.Mieir uniforms that they 
were Bavarians. One of them, as he passed, turned his 
face towards her; it w''s the face of an Aider, fired with 
enthusiasm, .she knew it; it was that of her son Fritz. 

Then came a withering volley, and many ol the gallant 
fellows fell, among them he who carried the standard.' 
Instantly, Fritz snatched it from his hand, waved it over 
hi.s head, shouted, “ Charge, brothers, fill up the ranks ! 
Charge, and the day is ours! ” 

Then *lie remnant closed up and went forward with 
bayonets fi.ved, tramp, tramp. Again an explosion of 
firearms and a den.se cloud of smoke rolled before her and 
she could not see the result. 

She waited, quivering in every limb, holding her br'='ath— 
hoping, fearing, waiting. And as the smoke clean. J she 
saw men carrying to the rear one who had been wounded, 
and in his hand he grasped the Jlag. They laid him at' 
Anna’s fee*-, and she recogni.sed that it was her Fritz. She 
fell on her knee.sgand snatching the kerchief from her 
throat and breast, .'?trovc to .stanch the blood that welled 
from his heart. He looked up into her eyes, with such 
love in them as made her choke with emotion, and he said 
fainCy. “ Miitterclicn, do not grieve for me; we have 
stormed the redoubt, the da>' is ours. Be of good cheer. 
They fly, they fly, those French rascals! Mother, re¬ 
member me—I die for the dear Fatherland.” 

And a comrade standing by said : “ Do not give way to 
your grief, Anna Arler; your son has died the death of a" 
hero.” 
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Then she stooped over him, and saw the glaze of death in 
his eyes, and his lips moved. She bent her ear to' them 
and caught the words; “ I am not, because you would not. 
There is no Fritz ; you cast my soul into the brook and I 
was carried over the mill-wheel.” 

All passed away, the--smell of the powder, the roar of 
the cannon, the volumes of smoke, the ''ry of the battle, 
all—to a dead hush. ma staggered to" her feet, and 
turned to go back to her cottage, and as she aliened the 
door, heard the cuckoo call two. r 

But, as she entered, she found herself to be, not in her 
own room and house—she had strayed into another, and 

‘ she found herself not in a lone chamber, not in her desolate 
home, but in the midst of a strange family scene. 

A woman, a mother, was dying. Her head repo.sed on 
her husband’s breast as he sat on the bed and held her in 
his arms. 

The man had grey hair, his face was overflowed with 
tears, and his eyes re.sted with an expression of devouring 
love on her whom he supported, and who.se brow he now 
and r^ain bent over to kiss. 

About the bed were gathered her children, ay, and also 
her grandchildren, quite young, looking on with solemn, 
wondering eyes oiv^the l^st throes of her whom they had 
learned to cling to and love with all tj'e fervour of their 
simple heart.s. One mite held her, doil, dangling by the 
arm, and the forefinger of her othCi hand was in her 
mouth. Her eyes were brimming, and sobs came from her 
infant breast. She did not understand what was being 
taken from her, but she wept in sympatny with tht, rest. 

Kneeling by the bed was the eldest daughter of the ex¬ 
piring woman, reciting the Litany of the Dying, and the 
sons and another daughter and a daughtcr-in-law repeated 
the responses in voices broken with tears. 

When the recitation of the prayers ceased, there ensued 
for . a while a great stillness, and all eyes rested'on the 
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dying woman. Her lips moved, and she poured forth her 
last p&titions, that left her as rising flakes of fire, kindled 
by her pure and ardent soul. “ O God, comfort and bless 
my dear husband, and ever keep Thy watchful guard o^4er 
my children and my children’s children, that, they may 
walk in the way that leads to Thee, and that in Thine’own 
good time we may all—all be gathered in Thy Paradise 
together, united for evermore. Amen.” 

A spasm contracted ivnna’s heart. This woman^with 
ecstatic, upturned gaze, this woman breathing forth her 
peaceful soul on her husband’s breast, was her own 
daughter Elizabeth, and in the fine outline of her features 
was Joseph’s profile. 

All again was hushed. The father slowly rose and 
quitted his position on the bed, gently laid the head on 
the pillow, put one hand over the eyes that Si.ill looked up 
to heave-i, and with the fingers of the other tenderly 
arranged the straggling hair on each side of the brow. 
Then standing and turning to the rest, with a subdued 
voice he said : “ My children, it has pleased the Lord to 
take to Himself your dear mother and my faithfi’’ com¬ 
panion. The Lord’s will be done.” 

Then ensued a great burst of weepii^g, and Anna’s eyes 
brimmed till .she could see no^^ore. The church bell ■ 
began to 'oil for .a departing spirit. And following each 
.stroke there came'^o .her, as the after-clang of the boom : 
“ There is not, therft has not been, an Elizabeth, There 
would have been ail this—but thou wouldest it not. For 
the soul of thy Elizabeth thou didst send down the mill- 
stream and over the wheel.” 

Frantic with shame, with sorrow-, not knowing what she 
did, or whither she went, Anna made for the front door of 
the house, ran forth and stood in the village square. 

To her unutterable amazement it was vastly changed. 
Moreojer, the sun was shining brightly, and it gleamed 
over a newiparish church, of cut white stone, very stately, 
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with a gilded spire, with windows of wondrous lacework. 
I^lags were flying, festoons of flowers hung everywhere. 
A triumphal arch of leaves and young birch trees was at 
the gravej’-ard gate. The square was crowded with the 
pea.sants, all in their holiday attire. 

Silent, Anna stood a-nd looked around. And as she 
stood she heard the talk of the people about her."' * 

One said : “ It is a grcylt thing that Johann von Arler 
has «done for his native village'.^ liut sec, he is a good 
man, and he is a great architect.” ■ 

“ But why,” asked another, “do you call him Von Arler? 
He was the son of that Joseph the Jaj^er who was killed 
by the smugglers in the mountains.” 

“That is true liut do you not know that the king has 
ennobled him ? He has done such great things in the 
Residenz. He built the new Town Hall, which is thought 
to be the finest thing in liavaria. He added a new wing 
to the Talace, and he has rebuilt very many churches, and 
designed mansions for the rich citizens and the ncjblcs. 
liut although he is such a famous man his heart is in the 
right**^-'2-)lacc. He never forgets that he was born in 
Siebenstein. Hook what a beautiful house he has bu*llt for 
himself and his family on the mountain-side. He is there 
in summer, and it'i!; furuished magnificently. Hut he will 
not suffer the old, humble Arler cotiaire here to be 
meddled with. They say that he values it above gold. 
And this is the new church he has erected in his native 
village—that is good.” 

“Oh! he is a good man is Johann ; he was always a 
j^ood and .serious boy, and never happy without L pencil 
in his hand. You mark what 1 say. Some day hence, 
when he is dead, there will be a statue erected in his 
honour here in this market-place, to commemorate the one 
famous man that has been produced by Siebcn.stein. But 
see—see ! Here he comes to the dedication of the new 
church.” 
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Then, through the throng advanced a blonde, middle- 
aged *man, with broad forehead, clear, bright blue eyes, 
and a flowing light beard. All the men present plucked 
off their hats to him, and made way for him as he ad¬ 
vanced. But, lull of smiles, he nad a hand and a warm 
pressure, and a kindly word and a question as to family 
concerns, for each who was near. 

All at once’his eye encounteied that of Anna. A flash 
of recognitijn and joy kindled it up, and, extending hi.s 
arms, he thrust his way towards her, crying: “My mother! 
my own mother ! ” 

Then—^just as she was about to be folded to his heart, 
all faded aw’ay, and a voice said in her soul: “ He is no soiT 
of thine, Anna Arler. He is not, because thou wouldest 
not. He might have been, God had so purposed ; but thou 
madest His purpose of none effect. Thou didst send his 
soul over the mill-wheel.” 

And then faintly, as from a far distance, sounded in her 
ear the call of the cuckoo—three. 

The magnificent new church had shrivelled up to the 
original mean little edifice Anna had known a!i ^'fr life. 
The square was deserted, the cold faint glimmer of oming 
dawn was visible over the eastern moi^ntain-tops, but stars 
still shone in the sky. 

With r’ cry pain, like a wounded beast, Anna ran 
hither and thitheT seeking a refuge, and then fled to the 
one home and tdfeting-place of the troubled soul—the 
church. She thrust open the swing-door, pushed in, sped 
over the uneven floor, and flung herself on her knees 
beiore the altar. 

But see! before that altar stood a priest in a vestment 
of black-and-silver; and a serving-boy knelt on his right 
hand on a lower stage. The candles were lighted, for the 
priest was about to say Mass. There was a rustling of feet, 
a soiyid as of people entering, and many were kneeling, 
shortly after, on each side of Anna, and still they came 



88 A BOOK OF GHOSTS 
# 

( 

on ; she turned about and looked and saw a great crowd 
pressing in, and strange did it seem to her eyes that'all— 
men, women, and children, young and old—seemed to bear 
in (their faces something, a trace only in many, of the 
Arler or the Voss features. And the little serving-boy, as 
he shifted his position, showed her his profile—it W'as like 
her little brother who had died when he was sixteen. 

Then the priest turned,;himself about, arid said, “ Ore- 
mus.”. And she knew him—he* was her own son—her 
Joseph, named after his dear fath&r. 

The M ass began, and proccctled to the “ Sursum corda ” 
—“Lift up your hearts!”—when the celebrant stood facing 
the congregation writh extended arms, and all responded : 
“ We lift them up unto the Lord.” 

I3ut then, instead of proceeding with the accustomed 
invocation, he'raised his hands high above hi.s head, with 
the palms towards the congregation, and in a loud, stern 
voice exclaimed— 

“ Cursed is the unfruitful field I ” 
“ Amen.” 
“ C«45ed is the barren tree ! ” 
“ Amen.” > 
“ Cursed is the empty house I ” 
“ Amen.” '; ^ 
“ Cursed is the fishless lake!” 
“ Amen.” ^ 
“ Forasmuch as Anna Arler, born Voss, might have 

been the mother of countless generations, as the sand of 
the seashore for number, as the .stars of heaven for bright¬ 
ness, of generations unto the end of time, even of ah of 
us now gathered together here, but she would not—there¬ 
fore shall she be alone, with none to comfort her; sick, 
with none to mini.ster to her; broken in heart, with none 
to bind up her wounds ; feeble, and none to stay her up ; 
dead, and none to pray for her, for she would not^-she 
shall, have an unforgotten and unforgettable past, and have 
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no future ; remorse, but no hope ; she shall have tears, but 
no laughter—for she would not. Woe! woe! woe!” 

He lowered his hands, and the tapers were extinguished, 
the celebrant faded as a vision of the night, the seryer 
vanished as an incense-cloud, the congregation disappeared, 
melting into shadows, and then from shadows to nothing¬ 
ness,‘w’ithout stirring from their places, and without a 
sound. • 

And Anif.1, with a scream of despair, flung hcr.self foi^ward 
with her face on the pa '^eincnt, and her hands extended. 

Two years ago, during the first week in June, an English 
traveller arrived at Siebcnstcin and put up at the “ Krone,*’ 
where, as he was tired and hungry, he ordered an early 
supper. When that was discussed, he strolled forth into 
the village square, and leaned against the w'^all of the 
churchyard. The sun had set in the valley, but the 
mountain-peaks were .still in the glory of its rays, sur¬ 
rounding the place as a golden crown. lie lighted a cigar, 
and, looking into the cemetery, observed there an old 
woman, bowed over a grave, above ^which .stood / ,rfros.s, 
in.scribed “Joseph Arler,” and she was tendi ig the 
flow'ers on it, and laying over the arms of ^the cross a little 
wreath of heart’.s-ca.se or pansySh’- had in her hand n 
small bar-ket. Presently she rose and walked tow^ards the 
gate, by which stood, the traveller. 

As she passed* 'he said kindly to her: “ Griiss Gott, 
Mutterchen.” 

She looked steadily at him and replied : “ Honoured sir ! 
thaV \fhich is past may be repented of, but can never be 
undone 1 ” and "went on her way. 

He was struck wdth her face. He had never before seen 
one so full of boundless sorrow—almost of despair. 

His eyes followed her as she walked towards the mill- 
streaqfi, and there she took her place on the wooden bridge 
that crosssd it, leaning over the handrail, and looking dowm 
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into the water. An impulse of curiosity and of interest 
led him to follow her at a distance, and he saw her pick a 
flower, a pansy, out of her basket, and drop it into the 
cur/ent, which caught and carried it forward. Then she 
took a second, and allowed it to fall into the water. Then, 
after 'an interval, a third-< a fourth ; and he counted seven 
in all. After that she bowed her head on her hands, her 
grey hair fell over them, an#* she broke into at paroxysm of 
weepi^ng. 

The traveller, standing by the ^stream, saw the seven 
pansies swept dov/n, and one by one pass over the revolving 
wheel and vanish. 
• He turned himself about to return to his inn, when, seeing 
a grave peasant near, he asked : “ Who is that poor old 
woman who seems so broken down with sorrow ? ” 

“ That,” repKed the man, “ is the Mother of I’ansies.” 
“ The Mother of Pansies ! ” he repeated. 
“ Well—it is the name she has acquired in the place. 

Actually, she is called Anna Arler, and is a widow. She 
was the wife of one Joseph Arler, a jager, who was shot by 
smuggif^rs. But that Js many, many years ago. She is not 
right in her head, but she is harmless. When her husband 
was brought home dead, she insisted on being left alone in 
the night by him, s/efore^ he was buried alone,—with his 
coffin. And what happened in that night no one knows. 
Some affirm that she saw ghosts, I do.ndt know—she may 
have had Thoughts. The French word^ior these flowers is 
pensees—thoughts—and she will have none others. When 
they arc in her garden she collects them,^and does as she 
has done now. When she has none, she goes aboutVo ner 
neighbours and begs them. She comes here every evening 
and throws in seven—^just seven, no more and no less—and 
then weeps as one whose heart would split. My wife on 
one occasion offered her forget-me-nots. ‘No,’ she said; 
‘ f cannot send forget-me-nots after those who never^vvere, 
I can. send only Pansies.’” * 
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. A WIFE’S^STORY 

IN 18^6 took a hcfiise in one of the best streets and 
parts of B-. I do not give the name of the street 

or the number of the house, because the circumstances 
that occurred in that place were such as to make people 
nervous, and shy—unreasonably so—of taking those lodg¬ 
ings, after reading our experiences therein. 

We were a small family—my husband, a grown-up 
daughter, and myself^ and we had two maids—a cook, and 
the other was house- and parlourmaid in one. We had 
not been a fortnight in the house before my daughter said 
to me one morning : “ Mamma, I do not like Jane ”—that 
was our house-parlourmaid. 

“Why so?” I asked. “She scem^ respectable,-im^she 
doetc her work systematically. 1 have no fault to Uiid with 
her, none whatever.” ^ 

“ She may do her work,” said .Cessiei* my daughter, “ but 
I di.slikc 'inquisitiveness.” 

“ Inquisitiveness ! ” 1 exclaimed. “ What do you mean ? 
Has she been lor'king into your drawers ? ” 

“ No, mamma, but .she watches me. It is hot weather 
now, and when I am in my room, occasionally, I leave my 
door tJpen whilst writing a letter, or doing any little bit of 
needlework, and then I am almost certain to hear her out¬ 
side. If I turn sharply round, I sec her slipping out of 
sight. It is most annoying. I really was unaware that I 
was such an interesting personage as to make it worth 
anyq'jie’s while to spy out my proceedings.” 

“ Nons\jnsc, my dear. You are sure it is Jane ? ” . 

91 
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“ Well—I suppose so," There was a slight hesitation in 
her voice. “If not Jane, who can it be?" 

“ Are you sure it is not cook ? " 
" Oh, no, it is not cook ; she is busy in the kitchen, I 

have heard her there, when I have gone outside my room 
upon the landing, after having caught that girl watching 
me." 

“If you have caught her^ said 1, “ I suppose you spoke 
to hei; about the impropriety of hJr conduct." ' 

“Well, caught is the wrong won\ I have not actually 
caught her at it. Only to-day I distinctly heard her at my 
door, and I saw her back as she turned to run away, when 
1 went towards her.” 

“ But you followed her, of course ? ” 
“Yes, but I did not find her on the landing when I got 

outside.” 
“ Where was she, then ? ” 
“ I don’t know.” 
“ But did you not go and see ? ” 
“She slipi^ed away with astonishing celerity,” said Bessie, 
‘‘ Luaen take no steps in the matter. If she does it again, 

speak to her and remonstrate.” c 
“But I never have a. chance. She is gone in a moment.” 

’ “ She cannot get iaway quickly as all that.” 
“ Somehow she does,” 
“And you are sure it is Jane?” again I asked; and 

again she replied; “If not Jane, wh6 else can it be? 
There is no one else in the house.” 

So this unpleasant matter ended, for the time. The 
next intimation of something of the sort proceeded from 
another quarter—in fact, from Jane herself. She came to 
me some days later and said, with some embarrassment in 
her tone— 

“If you please, ma*am, if I do not give satisfaction, I 
would rather leave the situation.” 

“Leave!” I exclaimed. “Why, I have not given you 
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the slightest cause. I have not found fault with you for 
anything as yet, have I, Jane? On the contrary, I have 
been much pleased with the thoroughness of your work. 
And you arc always tidy and obliging.” 

“ It isn’t th<'tt, ma’am ; but I '(lon't like being watched 
whatever I do.’” , 

“Watched!” I repeated. “What do you mean ? You 
surely do not suppose that I'^am running after you when 
you are en^jaged on y»!»ur occupations. I assure you I 
have other and more irjiportant things to do.” 

“No, ma'am, I don’t suppose you do.” 
“ Then who watches you ? ” 
“ I think it must be Mi.ss Bessie.” • 
“Miss Bessie!” I could say no more, I was so astounded. 
“Yes, ma’am. When I am sweeping out a room, and 

my back is turned, I hear her at the door; ;yid when I turn 
myself rbout, I just c^Lch a glimpse of her running away. 
I see her skirts-” 

“ Mi.ss Bessie is above doing anything of the sort.” 
“ If it is not Miss Bessie, who is it, ma’am ? ” 
There was a tone of indecision in her voice. 
“My good Jane,” said I, “set your mind at rest, Miss 

Bessie could not act as you suppose. Have you seen her 
on these occasions and assured your.self that it is she ? ” 

“ No, ma’am, I've not, so to sf)cak, seen her face; but I 
know it ain’t cook, and I’m sure it ain’t you, ma’am ; so 
who else can it be^ 

I considered for some moments, and the maid stood 
before me in dubious mood. 

*'*^Y6»u say yoi& saw her skirts. Did you recognise the 
gown ? What did she wear ? ” 

“ It was a light cotton print—more like a maid’s morn¬ 
ing dress.” 

“ Well, set your mind at ease; Miss Bessie has not got 
such a frock as you describe.” 

“ I*^doy’t think she has,’' said Jane; “but there was 
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someone at the door, watching me, who ran away when I 
turned myself about/* 

“ Did she run upstairs or down ? 
“ I don't know. I did go out on the landing, but there 

was no one there. I'm sure it wasn’t cook, for 1 heard her 
clattering the dishes down in the kitchen at the time/' 

“ Well, Jane, there is some mystery in this. I will not 
accept your notice; we wil’ let matters stand over till we 
can look into this complaint of .yours and discover the 
rights' of it/* 

“Thank you, ma’am. Fm very comfortable here, but it 
is unpleasant to suppose that one is not trusted, and is 
spied on wherever one goes and whatever one is about/* 

A week later, after dinner one evening, when Bessie and 
1 had quitted the tabic and left my husband to his smoke, 
Bessie said to me, when we were in tlie drawing-room 
together: “ Mamma, it is not Jane/’ 

“What is not Jane?’* I asked. 
“ It is not Jane who watches me.” 
“ Who can it-be, then ? '* 
“i_clon’t know/* 
“And how is it that you arc confident that you are not 

being observed by Jane ? ** 
“ Because I have-scen her—that is to say, her head/* 
“ When ? where ? ** 
“Whilst dressing for dinner, I was before the glass 

doing my hair, when I saw in the mirro; someone behind 
me. I had only the two candles lighted on the table, and 
the room was otherwise dark, I thought I heard someone 
stirring—^just the sort of stealthy step I have cor.ne i:o 
recognise as having troubled me so often. I did not turn, 
but looked steadily before me into the glass, and 1 could 
see reflected therein someone—a woman with red hair. 
Then 1 moved from my place quickly. I heard steps 
of some person hurrying away, but 1 saw no one then/* 

“ The door was open ? ” 
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“ No; it was shut.” 
“ But where did she go ? ” 
“ I do not know, mamma. I looked everywhere in the 

room and could find no one. I have been quite upset. I 
cannot tell what to think of thi.s.» T feel utterly unhinged. ’ 

“ I noticed at table that 5^ou did not appoar well, but 
I said jiothing about it. Your father gets so alarmed, and 
fidgets and fosses, if he think*^ that there is anything the 
matter wilh^you. But this is a most extraordinary story.” 

“ It is an extraordinary fact,” said IBc.ssie. 
"You have searched your room thoroughly ? ” 
" I have looked into every corner.” 
" And there is no one there?” 
"No one. Would you mind, mamma, sleeping with me 

to-night ? I am so frightened. Do you think it can be a 
ghost ? ” ^ 

“ Gho.*:*- ? Fiddlestfcks ! ” 
I made some excuse to my husband and spent the night 

in Bessie’s room. There was no disturbance that night of 
any sort, and although my daughter was excited and un¬ 
able to sleep till long after midnight, she did fall Ji^to 
refreshing slumber at last, and in the\norning said ^o me: 
“ MiJmma, I think I must have fancied that I saw some¬ 
thing in the glass. I dare say my .a<?rves were over¬ 
wrought.” ' • 

I v/as greatly relieved to hear this, and I arrived at much 
the same conclu;»i4)i1 as did Bessie, but was again be- 
wildeied, and my mind un.settled by Jane, who came to 
me just before lunch, when I was alone, and said— 

ri^se, ma’arA, it’s only fair to say, but it’s not Miss 
Bessie.” 

“What is not Miss Bessie? I mean, who is not Miss 
Bessie ? ” 

" Her as is spying on me.” 
“ I told you it could not be she. Who is it ? ” 
" P?ease, ma’am, I don’t know. It’s a red-haired girl.” 
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“ But, Jane, be serious. There is no red-haired girl in 
the house.” 

“ I know there ain’t, ma’am. But for all that, she spies 
on me.” 

Be reasonable, Jane,’* 1 said, disguising the shock her 
words produced on me., “If there be no red-haired girl 
in the house, how can you have one watching you?-”, 

“I don’t know; but one/Joes.” 
“ How do you know that she iis'red-haired ? ” •' 
“ fiecause 1 have seen her.” 
“ When ? ” 
“This morning.” 

1 “Indeed?” 
“Yes, ma’am. I was going upstairs, when I heard steps 

coming softly after me—the backstairs, ma’am ; they’re 
rather dark and steep, and there’s no carpet on them, as 
on the front stairs, and I was sure I'heard someone follow¬ 
ing me ; so I twisted about, thinking it might be cook, but 
it wasn’t. I saw a young w^man in a print dress, and the 
light as came from the window at the side fell on her head, 
and it was carrots—reg’lar carrots.” 

' “ Did you see her Yace ? ” 
“ No, ma’am ; .she put her arm up and turned and ran 

downstairs, and’I svent after her, but I never found her.” 
“You followed her—how far?” 
“To the kitchen. Cook wa.s there. And I said to cook, 

says I; ‘Did you see a girl come this way?’ And she 
said, short-like; ‘No.’” 

“ And cook saw nothing at all ? ” 
“Nothing. She didn’t seem best plealsed at myi.axrng. 

I suppose I frightened her, as I’d been telling her about 
how I was followed and spied on.” 

I mused a moment only, and then said solemnly— 
“Jane, what you want is a pill. You are suffering from 

hallucinations. I know a case very much like yours ; and 
take my word for it that, in your condition of liver or 
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digestion, a pill is a sovereign remedy. Set your mind at 
rest,“this is a mere delusion, caused by pressure on the 
optic nerve. I will give you a pill to-night when you go to 
bed, another to-morrow, a third on the day after, and that 
will settle the red-haired girl. You will see no more of her.” 

“ You think so, ma’am ? ” 
” I, am sure of it.” 
On coiisidejation, I Ihoughv.it as well to mention the 

matter to the cook, a strange, reserved woman, not jjiven 
to talking, who did hr r work admirably, but whom, for 
some inexplicable reason, I did not like. If I had con¬ 
sidered a little further as to how to broach the subject, 
I should perhaps have proved more successful; but by not 
doing so I rushed the question and obtained no satisfaction. 

I had gone down to the kitchen to order dinner, and the 
difficult question had arisen how to dispose of the scraps 
from yesterday’s joint. 

” Rissoles, ma’am ? ” 
“No,” said I, “not rissoles. Your master objects to them.” 
“ Then perhaps croquettes ? " 
“ They are only rissoles in disguise.” 
“ Perhaps cottage pie ? ” 
“ No; that is inorganic rissole, a sort of protoplasm out 

of which rissoles are developed.” 
“ Then, ma’am, I might make ^ hash.” 
“ Not an ordinary, barefaced, rudimentary hash?” 
“ No, ma’am, v i^h French mushrooms, or truffles, or 

tomatoes.” 
“Well—yes—perhaps. 15y the way, talking of tomatoes, 

wl-o is.that red-hkired girl who has been about the house ? ” 
“ Can’t say, ma’am.” 
I noticed at once that the eyes of the cook contracted, 

her lips tightened, and her face assumed a half-defiant, 
half-terrified look. 

“You have not many friends in this place, have you, 
cook ?^’ ^ 

11 
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“ No, ma’am, none.” 
“ Then who can she be ? ” 
“ Can’t say, ma’am.” 
“You can throw no light on the matter? It is very un¬ 

satisfactory having a person about the house—and she has 
been seen upstairs—of whom one knows nothing.” 

“ No doubt, ma’am.” ^ 
“ And 3^ou cannot enligh.en me ? ” 
“ She is no friend of mine.” 
“Nor is she of Jane’s. Jane spoke to me about her. 

Has she remarked concerning this girl to you ?’” 
“ Can’t say, ma’am, as I notice all Jane says. She talks 

d good deal.” 
“You see, there must be someone who is a stranger and 

who has access to this house. It is most awkward.” 
“ Very so, ma’am.” 
I could get nothing more from the cook. I might as 

well have talked to a log ; and, indeed, her face assumed 
a wooden look as I continued to speak to her on the 
matter. So I s’ighcd, and said— 

r-'ry well, hash with tomato,” and went upstairs. 
A few days later the house-parlourmaid said to me, 

“ Please, ma’am, may I have another pill ? ” 
“ Pill! ” I exclaiihed. “ Why ? ” 
“Because I have seen her again. She was behind the 

curtains, and I caught her putting out her red head to look 
at me.” *' 

“ Did you see her face ? ” 
“ No ; she up with her arm over it and scuttled away.” 
“ This is strange. I do not think I have more tli&n £wo 

podophyllin pills left in the box, but to those you are wel¬ 
come. Only I should recommend a different treatment. 
Instead of taking them yourself, the moment you see, or 
fancy that you see, the red-haired girl, go at her with the 
box and threaten to administer the pills to her. That will 
rout her, if anything will.” 
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“ But she will not stop for the pills.” 
“ The threat of having them forced on her every time 

she shows herself will disconcert her. Conceive, I am 
supposing, that ,on each occasion Miss Bessie, or I, were* to 
meet you on the stairs, in a room, on the landing, in the 
hall, we were to rush on j-ou and force, let us say, castor-oil 
globules between your lips. A'’ou would give notice at 

n • ' 
once. 

“ Yes ; so i should, ma’am.” 
” Well, try this upon the rcd-liaired girl. It will r-rove 

infallible.” 
“ Thank you, ma’am ; what }’ou say seems reasonable.” ^ 
W'hether Bessie saw more of the puzzling apparition, 

I cannot say. Sbe .sp<.)ke no further on the matter to me ; 
but that may have been so as to cause me no further un¬ 
easiness. I was unable to re.solve the question to my own 
satisfaction—whether what had been seen was a real 
person, who obtained acce.ss to the house in some un¬ 
accountable manner, or whether it was, what J have called 
it, an apparition. 

As far as I could ascertain, noth'ng had been Laken 
away The movements of the red-haired girl were not 
those of one who sought to pilfer. They seemed to me 
rather those of one not in her* right mind; and on this 
supposition I made inquiries in the neighbourhood as to 
the existence in our street, in any of the adjoining houses, 
of a person wanting in her wits, who was suffered to run 
about at will. But 1 could obtain no information that at 
all threw light on a point to me .so perplexing. 

Hitherto I had not mentioned the topic to my husband. 
I knew so well that I should obtain no help from him, that 
I made no effort to seek it. He would “ Pish! ” and 
“ Pshaw! ” and make some slighting reference to women’s 
intellects, and not further trouble himself about the matten 

But ^ne day, to my great astonishment, he referred to 
it himself.* *• 



loo A BOOK OF GHOSTS 

“Julia,” said he, “do you observe how I have cut myself 
in shaving?” 

“Yes, dear,” I replied. “You have cotton-wool sticking 
to your jaw, as if you were growing a white whisker on 
one side.” 

“It bled a great deal,”'said he. 
“ 1 am sorry to hear it.” * 
“ And I mopped up the olood \gilh the ncvv toilet-cover.” 
“Never!” I exclaimed. “You haven’t been so foolish 

as to do that?” •- 
“Yes, .;\nd that is just like you. You arc much more 

concerned about your toilet-cover being stained than about 
my poor cheek which is gashed.” 

“You were very clumsy to do it,” was all I could sa)^. 
Married people are not always careful to preserve the 
amenities in private life. It is a pity, but it is so. 

“ It was due to no clumsiness on my part,” said he; 
“ though I do allow my nerves have been so shaken, 
broken, by married life, that I cannot always command 
my hand, as was the case when I was a bachelor. But 

time it was due. to that new, stupid, red-haired servant 
you have introduced into the house without consuItir?g me 
or m)’ pocket.” 

“ Red-haired servant!,” ! echoed. 
“Yes, that red-haired girl I have seen about. She thrusts 

herself into my study in a most offensive and objec¬ 
tionable way. But the climax of ah was this morning, 
when I was shaving. I stood in my shirt before the glass, 
and had lathered my face, and was engaged on my right 
jaw, when that red-haired girl rushed between me'and the 
mirror with both her elbows up, screening her face with 
her arm.s, and her head bowed. I started back, and in so 
doing cut myself.” 
. “ Where did she come from ? ” 

“ How can I tell ? I did not expect to see anyoite.” 
“ Then where did she go ? ” 
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“ I do not know ; I was too concerned about my bleed¬ 
ing jaw to look about me. That girl must be dismissed.” 

“ I wish she could be dismissed,” I said. 
“ What do you mean ? ” 
I did not answer my husband, for I really did not know 

what answer to make. 
I wfts now the only person in the house who had not 

seen the red-laaired girb excc?^)t possibly the cook, from 
whom 1 could gather nothing, but whom I suspected of 
knowing more conccrnhig this mysterious apparit'on than 
she chose to admit. That what had been seen by Bessie 
and Jane was a supernatural visitant, I now felt convinced, 
seeing that it had ap[)eared to that least imaginative and 
most commonplace of all individuals, my husband. By no 
mental process could he have been got to imagine any¬ 
thing. fie certainly did see this red-haired girl, and that 
no livinc, corporeal maid had been in his dressing-room at 
the time I was perfectly certain. 

I was soon, however, myself to be included in the 
number of those before whose eyes she appeared. It was 
in this wise. 

Cook had gone out to do some marketing, 1 was in trie 
breakfast-room, when, wanting a funnel to fill a little phial 
of brandy I always keep on the wa^hstand in case of 
emergencies, I went to the heaef of the kitchen stairs, to 
descend and fetch what 1 required. Then I was aware of 
a great clattering' of the fire-irons below, and a banging 
about of the boiler and grate. I went down the steps very 
hastily and entered the kitchen. 

ThiSrc I saw a figure of a short, set girl in a shabby 
cotton gown, hot over clean, and slipshod, stooping before 
the stove, and striking the fender with the iron poker. 
She had fiery red hair, very untidy. 

I uttered an exclamation. 
Instantly she dropped the poker, and covering her face 

with hei# arms, uttering a strange, low cry, she dashed 
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round the kitchen table, making nearly the complete 
circuit, and then swept past me, and I heard her clattering 
up the kitchen stairs. 

I was too much taken aback to follow. I stood as one 
pefrified. I felt dazed and unable to trust cither my eyes 
or my ears. 

Something like a minute must have elapsed before I 
had sufficiently recovered 'o turn^ and leav^ the kitclien. 
Then I ascended .slowly and, I confess, nervci'isly.' I was 
fearful lest I should find the rod-haired girl cowering 
against the wall, and that I should have to pass her. 

But nothing was to be seen. 1 reached the hall, and 
raw that no door was open from it except that of the 
breakfast-room. I entered and thoroughly examined every 
recess, corner, and conceivable hiding-place, but could find 
no one there. Then I ascended the .staircase, with my 
hand on the balustrade, and searched all the rooms on the 
first fiotir, v/ithout the least success. Above were the 
servants’ apartments, and I now resolved on mounting to 
them. Here the staircase was uncarpeted. As I was 
astf^pding. I heard Jane at work in her room. I then 
heard her come out*" hastily upon the landing. At. the 
same moment, with a rush past me, uttering the same 
lyioan, went the red-haired girl. I am sure I felt her skirts 
sweep my dress. I did not notice her till she was close 
upon me, but I did distinctly see her as she pas.sed. I 
turned, and saw no more. 

I at once mounted to the landing where was Jane. 
“ What is it ? ” I asked. 
“ Please, ma’am. I’ve seen the red-haired girl again, ahd 

I did as you recommended. I went at her rattling the 
pill-box, and she turned and ran downstairs. Did you see 
her, ma’am, as you came up ? ” 

“ How inexplicable! ” I said. I would not admit to 
Jine that 1 had seen the apparition. ^ 

The situation remained unaltered for a wef*k. The 
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mystery was unsolved. No fresh light had been thrown 
on it. I did not again see or hear anything out of the 
way ; nor did my husband, I presume, for he made no 
further remarks relative to the extra servant who had 
caused him so much annoyance. I presume he suppdsed 
that I had summarily dismissed^ her. This I-^conjectured 
frona "a smugness assumed by his face, such as it always 
acquired whea he had parried a point against me—which 
was noL often. 

However, one evenijig, abruptly, we had a new sensa¬ 
tion. My husband, Bessie, and I were at dinner, aiid we 
were partaking of the soup, Jane standing by, waiting to 
change our plates and to remove the tureen, when vge 
dropped our spoons, alarmed by fearful screams issuing 
from the kitchen. By the way, characteristically, my 
husband finished his soup before he laid down the spoon 
and said— 

'* Good gracious ! What is that ? ” 
Bessie, Jane, and I were by this time at the door, and 

we rushed together to the kitchen stairs, and one after the 
other ran down them. I was the first to enter, and I saw 
cook wrapped in flames, and a paraffin lamp on the floor 
broken, and the blazing oil flowing over it. 

I had sufficient pre.sencc of mind to catch up the cocoa- 
nut matring which was not irnplegnated with the oil, and 
to throw it round cook, wrap her tightly in it, and force 
her down on the fjobr where not overflowed by the oil. I 
held her thus, and Bessie succoured me. Jane was too 
frightened to do other than scream. The cries of the 
burni' woman were terrible. Presently my husband ap¬ 
peared. 

“ Dear me ! Ble.ss me ! Good gracious ! ” he said. 

“You go away and fetch a doctor,” I called to him; 
“ you can be of no possible service here—^you only get 
in oyr way.” 

“ But^he dinner ? ” 
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“ Bother the dinner! Run for a surgeon.” 
In a little while we had removed the poor woman to her 

room, she shrieking the whole way upstairs; and, when 
there, we laid her on the bed, and kept her folded in the 
cocoanut matting till a medical man arrived, in spite of 
her struggles to be free. My husband, on this occasion, 
acted with commendable promptness; but whether because 
he was impatient for the coi^ipletior of his meal, or whether 
his slpggish nature was for once touched with human sym¬ 
pathy, it is not for me to say. 

All 1 kiiow is that, so soon as the surgeon'was there, 
I dismissed Jane with “ There, go and get your master the 
rest of his dinner, and leave us with cook.” 

The poor creature was frightfully burnt. She was at¬ 
tended to devotedly by Bessie and myself, till a nurse was 
obtained from the hospital. For hours she was as one mad 
with terror as much as with pain. 

Next day she was quieter and sent for me. I hastened 
to her, and she begged the nurse to leave the room. I 
took a chair arid seated myself by her bedside, and ex- 
pi'cssed my profound commiseration, and told her that I 
should like to know how the accident had taken place. 

“ Ma’am, it was the red-haired girl did it.” 
r“ The red-haired girl! ” ^ 
“Yes, ma’am. I took a lamp to look how the-fish was 

getting on, and all at once 1 saw her rush straight at me, 
and I—I backed, thinking she would knock me down, and 
the lamp fell over and smashed, and my clothes caught, 
and-” 

“ Oh, cook ! you should not have taken the lamp.”"'' 
“ It’s done. And she would never leave me alone till 

she had burnt or scalded me. You needn’t be afraid—she 
don’t haunt the house. It is me she has haunted, because 
of what I did to her.” 

* Then you know her ? ” > 
“ She was in service with me, as kitchenmaid, at* my last 
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place, near Cambridge. I took a sort of hate against her, 
she was such a slattern and so inquisitive. She peeped 
into my letters, and turned out my box and drawers, she 
was ever prying; and when I spoke to her, she was that 
saucy ! I reg’lar hated her. And one day she was kneeling 
by the stove, and I was there, too, and I .suppo.se the devil 
posse's.scd me, for I upset the bf^iler as was on the hot-plate 
right upon her^ just as i-he looked up, and it poured over 
her face and bosom, and arms, and .scalded her that d'-ead- 
ful, .she died. And sin«;e then she has haunted me. But 
she’ll do so no more. She won’t trouble you further. She 
has done for me, as she has always minded to do, since 
I scalded her to death.” ' 

The unhappy woman did not recover, 
“ Dear me ! no hope ? ” .said my husband, when informed 

that the surgeon despaired of her. “ And good cooks are 
so scarce. By the way, that red-haired girl ? ” 

“ Gone—gone for ever,” I said. 



A PROFESSIONAL SECRET 
I 

{ * Mr. LEVERIDGE was in a solicitor’s office at Swan- 
ton. Mr. Lcvcridge had b&cn brought up well by a 

sensible father and an excellent mother. Ilis principles left 
nothing to be desired. His father was now dead, and his 

'mother did not reside at Swanton, but near her own re¬ 
lations in another part of England. Joseph Leveridge was 
a mild, inoffensive man, wdth fair hair and a full head. He 
was so shy that he did not move in Society as he might 
have done had he been self-assertive. But he was fairly 
happy—not so happy as he might have been, for reasons to 
be shortly given. 

Swanton was a small market-town, that woke into life 
every Friday, which was market-day, burst into boisterous 
levity at the Michaelmas fair, and then lapsed back into 
decorum ; it was, except on Fridays, somnolent during the 
-iay and asleep at nighty 

Swanton was not a manufacturing town. It possessed 
one iron foundry and a brewery, so that it afforded little 
employment for the labouring classeo, yet the labouring 
classes crowded into it, although cottage rents were high, 
because the farmers could not afford, owing to the hard 
times, to employ many hands on the land, and iiecause 
their wives and daughters desired the distractions and dis¬ 
sipations of a town, and supposed that both were to be 
found in superfluity at Swanton. 

There was a large town hall with a magistrates’ court, 
where the bench sat every month once. The church, in 
the centre of the town, w^as an imposing structure of 
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stone, very cold within. The presentation was in the 
hands* of the Simecnite Trustees, so that the vicar was 
of the theological school—if that can be called a school 
where nothing is taught—called Evangelical. The services 
ever long and dismal. The Vicar slowly and impressively 
declaimed the prayers, preached lengtliy sermons, and con- 
demiietl the congregation to si^g out of the Mitre hymnal. 

The principal solicitoi^ Mr. Stork, was clerk'of the petty 
sessions*and-registrar. He did a limited amount of legal 
work ft)r the landed gtnitry round, was trustee to some 
widows and orphans, anrl 'vas consulted by tottering 
yeomen as to their financial difficulties, lent them some 
money to relieve their immediate embarrassments, on the 
security of their land, which ultimately passed into his 
possession, 

To this gentleman Mr. Levcritlge had been articled. He 
had been induced to adopt the legal profession, not from 
any true vocation, but at the^ instigation of his mother, 
who had urged him to fidlow in the professional foot¬ 
steps of his revered father. But the occupation was not 
one that accorded with the tastes of the young man, who, 
notwithstanding his apparent mildness and softness, was 
not deficient in brains. He was a shrewd observer, and 
was endowed with a redundant imagination. 

From a* child he had scribbled stories, and with his 
pencil had illustrated them; but this luid brought upon him 
severe rebukes froituliis mother, who looked with disfavour 
on w'orks of imagination, and his father had taken him 
across his knee, of course before he was adult, and had 
cd?>t'gafted him with the flat of the hairbrush for surrep¬ 
titiously reading the Arabian Nights. 

Mr. Leveridge’s days passed evenly enough; there was 
some business coming into the office on Fridays, and none 
at all on Sundays, on which day he wrote a long and affec¬ 
tionate letter to his widowed mother. 

He woidld have been a happy man, happy in a .mild. 
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Jotus-cating way, but for three things. In the first place, 
he became conscious that he was not working in his proper 
vocation. He took no pleasure in engrossing deeds; in¬ 
dentures his soul abhorred. He knew himself to be 

9 

capable of better things, and feared lest the higher faculties 
of his mind should become atrophied by lack of exercise. 
In the second place, he wa^- not satisfied that his .superior 
was a man of strict integrity. Ho had no reason whatever 
for supposing that anything dishonest went on in t^ic office, 
but he had discovered that his “ Voss ” was a daring and 
venturesome speculator, and he feared lest' temptation 
should induce him to .speculate with the funds of those to 
Vhom he acted as trustee. And Joseph, with his high 
sense of rectitude, was apprehensive lest some day some¬ 
thing might there be done, which would cause a crash. 
Lastly, JoseiSh Leveridge had lost his heart, lie was 
consumed by a hopeless passion for Miss A.sphodel 
Vincent, a young lady v;ith a small fortune of about 
;^400 per annum, to whom Mr. Stork was guardian and 
trustee. 

This young lady ivas tall, slender, willowy, had a sweet, 
Madonna-like face, and like Joseph himself was constitu¬ 
tionally shy; and. she was unconscious of her personal and 
pecuniary attractions, ^he moved in the best society, .she 
was taken up by the county people. No doubt she would 
be secured by the son of some squire, and settle down as 
Lady Bountiful in some parish ; or el«'e some wily curate 
with a moustache would step in and carry her off. But 
her bashfulness and her indifference to men’s society had 
so far protected her. She loved her garden, ciMivated 
herbaceous plants, and was specially addicted to a rockery 
in which she acclimati.sed flowers from the Alps. 

As Mr. Stork was her guardian, she often visited the 
ojhce, when Joseph flew, with heightened colour, to offer 
her a chair till Mr. Stork was disengaged. But conversa¬ 
tion between them had never passed beyond generalities. 
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Mr. Leveridge occasionally met her in his country walks, 
but never advanced in intimacy beyond raising his hat and 
remarking on the weather. 

Probably it was the stimulus of this devouring and 
despairing passion which drove Mr. Leveridge to writing 
a novel, in which he could paint. Asphodel, under another 
name, in all her perfections. ^ She should move through 
his 'story diffusing an aimosphere of sweetness and saint¬ 
liness, but ho could not bring himself to provide herewith 
a lover, and to concluiJS *his romance with her union to 
a being of ‘the male sex. 

Imjiresscd as he had been in early youth by the admoni¬ 
tions of his mother, and the ajiplications of the hairbrush 
by his father, that the imagination was a dangerous and 
delusive gift, to be restrained, not indulged, he resolved 
that he would create no characters for his story, but make 
direct studies from life. Consequently, when the work was 
completed, it presented the most close portraits of a certain 
number of the residents in Swanton, and the town in which 
the scene was laid was very much like SwaUton, though he 
called it Buzbur^'. 

l^ut to find a publisher was a more difficult work thdn 
to write the novel. Mr. Leveridge sent his MS. type¬ 
written to several firms, and it^ was declined by one after 
another, 'At last, however, it fell into the hands of an 
unusually discerning reader, w’ho saw in it distinct tokens 
of ability. It was'Hot one to appeal to the general public. 
It contained no blood-curdling episodes, no hair-breadth 
escapes, no risky situations; it was simply a transcript of 
life in'a little Engli.sh country town. Though not high- 
spiced to suit the vulgar taste, still the reader and the 
publisher considered that there was a discerning public, 
small and select, that relished good, honest work of the 
Jane Austen kind, and the latter resolved on risking the 
production. Accordingly he offered the author fifty pounds 
for the wiork, he buying all rights. Joseph Leveridge was 
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overwhelmed at the munificence of the offer, and accepted 
it gratefully and with alacrity. 

The next stage in the proceedings consisted in the revision 
of the proofs. And who that has not experienced it can 
judge of the sensation of exquisite delight afforded by this 
to the youiig author? A<fter the correction of his romance 
—if romance such a prosa^' talc can be called—in {)rint, 
with characteristic modesty Levliridgc insisted that his 
story should appear under an assumed name. What the 
name adopted was it docs not concern the reader of this 
narrative to know. Some time now elapsed before the 
book appeared, at the usual publishing time, in October. 
* Eventually it came out, and Mr. Leveridge received his 
six copies, neatly and quietly bout\d in cloth. He cut 
and read one with avidity, and at once perceived that he 
had overlookf?d several typographical errors, and wrote to 
the publisher to beg that these might be corrected in the 
event of a second edition being called for. 

On the morning following the publication and dissemina¬ 
tion of the book, Joseph Leveridge lay in bed a little longer 
than usual, smiling, in happy self-gratification at the 
tfiought that he had become an author. On the table by 
his bed stood his, extinguished candle, his watch, and the 
book. He had 'looked ajt it the last thing before he closed 
his eyes in sleep. It was moreover the first thing that his 
eyes rested on when they opened. .A fond mother could 
not have gazed on her new-born babe with greater pride 
and affection. 

Whilst he thus lay and said to himself, “ I really must 
—I positively must get up and dress! ” he heard a’^tump- 
ing on the stairs, and a few moments later his door was 
burst open, and in came Major Dolgelly Jones, a retired 
officer, resident in Swanton, who had never before done 
him the honour of a call—and now he actually penetrated 
to Joseph’s bedroom. 

The major was hot in the face. He panted for breath. 
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his cheeks quivered. The major was a man who, judging 
by what could be perceived of his intellectual gifts, could 
not have been a great acquisition to the Army. He was a 
man who never could have been trusted to act a brilliant 
part. He was a creature of routine, a martinet; and since 
his retirement to Swanton had »bcen a passionate golf- 
playe* and nothing else. 

“What do you meati, sir?" What do you mean?" 
spluttered he,.“by putting me into your book?" ^ 

“ My book ! ” echoed ^osteph, affecting surprise. *■ What 
book do you'refer to ? ” 

“Oh ! it’s all very well your assuming that air of injured 
innocence, your trying to evade my question. Your* 
sheepish expression does not deceive me. Why—there is 
the book in question by your bedside.” 

“ I have, I admit, been reading that novol, which has 
recently appeared.” 

“You wrote it. Everyone in Swanton knows it. I don’t 
object to your writing a book ; any fool can do that— 
especially a novel. What I do object to is your putting 
me into it.” 

• • 

“ If I remember rightly,” said Joseph, quaking under the 
bedclothes, and then wiping his upper lip on which a dew 
was forming, “ If I remember aright, there fs in it a major 
who plays golf, and does nothing else; but his name is 
Piper.” 

“ What do I care .ibout a name? It is I—I. You have 
put me in.” 

“Really, Major Jones, you have no justification in thus 
accusing* me. The book does not bear my name on the 
back and title-page.” 

“ Neither does the golfing retired military officer bear 
my name, but that does not matter. It is I myself. I am 
in your book. I would horsewhip you had I any energy 
left in me, but all is gone, gone with my personality into’ 
your bool^ Nothing is left of me—nothing but a body 
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and a light tweed suit. I—I—have been taken out of 
myself and transferred to that-” he used a n^aughty 
word, “ that book. How can 1 golf any more ? Walk the 
links any more with ajiy heart ? How can I putt a ball and 
follow it up with any feeling of interest? I am but a 
carcass. ‘My soul, my .character, my individuality, have 
been burgled. You have l^rokcn into my inside, and have 
despoiled liie of my pcrsonality.’\ And he began to cry. 

“Possibly,” suggested Mr. Leveridge, “thcT author 
might-” ' 

“The autl'.or can do nothing. I have been robbed—my 
fine ethereal self has been purloitied. I—Dolgclly Jones— 

» am only ati out.side husk. You have despoiled me of my 
richest jewel—my.self.” 

“ I really can do nothing, major.” 
“ I know you can do nothing, that is the pity of it. You 

have sucked all my spiritual being with its concomitants 
out of me, and cannot put it back again. You have used 
VIC up'' 

Then, wringing his hands, the major left the room, 
stumped slowly down.stairs, and quitted the house. 

Joseph Leveridge rose from his bed and dressed in 
great perturbation of mind. Here was a condition of 

..affairs on whfc^i he had not reckoned. He was so dis- 
tracted in mind that he forgot to brush his teeth. 

When he reached his little sitting-room he found that 
the table was laid for his breakfast, atrd that his landlady 
had just brought up the u.,ual rashers of bacon and two 
boiled eggs. She was sobbing. 

“ What is the matter, Mrs. Baker ? ” a.skcd Joseph- “ Has 
Lasinia ”—that was the name of the servant—“ broken any 
more di.shes?” 

“ Everything has happened,” replied the woman ; “ you 
have taken away my character.” 

“ I—I never did such a thing.” 
“Oh, yes, sir, you have. All the time you’ve been writing. 
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I’ve felt it going out of me like perspiration, and now it is 
all in your book.” 

“ My book ! ” 
“ Yes, sir, under the name of AJrs. Brooks. But law I sir, * 

what is there in a name? You might have taken the name 
of Baker and used that as you ^ikes. There be plenty of 
Bakers in England and the Cc ’onies. But it’s my character, 
sir, you’ve taken away, and shoved it into your book.” 
Then the weman wiped her eyes with her apron. 

“ But really, Mrs. B.^:Ker, if there be a landlady in this 
novel of which you complain-” 

“ There is, and it is me.” 
“ But it is a mere work of fiction.” * 
“ It is not a work of fiction, it is a work of fact, and that 

a cruel fact. What has a poor lorn widow like me got to 
boast of but her chara-ter ? I’m sure I’ve done well by you, 
and never boiled your eggs hard—and to use me like this.” 

” Good gracious, dear Mrs. Baker! ” 
“ Don’t dear me, sir. If you had loved me, if you had been 

decently grateful for all I have done for you, and mended 
your socks too, you’d not have stole*! my character frufn 
me, and put it into your book. Ah, sir! you have dealt by 
me vvnat I call regular shameful, and not dike a gentleman. 
You finve t.sed me tip!' . , ‘ * 

Joseph vvas silent, cowed. He turned the rashers about 
on the dish with his fork in an abstracted manner. All 
desire to cat was gone from him. 

Then the landlady went on : “ And it’s not me only as 
has to complain. There are three gentlemen outside 
sitting' on the doorstep, awaiting of you. And they say 
that there they will remain, till you go out to your office. 
And they intend to have it out with you.” 

Joseph started from the chair he had taken, and went to 
the window, and threw up the sash. o 

Leaning out, he saw three hats below. It was as Mrs. 
Baker hai-1 intimated. Three gentlemen were seated on 
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the doorstep. One was the vicar, another his “ boss ” Mr. 
Stork, and the third was Mr. Wotherspoon. 

There could be no mistake about the vicar; he wore a 
chimney-pot hat of silk, that had begun to curl at the brim, 
anticipatory of being adapted as that of an archdeacon. 
Moreover, he wore extensive, well-cultivated grey whiskers 
on each cheek. If we were, inclined to adopt the modern 
careless usage, we might say that he grew whiskers on 
eitht.’ cheek. But in strict accuracy that wo’’.ld mean that 
the whiskers grew indifferentl}^ or alternatively, inter¬ 
mittently on one cheek or the other. This, however, was 
not the case, consequently we say on each check. These 
whiskers now waved and fluttered in the light air passing 
up and down the street. 

The second was Mr. Stork ; he wore a stiff felt hat, his 
fiery hair showed beneath it, behind, and in front; when he 
lifted his head, the end of his pointed nose showed distinctly 
to Joseph Leveridge who looked down from above. The 
third, Mr. Wotherspoon, had a crushed brown cap on ; he 
sat with his hands between his knees, dejected, and looking 
on the ground. 

Mr. Wotherspoon liv'ed in Swanton with his mother and 
three sisters. Th/; mother was the widow of an officer, not 
well off. He was an agreeable man, an excellent player at 
lawn-tennis, croquet, golf, rackets, billiards, and cards. 
His age was thirty, and he had as yet no occupation. His 
mother gently, his sisters .sharply, urged him to do some¬ 
thing, so as to earn his livelihood. With his mother’s 
death her pension would cease, and he could not then 
depend on his sisters. He always answered that so.aethifig 
would turn up. Occasionally he ran to town to look for 
employment, but invariably returned without having 
secured any, and with his pockets empty. He was so 
cheerful, so good-natured, was such good company, that 
everyone liked him, but also everyone was provoked at his 
sponging on his mother and sisters. 
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“ Really,” said Mr. Leveridgc, “ I cannot encounter those 
three. It is true that I have drawn tliem pretty accurately 
in my novel, and here they are ready to take me to account 
for so doinj^. 1 wdl leave the house by the back door.” 

Without his brca..fast, Joseph fled ; and having' escaped 
from those who had hoped to i.itcrcept him, he made his 
way to the river. Here were p leasant grouncLs, with walks 
laid out, and benches provided. The [dace w-^as not likely 
to be frequented at that time of the morning, and' Mr. 
Leveridge had half an hour to spare before he was 
due at the office. There, later, he was likely to meet his 
“boss”; but it was better to face him alone, than him ac¬ 
companied by two others who had a .similar grievance 
against him. 

He .seated himself on a bench and thought. He did not 
smoke ; he hail promised his “ mamma ” not' to do so, and 
he was a dutiful son, and regarded his undertaking. 

What should he do? He was becoming involved in 
serious embarrassments. Would it be po.ssible to induce 
the publi.sher to withdraw the book from circulation and 
to receive back the fifty pounds ? • That was hardly 
possible. He had signed away all his rights in the novel, 
and the publisher had been to a considerable cxpen.se for 
paper, printing, binding, and advertising. * 

He was roused from his troubled thoughts by seeing 
Miss Asphodel Vincent coming along the walk towards 
him. Her step haci lost its wonted spring, her carriage 
its usual buoyancy. In a minute or two she would reach 
him. Would she deign to sjieak? He felt no compunction 
toward.s her. He had made her his heroine in the tale. By 
not a word had he Ciast a .shadow ov'er her character or her 
abilities. Indeed, he had pictured her as the highest ideal 
of an English girl. She might be flattered, she could not 
be offended. And yet there was no flattery in his jjencil-^- 
he had sketched her in as she was. 

As shc«approached she noticed the young author. ' She 
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did not hasten her step. She displayed a strange listless¬ 
ness in her movements, and lack of vivacity in her eye. 

When she stood over against him, Joseph Leveridge 
rose and removed his hat. “An early promenade, Miss 
Vincent,” he said. 

“ Oh ! ” she said, “ I am''glad to meet you here where we 
cannot be overheard. I hive something about whiLh I 
must speak to you, to complain ol a great injury done to 
me. 

“You do me a high honour,” exllaimed Joseph. “ If I 
can do anything to alleviate your distress and to redress 
the wrong, command me.” 

“You can do nothing. It is impossible to undo what 
has already been done. You put me into your book.” 

"Miss Vincent,” protested Leveridge with vehemence, 
“ if I have, what then ? I have rot in the lea.st over¬ 
charged the colours, by a line caricatured you.” It was 
in vain for him further to 'pretend not to be the author, 
and to have merely read the book. 

“ That may be, or it may not. But you have taken 
strange liberties with me in transferring me to your 
pages.” 

“ And you rcAly recognised yourself? ” 
'' “ It is myself, my very self, who is there.” 

" And yet you are here, before my humble se’lf.” 
“ That is only my outer shell. All my individuality, all 

that goes to make up the Ego—I myself—has been taken 
from me and put into your book.” 

“ Surely that cannot be.” 
“ But it is so. I feel precisely as I suppose felt Vny doll 

when I was a child, when it became unstitched and all the 
bran ran out; it hung limp like a rag. But it is not bran 
you have deprived me of, it is my personality.” 

• “ In my novel is your portraiture indeed—but you your¬ 
self are here,” said Leveridge. 

“ It is my very self, my noblest and best part, my moral 
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and intellectual self, which has been carried off and put into 
your book.” 

“ This is quite impossible, Miss Vincent” 
“ A moment’s thought,” said she, “ will convince you that 

it is as I say. If 1 nick an Alpine flower and transfer it to 
my blotting-book, h remains in the hcrbariuni. It is no 
longer on the Alp weere it bloomed.” 

“But-” urged Joseph. 
“No,” she interrupted, “you cannot undeceive me. No 

one can be in two pla -es at the same time. If I run in 
your book, I cannot be here—except so far as goes my 
animal nature and frame. You have subjected me, Mr. 
Leveridge, to the greatest humiliation. I am by yott 
reduced to the level of a score of girls that I know, with 
no pursuits, no fixed principles, no opinions of their own, 
no ideas. They are swayed by every fashion, they arc 
moulded by their .surroundings ; they are destitute of what 
some would call moral fibre, and I would term character. 
I had all this, but you have deprived me of it, by putting it 
into your book. I shall henceforth be the sport of every 
breath, be influenced by every folly, Jjc without self-con¬ 
fidence and decision, the prey to any adventurer.” 

“ I'or Heaven’s sake, do not say that.” . - 
“ I cannot say anything othe,r. ^ If I had a sovereign io 

my purse, and a pickpocket stole it, I should no longer 
have the pur.se and sovereign, only the pocket; and I am 
a mere pocket now without the coin of my personality that 
you have filched from me. Mr. Leveridge, it was a cruel 
wrong you did me, when you used me upr 

The., sighing. Miss Asphodel went languidly on her 
way. Joseph Was as one stunned. He buried his face in his 
hands. The person of all others with whom he desired to 
stand well, that person looked upon him as her most 
deadly enemy, at all events as the one who had most 
cruelly aggrieved her. 

PresenJ^ly, hearing the clock strike, he started. He w'as 
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due at the office, and Joseph Leveridge had always made 
a point of punctuality. 

He now went to the office, and learned from his fellow- 
clerk that Mr. Stork had not returned; 1 e had been there, 
and then had gone away to seek Leveri '^ge at his lodgings. 
Josepn considered it incumbent on^. him to resume, his 
hat and gcj in quest of his,,“ boss.’j 

On his way it occurred to him tl/at there was monotcMiy 
in breon and eggs for breakfast every morning, and he 

would like a change. Morcovci,'ke was hungry; he had 
left the he -'SC of Mrs. Baker without taking a mouthful, 
and if he returned now for a .snack the eggs and the bacon 
',/ould be cold. So he stepped into the shop of Mr, Box, 
the grocer, for a tin of sardines in oil. 

When the grocer saw him he .said ; “ Will you favour me 
with a word, sir, in the back sho}) ? ” 

“ I am pressed for time,” rc[)licd Leveridge nervously. 
“ But one word ; I will not detain )'ou,” said Mr. Box, 

and led the way. J<jscnh walked after him. 
“Sir,” said the grocer, shutting the glass do(jr, “you 

have done me a prpdigious wrong. You have deprived 
me of what 1 would ncjt have lost fur a thousand pounds. 
You have put nv' into your book. How my bu.sine.‘.s will 
get on without me—I mean my intellect, my powers of 
organisation, my trade instincts, in a word, myself—I do 
not know. You have taken them from me and put thorn 
into your book. I am consigned to a 'lovcl, when I want 
all my powers behind the counter. Possibly my affairs for 
a while will go on by the weight of their own momentum, 
but it cannot be for long without my controlling- braib. 
Sir, you have brought me and my family to ruin—j'ort 
/lavc used me 

Leveridge could bear this no more; he seized the 
handle of the door, rushed through the outer shop, pi'c- 
cipitated himself into the street, carrying the sardine tin 
in hi.s hand, and hurried to his lodgings. 
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But there new trouble awaited him. On the doorstep 
still sat the three gentlemen. 

When they saw him they rose to their feet. 
“A-kjiow, I know what you have to say,” gasped Joseph. 

“ In pity do not . ttack me all together. One at a time. 
With your leave, M. Vicar, will you step up f rst into my 
huriole little sanctuu , and I will receive the others later. 
I believe that the sm^ll of bacon and eggs is gone from 
the room. I left the window open.” 

“ I will most certai/i^ follow you,” said the Vicar of 
Swanton. “ This is a most serious matter.” 

“ Excuse me, will you take a chair ? ” 
“ No, thank you ; 1 can speak best when on my legs. J 

lose impressiveness when seated. But I fear, alas! that 
gift has been taken from me. Sir! sir! you have put me 
into your book. My earthly tabernacle may be here, 
standing on }’our—or Mrs. Jiaker’s drugget—but all my 
great oratorical i)owcrs have gone. I have been despoiled 
of what was in me my highest, noblest, most spiritual 
parts. What my preaching henceforth will be I fear to 
contemplate. T may be able to striiv, together a number 
of texts, and tack cm an application, but that is mere 
mccl' anical work. I used to dredge .jn much florid 
eloquence, to stick in the flowers of elocution between 
every joint. And now !—I am*despoilcd of all. I, the 
Vicar of Swanton, .shall be as a mere stick; I shall no more 
be a power in th; pulpit, a force on the platform. My 
prospects in the diocese are put an end to. Miserable, 
miserable young man, you might have pumped others, but 
v»rhy r^e ? 1 know but too surely that have used vie up!' 
The vicar had taken off his hat, his bald forehead was 
beaded, his bristling grey whiskers drooped, his unctuous 
expression had faded away. His eyes, usually bearing 
the look as though turned inward in ecstatic contempla¬ 
tion of his personal piety, with only a watery stare on the 
world wjthout, were now dull. 
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He turned to the door. “ I will send up Stork,” he said. 
“ Do so by all means, sir,” was all that Joseph could say. 
When the solicitor entered his red hair had assumed a 

darker dye, through the moisture that /exuded frorri..his 
head. y,/ 

“ Ml. Leveridge,” said he," this is a ^ urvy trick you have 
played me. You have put n]e into vour book.” 

“ I only sketched a not over-sc;upulous lawyer,” pro- 
teste<5| Joseph. ‘‘ Why should you put the cap ori' your 
own head ? ” 

“ Because it fits. It is myself you have put into your 
book, and by no legal process can I get out of it. I shall 
i\ot be competent to advise the magi.stratcs on the bench, 
and, good heavens ! what a mess they will get into. I do not 
know whether your fellow-clerk can carry on the business. 
I have been use^ up. Dl tell you what. You go away; I 
want you no more at the office. Vv’lienever you revisit 
Swanton you will see only the ruins of the respected firm 
of Stork. It cannot go on'when I am not in it, but in 
your book.” 

The last to arrive was Mr. Wotherspoon. He was in a 
most depressed condftion. “There was not much in me,” 
said he, “ not at any time. You might have spared s\.:ch a 
trifle as me, and not put me also into your book and used 
me up. Oh, dear, dear ! ’ what will my poor mother do! 
And how Sarah and Jane will bully me.” 

That same day Mr. Leveridge packed up his traps and 
departed from Swanton for his mother’s house. 

That she was delighted to see him need not b^ said , 
that something was wrong, her maternal instinct told her. 
But it was not for some days that he confided to her so 
much as this: “ Oh, mother, I have written a novel, and 
have put into it the people of Swanton—and so have had 
to'leave.” 

“My dear Joe,” said the old lady, “you have done wrong 
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and made a great mistake. You never should introduce 
actual living personages into a work of fiction. You should 
pulp them first, and then run out your characters fresh 
frorjTL.th^ pulp.” ^ 

“ I was so afraid oi^using my imagination,” explained Jhe. 
Some months elap^ -^d, and Le^^eridge could not re.solve 

on an employment tha*- woul^ suit him and at the same 
time maintain him. The fifty pounds he had earned would 
not last long. He began to be sensible of the impulse t^ be 
again writing. He resi.si^u it for a while, but when he got 
a letter from his publisher, saying that the novel had sold 
well, far better than had been expected, and that he would 
be pleased to consider another from Mr. Leveridge’s pen,* 
and could promi.se him for it more liberal terms, then 
Josejjh’s scruples vanished. But on one thing he was re¬ 
solved. fie would now create hi.s characters. They should 
not be tak .;n from observation. 

Moreover, he determined to ^lifferentiate his new work 
from the old in other material points. His characters 
should be the reverse of tliosc in the first novel. For 
hi.s heroine he imagined a girl of boisterous spirits, straight¬ 
forward, true, but somewhat unconventional, and given to 
use sla ig expressions. He had never met 'aith such a girl, 
so that she would be a pure creation of his brain, and he 
made up his mind to call her l^ppy. Then he would 
avoid drawing the portrait of an Evangelical parson, and 
introduce one decidedly High Church; he would have no 
heavy, narrow tradesman like Box, but a man full of 
venture and speculative push. Moreover, having used up 
thl not over-scrupulous lawyer, he would portray one, the 
soul of honour, the confidant of not only the county gentry 
but of the county nobility. And as he had caused so 
much trouble by the introduction of good old Mother 
Baker, he would trace the line of a lively, skittish young 
widow, always on the hunt after admirers, and endeavour¬ 
ing to entangle the youths who lodged with her. v 
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As he went on with his story, it worked out to his 
satisfaction, and what especially gratified him and gave 
repose to his mind was the consciousness that he was 
using no one up, with whom he was a^ijuainted, and^that 
all his characters were pure creations. 4 

The wo-rk was complete, and tb . publisher agreed to 
give a hundred pounds for it. Thr/i it passed through the 
press, and m due course Levcridgc heard from the pub- 
lisliiir that his six free copies had been sent off to him by 
train. Joseph was almost as exav:;d over his second novel 
as he was o\;..r the first. 

lie was too impatient to wait till the parcels were sent 
around in the ordinary way. He hurried to the station in 
the evening, to meet the train from town, by wiiich he 
expected his consignment; and having secured it, he hurried 
home, carryi!»;g the heavy parcel. 

His mother’s house was comparatively lai'ge; she occupied 
but a corner of it, and she had giv'^en over to her son a little 
cosy sitting-room, in which he might write and read. 
Into this room Joseph carried his parcel, full of impatience 
to cut the string ar^d disclose the volumes. 

But he had hardly passed through his door before he was 
startled to .se<>.Uiat his room was full of people ; all l-iut one 
W'crc seated about the table. That one who was not, 
lounged against the bookcase, standing on one foot. With 
a shock of surprise, Joseph recogni.scd all those there 
gathered together. They were the clwracters in his book, 
his own creations. And that individual who stood, in an 
indifferent attitude, was his new heroine. Poppy, The first 
shock of surprise rapidly passed. Joseph Lever'Jge felt 
no fear, but rather a sense of pleasure. He was in the 
presence of his own creations, and knew them familiarly. 
There were seven in all. At his appearance they all 
^aluted him respectfully as their creator—all except Poppy, 
who gave him a wink and a nod. 

At the head of the table sat the High Church parson, 
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shaven, ^ith a long coat and a grave face, next to him, on 
the,rigiit, Lttc[y Mabel Forraby, a tall, elderly, aristocratic- 
looking woman, tfie aunt of Poppy. One element of light- 
ne.ss in 'tjie book Vad consisted in the struggles of Lady 
Mabel to control ho" wayward niece and the revolt of ^le 
latter. Mr. Leveridt^k had never, known a pers )n oP title 
in hi*life, so that Lad^^Iabel fcvas a pure creation; so also, 
brought up, as he had ucen, by a Calvinistic mother, and 
afterwards thi;own under the ministry of the Vica» of 
Swanton, he had not oiWfe' come across a Ritualist. Con¬ 
sequently his parson, in this instance, was also a pure 
creatiejn. A young gentleman, the hero of the novel, 
a bright intelligent fellow, full of 'fgour and good sense,* 
and highly cultured, sat next to l^ady Mabel. Joseph had 
never been thrown into association with men of quite this 
type. He had met nice -respectable clerks <ind amusing 
and agreeable travellers for commercial houses, so that this 
per.'-onagc also was a creation. So most certainly was 
the bold, pert little widow who rolled her eyes and put on 
winsome airs. Joseph had kept clear of all’such instances, 
but he had lieard and rc.ad of tliem. , c.he could kjok to 
him as her creator. 

Ancithat naughty little Poppy ! Her nar^^itiness was all 
miscliief, put on to aggravate hfir staid old* aunt, so full of 
daring, anc’pyct withal so steady o? heart; so full of frolic, 
but with principle underlying it all. Joseph had never 
encountered anyone* like licr, anyone approaching to her. 
The young ladies to whom his mother introduced him were 
all vei-)' prim and proper. At Swanton he had been 
lifde in«iOcicty; the vicar’s daughter was a tract distributer 
and a mission Woman, and Mr. Stork’s daughter a dome.stic 
drudge. Of all the characters in Joseph’s book she was 
his most especial and delightful creation. 

Then the white-haired family lawyer, fond of his jokes, 
able to tell a good story, close as a walnut relative to all 
matters communicated to him. strict and honourable bn all 
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his dealings, content with his small earnings, and; frugally 
laying them by. Joseph had not met such a mhn,‘but,he 
had idealised him as the sort of lawyer he would wish to 
be should he stick to his profession, also, accoidingly. 
wa'§:'a creation. And last, but not lea?::, was the red-faced, 
audacious stockbroker; a man of sV.arp and quick deter¬ 
mination, who saw a chanca.in a moment and closed* »n it, 
who was k<?en of scent and smcli a risky investment the 
moment it came before him. Joseph knew 130 stockbroker 
—had only heard of them by ruihfttir. He, therefore, was a 
creation. 

“ Well, my children, not of my loins, but of my brain,” 
•Baid the author. “ What do you all want ? ” 

“ Bodies,” they replied with one voice. 
“ Bodies !” gasped Joseph, stepping backwards. “Why, 

what possessors you all? You can’t expect me to furnish 
you with them.” 

“ But, indeed, wc do, old. chap,” said Poppy. 
“Niece!” said Lady Mabel, turning about in her chair, 

“ address your creator with more respect.” 
“Stay, my lady” said the parson. “Allow me to 

explain matters to Mr. Leveridge. He is young and 
an inexperienjiad writer of fiction, and is therefore unaware 
(pf the exigencies of his profession. You must know, 
dear author of our being, that every author of- a work of 
imagination, such as you have been, lays himself under a 
moral and an inexorable obligation to find bodies for all 
those whom he has called into existence through his fertile 
brain. Mr. Leveridge has not mixed in the literary world. 
He does not belong to the Society of Authors. 3Ie is— 
he will excuse the expression—raw in his profession. It 
is a well-known law among novelists that they must 
furnish bodies for such as they have called into existence 
out of their pure imagination. P'or this reason they 
invariably call their observation to their assi.stance, and 
they balance in their books the creations with .the tran- 
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scriotsLjjfi^ni^ife. The only exception to this rule that I 
arrf^vsfare'S^” Continued the parson, is where the author 
is able lo get his toiece dramatised, in which case, of course, 
the difilluilty ccasoif.” 

“ I should love to-^o on the stage,” threw in Poppy. 
“ r^iece, you do no^know whaUyou say,” remarked Lady 

Mabtl, turning herself^bout. • 
“ Aljpw me, my lady,” said the parson. “ What I have 

said is fact, is,’t not ? ” « 
“ Most certainly,” replied all. Lady Mabel said; “ 1 sup¬ 

pose it is.” 
“Then,” pursued the parson, “the situation is this : Have 

you secured the dramatisation of your novel ? ” 
“ I never gave it a thought,” said Joseph. 
“ In that case, as there is no prospect of our being so 

accommodated, the po.«;itlon is this; We sliall have to 
haunt you night and day, mainly at night, till you have 
accommodated us with bodies ; *ve cannot remain as phan¬ 
tom creations of a highly imaginative soul such as is yours, 
Mr. Leveridge. If you hav^e your rights, so have we. 
And we insist on ours, and will insist till we are satisfied.” 

At once all vanished. 
JosJ^di Leveridge felt that he Iiad got-buTiself into a 

worse hobble than before. From Jiis former difficulties h‘' 
had escapdll by flight. But there was, he feared, no flying 
from these seven impatient creations all clamouring for 
bodies, and to provide them with such was beyond his 
powers. All his delight in the publication of his new novel 
\^s spent. It had brought with it care and perplexity. 

He ^^nt to bed. 
During the 'night, he was ti'oubled with his characters ; 

they peeped in at him. Poppy got a peacock’s feather 
and tickled his nose just as he was dropping asleep. “You 
bounder! ” she said ; “ I shall give you no peace till yop 
have settled me into a body—but oh! get me on to the 
stage if )ipu can.” ^ 
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“Poppy, come away,” called Lady Mabel- “iDpn’t be 
improper. Mr. Leveridge will do his best. I \Vant'h'b®dy 
quite as much as do you, but 1 know ,\clw to af^Ri for it 
properly.” - •’* 

’'•And I,” said the parson, “should like have mine 
before Easter, but have one I mu^^.” 

Mr. Leveridge’s state nov' was w6rse than the first. ’’One 
or other of his creatures was ever watching hinrj. His 
every movement was spied on. There wrs no escaping 
their vigilance. Sometimes thcy''*attcnded him in groups 
of two or thiee ; sometimes they were all around him. 

At meals not one was missing, and they eyed every 
•*mouthful of his food as he raised it to his lips. His 
mother saw nothing—the creations, were invisible to all 
eyes save those of their creator. 

If he went out for a country walk, they trotted forth 
with him, some before, looking round at every turn to see 
which way he purposed gc'ng, some following. Poppy and 
the skittish widow managed to attach themselves to him, 
one on each side. “ I hate that little woman,” said Poppy. 
“Why did you call her into being?” 

“ I never dreamed that things would come to this pass.” 
“ I am con»'inced, creator dear, that there is a ^cin of 

wickedness in your comnoeition, or you would never have 
imagined such a minx, good and amiable and butter- 
won’t-raelt-in-your-mouth though you may look. And 
there must be a frolicsome devil in your heart, or 1 should 
never have become.” 

“ Indeed, Po[)py, I am very glad that I gave you being. 
But one may have too much even of a good tliK'ig, and 
there are moments when I could di.sperisc with your 
presence.” 

“ I know, when you want to carry on with the widow. 
She is always casting sheep’s eyes at you.” 

“ But, Poppy, you forget my hero, whom I created on 
purpo.se for you.” 
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"AH my attention Is now engrossed in you, and will be 
•till you-provide me with a body.” 

When Leverid^ was in his room reading, if he raised 
his eyes .from his ^oook they met the stare of one of his 
characters. If he went up to his bedroom, he was followed. 
If he cat with his mother, one kept guard. , 

lis was become so intolerable, that one evening he 
profited to the stockbroker, who was then in attendance. 
“ Do, I entreat you, leave me to myself. You treat yie 
as if I were a lunatic and* about to commit felo de se, and 
you were my warders.” 

“ We watch you, sir,” said the stockbroker, “ in our own 
interest. We cannot suffer you to give us the slip. We 
are all expectant and impatient for the completion of what 
you have begun." 

Then the parson undertook to administer a lecture on 
Duty, on r.;sponsibilities contracted to tho.se called into 
partial existence by a writer o^ fiction. He cannot be 
allowed to half do his work. His creations must be 
realised, and can only be realised by being given a 
material existence. 

“ But what the dickens can I do ? 1 cannot fabricate 
bodies ^or you. I never in my life even made a doll.” 

" Have you no thought of dramatising u.sv^" 
“ I know o dramatic writers.” 
“ Do it A'ourself." 
" Does not this sor* ot work require a certain familiarity 

with the technique of the stage which I do not possess ? ” 
“That might be attended to later. Pass your MS. 

thVoughothe hands of a dramatic expert, and pay him a 
percentage of your profits in recognition of his services. 
Only one thing I bargain for, do not present me on the 
stage in such a manner as to discredit my cloth.” 

“ Have I done so in my book ? ” 
“No, indeed, I have nothing to complain of in that. 

But there^ is no counting on what Poppy may persi^ade 
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you into doing, and 1 fear that she is ';aining influence 
over you. Remember, she is your creat’jn, and you must 
not suffer her to mould you.” 

The idea took root. The suggestion was taken up, and 
Joseph Leveridge applied himself to his task with zest. 
But he bad to conceal what he was about from his mother, 
who had no opinion of the drama, and regarded! tne 
theatre as a sink of iniquity. 

But now new difficulties arose. Joseph’s creations would 
not leave him alone for a momeijt. Each had a suggestion, 
each wanted his or her own part accentuated at the 
expense of the other. Each desired the heightening of 
the situations in which they severally appeared. The 
clamour, the bickering, the interference made it impossible 
for Joseph’to collect his thoughts, keep cool, and proceed 
with his woHs. 

Sunday arrived, and Joseph di'ew on his gloves, put on 
his box-hat, and offered his arm to his mother, to conduct 
her to chapel. All the characters were drawn up in the 
hall to acconipany them. Joseoh and his mother walking 
down the street to Ebenezer Chapel presented a picture of 
a good and dutiful son and of a pious widow not to be sur¬ 
passed. Poppy and the widow entered into a struggle as 
to which was to walk on the unoccupied side ot Joseph. 
If this had been introduced into the picture it would have 
marred it; but happily this was invisible to all eyes save 
those of Joseph. The rest of the imaginary party walked 
arm in arm behind till the chapel was reached, when the 
parson started back. 

“I am not going in there! It is a schism-.hop,” he 
exclaimed. “ Nothing in the world would induce me to 
cross the threshold.” 

“And I,” said Lady Mabel, “I have no idea of attending 
a place of worship not of the Established Church.” 

“ ril go in—if only to protect Creator from the widow.” 
said Poppy. 



A PROFESSIONAL SECRET 129 

Joseph and )tis mother entered, and occupied their pew. 
The characterSjWith the exception of the parson and the 
old lady, grouped themselves where they were able. The 
stockbroker stoocJ in the aisle with his arms on the pew 
door, to ensure that Joseph was’ kept a prisoner there, 
liut before the service had adv.'inced far he hed gone to 

This was the more to be regretted, as the minister 
delnored a very strong appeal to the unconverted, and if 
ever there was an unconverted worldling, it was kliat 
stockbroker. 

The skittish widow was leering at a deacon of an' 
amorous complexion, but as he did not, and, in fact, could 
not see her, all her efforts were cast away. The .solicitor 
sat with stolid face and folded hands, and allowed the 
di.scourse to flow over him like a refreshing douche. 
Poppy had got very tired of the show, and had slunk 
away to rejoin her aunt. The hero closed his eyes and 
seemed resigned. 

After nearly an hour had elapsed, whilst a hymn was 
being sung, Joseph, more, to himself than to his mother, 
said : “ Can I e.-^cape ? ” 

“Escape what.^* Wretch?” inquired the wido\ved lad)'. 
“ I think I can do it. There’s a room at the side for 

earnest'^inquirers, or a vestry or..something, .with an outer 
door. I will risk it, and make a bolt for my liberty.” 

He very gently and cautiously unhasped the door of the 
pew, and as he slid jt djjen, the sleeping stockbroker, still 
sleeping and unconscious, slipped back, and Joseph was 
out. He made his way into the room at the side, forth 
frdm thp> actual chapel, ran through it, and tried the door 
that opened into a side iane. It was locked, but happily 
the key was in its place. Ho turned it, plunged forth, and 
fell into the arms of his characters. They were all there. 
The solicitor had been observing him out of the corner of, 
his eye, and had given the alarm. The stockbroker was 
aroused, mid he, the solicitor, the hero, ran out, gave, the 
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alarm to the three without, and Joseph vt^is intercepted, 
and his attempt at escape frustrated. He Aras reconducted 
home by them, himself dejected, they trii'.mphant. 

When his mother returned she was full of solicitude. 
“■"What was the matter, Joe dear?” she inquired. 
“ I wasn't feeling v^ery well,” he explained. “ But I • shall 

be better presently.” ' *’ 
“ I hope it will not interfere with your appetite, Joe. I 

hav*e cold lamb and mint-sauce for our early dinner.” 
“ I shall peck a bit, I trust ” sail3 Mr, Leveridgc. 
But during dinner he was abstracted and silent. All at 

once he brought down his fist on the table. ” I’ve hit it! ” 
he exclaimed, and a flush of colour mantled his face to the 
temples. 

” My dear,” said his mother ; “ you have made all the 
plates and dishes jump, and have nearly upset the water- 
bottle.” 

“ Excuse me, mother ; v really must go to my room.” 
He rose, made a sign to his characters, and they all 

rose and trooped after him int^ his private apartment, 
, When they wer^' within he said to his hero : "May I 

trouble you kindly to shut the door and turn the key? My 
mother will be anxious and come after me, and .1 want 
d word with you all. , It will not take two minutes. I 
see my way to our mutual accommodation. Do not be 
uneasy and suspicious; I will make no further attempt 
at evasion. Meet me to-morrow morning at the 9.48 
down train. I am going to take you all with me to 
Swanton.” 

A tap at the door. f " 
“ Open—it is my mother,” said Joseph. 
Mrs. Leveridge entered with a face of concern. “ What 

is the matter with you, Joe ?” she said. “ If we were not 
both of us water-drinkers, I should say that you had bee n 
indulging in—spirits.” 

Mother, I must positively be off to Swanton to" 
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morrow mornii g. I see my way now, all will come 
right.” ’ 

“ How, my previous boy ? ” 
. “ I cannot exolain. I see my way to clearing up the 

unpleasantness caused by that unfortunate novel of mine. 
T'lck my trunk, mother.” 

' '"i^Jot on the Sabbath, lovie.’ 
“ No—to-morrow morning. 1 start by the 9.48 a.m. 

We all go together.” • 
“ We—am I to accompany you ? ” 
“No, no. Wc—did I .say? It i.s a habit I have got 

into as an author. Authors, like royal pcr.sonages, speak 
of themselves as We.” 

Joseph Leveridge was occupied during the afternoon in 
writing to his victims at Swanton. 

First, he penned a notice to Mrs. Baker that he would 
require his lodgings from the morrow, and that he had 
something to say to her that 'would afford her much 
gratification. 

Then he wrote to the vicar, expressed his regret for 
having deprived him of his personalky, and requested 
him, if he would do him the favour, to call in the evening 
at 7.30, .nt his lodgings in West Street. He hud something 
of special importance to communiejate to hii!h. He apolo¬ 
gised for net himself calling at the vicarage, but said that 
there were circumstances that marie it more desirable that 
he should see his reverence privately in his own lodgings. 

Next, he addressed an epistle to Mr. Stork. He assured 
him that he, Joseph Leveridge, had felt keenly the wrong 
he had uone him, that he had forfeited his esteem, had ill 
repaid his kindness, had acted in a manner towards his 
employer that was dishonourable. But, he added, he 
had found a means of rectifying what was wrong. He 
placed himself unreservedly in the hands of Mr. Stork, and 
entreated him to meet him at his rooms in West Street on 
the ensui«g Monday evening at 7.45, when he sinccfTely 
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trusted that the past would be forgotteni and a brighter 
future would be assured. I 

This was followed by a formal letter co^iched to Mr. Box. 
He invited him to call at Mrs. Baker’s lodgings-on that 
sanlc; evening at 8 p.m,, as he had businc.ss of an important 
and far-rdaching nature to discuss with him. If Mr. Box 
considered that he, Joseph i.everidge, had done hinv-aiT 
injury, he was ready to make what reparation lay-rh his 
po^'er. 

Taking a fre'.h sheet cT notepaper, he now wrote a fifth 
letter, this i<i Mr. Wotlicr.spoon, requesting the honour of 
a call at his “diggings” at 8.15 p.m,, when matters of con- 

' trovcr.sy between them could be amicably adjusted. 
The ensuing letter demanded .some deliberation. It 

was to Asphodel. He wrote it out twice before he was 
satisfied with the mode in whith jt was expressed. He 
endeavoured to disguise under words full of respect, yet 
not disguise too comple?!*ely, the .sentiments of his heart. 
But he was careful to let drop nothing at which she might 
take umbrage. He entreated h#"r to be so gracious as to 
s.llow him an interview by the side of the river at the 
hour of 8.30 on the Monday evening. He apologi.scd for 
venturing to. make such a demand, but he intimated that 
"Ihe matter he*'had to communicate was so important and 
so urgent, that it could not well be postponed till Tuesday, 
and that it was also most necessary that the interview 
should be private. It was something he had to say that 
would materially—no, not materially, but morjdly—affect 
her, and would relieve his mind from a burden of remorse 
that had become to him wholly intolerable. » 

The final, the seventh letter, was to Major Dolgelly Jones, 
and was more brief. It merely intimated that he had some¬ 
thing of the utmo.st importance to communicate to his 
q>rivatc ear, and for this purpose he desired the favour of a 
call at Mrs. Baker’s lodgings, at 8.45 on Monday evening. 

These letters despatched, Mr. Leveridge felt^ easier in 
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mind and lightt - at heart. He slept well the ensuing night, 
better than he \iad for long. IIis creations did not so 
greatly disturb him. He was aware that he was still kept 
under surveillan''c, but the Wtatch ’vas not so strict, nor so 
galling as hitherto. 

Or. the Monday morning he was at the station, and took 
his ticket for Svvanton. One ticket sufficed, as his com- 

• * 

panions, who awaited him on the platform, were imaginary 
characters. * 

When he took his seat, they pressed into the carriage 
after him. Poppy secured the seat next him, but the 
widow placed herself opposite, and exerted all her blandish¬ 
ment with the hope of engrossing his whole attention. At 
a junction all got out, and Joseph provided him.self with a 
luncheon - basket and mineral water. The characters 
watched him discussit g the half-chicken and .slabs of 
ham, with tUe liveliest interest, and were especially obser¬ 
vant of his treatment of the thin paper napkin, wherewith 
he wiped his fingers and mouth. 

At last he arrived at Sv.anton and engaged a cab, as he 
was encumbered with a portmanteau. Hady Ma^cl, Popp>, 
and the widow could be easily accommodated within, the 
two lat.er with their backs to the horses. Jfo.scph would 
willingly have resigned his seat to either of fliese, but they 
would not bear of it. A gentle altercation ensued between 
the parson and the solictor, as to which should ride on the 
box. The lawyerclesirod to yield the place to “the cloth,” 
but the parson would not hear of this—the silver hairs of the 
otjier claimed precedence. The stockbroker mounted to 
the root of the fiy and the clerical gentleman hung on 
behind. The hero professed his readiness to walk. 

Kventually the cab drew up at Mrs. Baker’s door. 
1 hat stout, elilcrly lady received her old lodger without 

effusion, and with languid interest. The look of the house'' 
was not what it had been. It had deteriorated. The 
windows had not been cleaned nor the banisters dusted. 



134 A BOOK OF GHOSTS 
i 

" My dear old landlady, I am so glad to ice you again,” 
said Josei^h. ^ 

“Thank you, sir. You ordered no meal, but I have got 
two mutton chops in the larder, and can mash some pota¬ 
toes,, At what time would you like your supper, sir?” 
She had become a machine, a thing of routine, 

“ Not yet, thank you, I have business to transact first, 
and I shall not be disengaged before nine o’clock, But I 
ha^^e something to say to you, M.rs. Ihiker, and I will say 
it at once and get it over, if you will kindly step up into 
my parlour.' 

She did so, sighing at each step of the stairs as she 
ascended. 

All the characters mounted as well, and entering the 
little sitting-room, ranged themselves against the wall 
facing the door. ’ , 

Mrs. Baker w^as a portly woman, aged about forty-five, 
and plain featured. She had formerly been neat, now she 
was dowdy. Before she had lost her character she never 
appeared in that room without removing her apron, but on 
this occasion she wore it, and it was not clean, 

* ^ 

“Widow!” said Joseph, addressing his character, “will 
you kindly step forward ?” 

“ I w^ould d6 anything for jjWi',” with a roll of the eyes. 
“ Dear Mrs. Baker,” said Leveridge, “ I feel that 1 have 

done you a grievous wrong.” 
“ Well, sir, 1 ain’t been myself since you put me into 

your book.” 
“ My purpose is now to undo the past, and to provide 

you v/ith a character.” 
Then, turning to the skittish widow of his creation, he 

said, “ Now, then, slip into and occupy her.” 
“ I don’t like the tenement,” said the widow, pouting. 

" “Whether you like it or not,” protested Joseph, “you 
must have that or no other.” He waved his hand. “Presto!” 
he Exclaimed. 
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Instantly a \Iondrous change was effected in Mrs. Baker. 
She whipped of\ the apron, and crammed it under the sofa 
cushion. She wriggled in her movements, she eyed herself 
in the glass, and exclaimed: “ Oh, my! what a fright I 
am. I’ll be back again in a minute when I have changed 
my gown and done up my hair.” 

“ We can dispense with youi' presence, Mrs. Baker,” said 
Leveridge sternly. “ I will ring for ycni when you are 
wanted.” . • 

At that moment a rap at the door was heard ; and Tdis. 
Baker, having first dropjjcd a coquettish curtsy to her 
lodger, tripped downstairs to admit the vicar, and to show 
him up to Mr. Leveridge’s apartment, “ 

“You may go, Mrs. Baker,” said he; for she seemed 
inclined to linger. 

When she had left ^he’room, Joseph contemplated the 
reverend gentleman, lie bore a crestfallen appearance. 
He looked as if he had been oui'^in the rain all night with¬ 
out a paletot. His cheeks were flabby, his mouth drooped 
at the corner.s, his eyes were vacant, and his whiskers no 
longer stuck out horrcscent and a.ssertivo. 

“Dear vicar,” said Devendge, “ I cannot forgfve myself.” 
In former times, Mr. Lev'eridge would not have dreamed 
of addressing the reverend genyeman in this familiar 
manner, but it was other now that the latter looked so 
limp and forlorn. “ My dear vicar, I cannot forgive myself 
for the trouble 1 hafe brought upon you. It has weighed 
on me as a nightmare, for I know that it is not you only 
\vho have suffered, but also the whole parish of Swanton. 
Happily a remedy is at hand. I have here-” he waved 
to the parson of his creation, “ I have here an individuality 
I can give to you, and henceforth, if you will not be pre¬ 
cisely yourself again, you will be a personality in your 
parish and the diocese.” He waved his hand. “ Presto 

In the twinkling of an eye all was changed in the Vicar 
of Swanton. He straightened himself. Ills expression 
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altered to what it never had been beforo! The checks 
became firm, and lines formed about the ;lfiouth indicative 
of force of character and of self-restraint. The eye assumed 
an eager look as into frr distances, as seeking something 
beybnd the horizon. 

The vicar walked to the mirror over the mantelshelf. 
“Bless me!’’ he said, “ T must go to the barber’s *:.nd 

have these whiskers off.” And he hurried down.stairs. 
After a little pause in the proceedings, Mrs. Baker, now 

very trim, with a blue ribbon round her neck hanging 
down in streamers behind, ushered up Mr. .Stork. The 
lawyer had a faded appearance, as if he had been exposed 

*to too strong sunlight; he walked in with an air of lack 
of interest, and sank into a chair. 

“ My dear old master,” said Leveridge, “ it is my purpose 
to restore to* you all your former energy, and to suj)ply 
you with what )"ou may possibly have lacked previously.” 

He signed to the white-haired family solicitor he had 
called into fictitious being, and waved his hand. 

At on»-e Mr. Stork stood up and shook his legs, as 
th.ough shaking out* crumbs from his trousers. His breast 
swelled, he threw back his head, his eye shone clear and 
was steady. • ^ 

“ Mr. Leveridge,” saici he, “ 1 have long had my eye on 
you, sir—had my eye on you. I have marked your char¬ 
acter as one of uncompromising probity. I Iiate shiftines.s, 
I abhor duplicity. I have been disap])ointcd with my 
clerks. I could not always trust them to do the right 
thing. I want to strengthen and brace mv firm. But J 
will not take into partnership with myself any but one of 
the strictest integrity. Sir! 1 have marked you—I have 
marked you, Mr. Leveridge. Call on me to-morrow morn¬ 
ing, and we will consider the preliminaries for a purtner- 
^ip. Don’t talk to me of buying a partnership.” 

“ I have not done so, sir.” 
“ I' know you have not. I will take you in, sir,•for your 
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intrinsic value.\ An honest man is worth his weight in 
gold, and is as ^-'arcc as tlie precious metal.” 

Then, with dignity, Mr. Stork withdrew, and passed 
Mr. IJox, the grocer, mounting tlie stairs. 

“Well, Mr, Box,” said Leveridge, “how wags the world 
with.you?” • c 

“Badly, sir, badly since you booked me. I mentioned 
to you, sir, that I trusted my little business "Would for a 
while go on by its own momentum. It has, sir, it has,•but 
the momentum has been downhill. I can’t control it. 
I hav^c not the personality to do so, to .serve as a drag, to’ 
urge it upwards. 1 am in daily expectation, sir, of a 
regular smash up.” 

“ I am sorry to hear this,” said Leveridge. “ But I think 
I have found a means of,putting all to right.s. Presto!” 
l ie waved his hand .'mcj* the imaginary chefracter of the 
stockbroker had actualised himself in the body of Mr. Box. 

“ I see how to do it. By giy'^jer, I do! ” exclaimed the 
grocer, a spark coming into his eye. “ I’ll run my little 
concern on quite other*dines. And lool^ ye here, Mr. 
Leveridge. I bet you my bottom dollar that I’ll run it ^o 
a tremendous success, become a second Liptoh, and keep 
a yach.*-.” ^ 

As Mr. Box bounced out of t^ie room -and proceeded 
to run downstairs, he ran agaiiust and nearly knocked over 
Mrs. Bal ver ; the larly was whispering to and coquetting 
with Mr. Wotherspt)on, who was on the landing. That 
gentleman, in his condition of lack of individuality, was like 
a teetotum spun in the hands of the designing Mrs. Baker, 
who pA forth all the wdtehery .she possessed, or supposed 
that she possessed, to entangle him in an amorou.s intrigue. 

“ Come in,” shouted Jo.seph Leveridge, and Mr. Wother- 
spoon, looking hot and frightened and very shy, tottered 
in and sank into a chair, lie was too much shaken aixl 
perturbed by the advances of Mrs. Baker to be able to 
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“ There,” said Joseph, addressing his hera “ You cannot 
do better than animate that feeble creatur^’ Go ! ” 

Instantly Mr. Wotherspoon sprang to his feet. “By 
George ! ” said he. “ I wonder that never struck me before. 
I’ll at once volunteer to go out to South Africa, and have 
a shot at vthose canting, treacherous Boers. If I 
come back with a score of tl.eir scalps at my waist, I shall 
have deserved well of my country, I will volunteer at 
once. But—I say, Lcveridge — clear that hulking, fat 
old landlady out of the way. She blocks the stairs, and 
I can’t kick down a woman.” 

When Mr. Wotherspoon was gone—“ Well,” said Poopy, 
what have you got for me ? ” 
“ If you will come with me. Poppy dear, 1 will serve 

you as well as the rest.” 
“ I hope better than you did chat odious little widow. 

But she is well paid out.” 
“ Follow me to the rivei.jide,” said Joseph ; “ at 8.33 p.m. 

I am due there, and so is another—a lady.” 
“ And pray why did you not mqke her come here instead 

of lugging me all the way down there?” 
“ Because I could not make an appointment with a 

young lady in my bachelor’s apartments.” ^ 
“ That’s all very fine. ^ But I am there.” 
“Yes, you—but you are only an imaginary character, 

and she is a sub.stantial reality.” 
“ I think I had better accompany you,” said Lady Mabel. 
“I think not. If your ladyship will kindly occupy my 

fauteuil till I return, that chair will ever after be sacred to 
me. Come along, Poppy.” * 

“ I’m game,” said she. 
On reaching the riverside Joseph saw that Miss Vincent 

was walking there in a listless manner, not straight, but 
swerving from side to side. She saw him, but did not 
quicken her pace, nor did her face light up with interest. 

“ Now,then,”said he to Poppy, “what do you thinkiof her?” 
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“ She ain’t answered the fictitious character; “ she 
is very* pretty certainly, but inanimate.” 

“You will change all that.” 
“ I’ll try—you bet.” 
Asphodel came up. She bowed, but did not extend, her 

hand. 
“•Miss Vincent,” said Joseph. “How good of you to 

comiJ.” 
“ Not at all.. I could not help. I have no frec-willjeft. 

When you wrote Come'—I came, 1 could do no other. I 
have no initiative, no power of resistance.” 

“ I do hope, Miss Vincent, that the thing you so feared 
has not happened.” 

“ What thing ? ” 
“You have not been snapped up by a fortune-hunter?” 
“ No. People have not as yet founcj out that I have lost 

my individuality. I have kept very much to my.self—that 
is to say, not to myself, as I ha\‘e no proper myself left—I 
mean to the semblance of myself. I’eople have thought I 
was anaemic.” 

I» 1 

Leveridge turned aside : “ Well, Poppy ! ” 
“ Right you are.” ' 
Leveridge waved his hand. Instantly all the inertia 

passed away from the girl, slie sJ;ood erect and firm. A 
merry twinkle kindled in her eye, a flush was on her cheek, 
and mischievous devilry played about her lips. 

“ I feel,” said she^ “ as another person.” 
“ Oh ! I am so glad, Miss Vincent.” 
“ That is a pretty speech to make to a lady ! Glad I am 

differefit from what I was before.” 
“ I did not'mean that—I meant—in fact, I meant that as 

you were and as you are you are always charming.” 
“Thank you, sir!” said Asphodel, curtsying and laughing. 
“ Ah! Miss Vincent, at all times you have seemed to rpe 

the ideal of womanhood. 1 have worshipped the very 
ground^ou have trod upon.” 
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“ Fiddlesticks.” 
He looked at her. For the moment he was bewildered, 

oblivious that the old personality of Asphodel had passed 
into his book and that the new personality of Poppy had 
invaded Asphodel. 

“ Well ” caid she, “ is tha': all you have to say to me ? ” 
" All ?—oh, no. I could say a i^reat deal—I have ordered 

my supper for nine o’clock.” 
“«Oh, how obtuse you men are! Come—is this leap 

year ?” 
“ I really believe that it is.” 
“ Then I shall take the privilege of the year, and offer 

-you my hand and heart and fortune—there! Now it only 
remains with you to name the day.” 

“ Oh ! Miss Vincent, you overcome me.” 
“Stuff and nonsense. Call mc'Asphodcl, do Joe.” 

Mr. Leveridge walked back to his lodgings as if he trod 
on air. As he passed by the churchyard, he noticed the 
vicar, now shaven and shorn, labouring at a laden wheel¬ 
barrow. He halted at the rails and said : “Why, vicar, 
what are you about ? ” 

“The .se.vtoi^ has begun a grave for old Petty Goodman, 
and it is unfinished, H,e must dig another,” He turned 
over the wheelbarrow and shot its contents into the grave, 

“ But Avhat are you doing?” again asked Joseph. 
“ Burying the Mitre hymnals,” replied the vicar. 
The clock struck a quarter to nine. 
“ I must hurry !” exclaimed Joseph. , 
On reaching his lodgings he found Major Pyolgelly 

Jones in his sitting-room, sitting on the edge of his table 
tossing up a tennis-ball. In the armchair, invisible to the 
major, reclined Lady Mabel. 

“I am so sorry to be late,” apologised Joseph. "How 
are you, sir ? ” 

" Below par. I have been so ever since you put •me into 
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your book. I'Jhave no appetite for golf. I can do nothing 
to pass* the weary hours but toss up and down a tennis-ball.” 

“ I hope-” began Josci)h ; and then a horror seized on 
him. He had no personality of his creation left but that 
of Lady Mabel. Would it be possible to translate .that 
into the major ? 

We remained silent, musing for a while, ancl then said 
hesiuitingly to the lady; “ Here, 1113' lad)', is tlu: bod)' you 
are to individualise.” 

“ But it is that of a man ! ” 
“ There is no other left.” 
“ It is hardly delicate.” 
“There is no help for it.” Then turning ba the major 

he said : ‘ 1 am very sorr)-—it really is no fault of mine, 
but I have only a female personality to offer to you, and 
that elderly.” ^ ^ • 

“It is all one to me,” replied the major, “catch”—he 
caught the ball. “Many of oui*' generals arc old women. 
I am agreeable. Place anx dauicsr 

“ But,” protested Lad)' Mabel, “ you made me a member 
of a very ancient titled house that me over with the 
Conqueror.” * 

“The personality I offer you,” said I to the major, 
“ thougn'female is noble; the fr.mil)'^ is named in the roll of 
Battle Abbey.” 

“ Oh ! ” said Dolgelly Jones, “ I descend from one of the 
royal families of IVwys, lineall)'^ from Caswallon Llanhir 
and Maelgwn Gwynedd, long before the Conqueror was 
thought of.” 
* “ Wdl, then,” said Leveridge, and waved his hand. 

In Swanton it is known that the major now never plays 
. golf; he keeps rabbits. 

It is with some scruple that I insert this record in tlje 
Book of Ghosts, for actually it is not a story of ghosts. 
But a greater scruple moved me as to whether I should be 

% 
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justified in revealing a professionial secret, known only 
among such as belong to the Confraternity of Writers of 
Fiction. But I have observed so much perplexity arise, so 
much friction caused, bv persons suddenly breaking out 
into-a course of conduct, or into actions, so entirely in¬ 
consistent with their former conduct as to stagger their 
acquaintances and friends. ‘Henceforth, to use a vulgar¬ 
ism, since I have let the cat out of the bag, they will know 
that- such persons have been used up by novel writers 
that have known them, and who have replaced the stolen 
individualities with others freshly created. This is the 
explanation, and the explanation has up to the present 
'■emained a professional secret. 
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The river,V^zere leaps to life among the granite of 
the Limousin, forms a fine cascade, the Saut de !a 

Virolle, then after a rapid descent over mica-schist, if 
passes into the region of red sandstone at Erivc, and 
swelled with affluents it suddenly penetrates a chalk dis-* 
trict, where it has scooped out for itself a valley between 
precipices some two to three hundred feet high. 

These precipices are^nolf*pcrpcndiculfir, but overhang, be¬ 
cause the upper crust is harder than the stone it caps; and 
atmospheric influences, rain ancf frost, have gnawed into 
the chalk below, so that the cliffs hang forward as pent¬ 
house roofs, forming sh^^ers beneath them. And these 
shelters have been utilised by man frojn the period when 
the first occupants of the district arrived eft a vastly 
remote ^period, almost uninterruptedly to the present day. 
When p^sants live beneath these roofs of nature’s pro¬ 
viding, thet/ simply wall up the face and ends to form 
houses of the cheapest description of construction, with the 
earth as the floor, aad one wall and the roof of living rock, 
into which they burrow to form cupboards, bedplaces, and 
cellars. 
* The#efuse of all ages is superposed, like the leaves of a 
book, one stratum above another in orderly succession. If 
we shear d^^wn through these beds, we can read the history ^ 
of the land, so far as its manufacture goes, beginning at ’ 
the present day and going down, down to the times of 
primeval man. Now, after every meal, the peasant casts 
down tl^p bones he has picked, he does not stoop to collect 
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and cast forth the sherds of a broken pot, and if a sou 
falls and rolls away, in the dust of these gloomy habita¬ 
tions it gets trampled into the soil, to form another token 
of the period of occupation. 

When the first man settled here the climatic conditions 
were different. The mammoth or woolly elephant, the 
hy.'vna, the cave bear, and ^hc reindeer ranged the land. 
Then naked, savages, using only flint tools, crouched under 
these rocks. They knew notliing of metals and of pottery. 
They hunted and ate the horse’, they had no dogs, no 
oxen, no sheep. Glaciers covered the centre of France, 
and reached down the Vezere valley as far as to Brive. 

These people passed away, whither we know not. The 
reindeer retreated to the north, the hy.ena to Africa, which 
was then united to Europe. The mammoth became ex¬ 
tinct altogether. 

After long ages another people, in a higher condition of 
culture, but who also used flint tools and weapons, appeared 
on the scene, and took possession of the abandoned rock 
shelters. They fashioned their implements in a different 
manner by flaking the flint in [)lace of chipping it. They 
understood the art of the potter. They grew flax and 
wove linen. They had domestic animals, and the dog had 
become the friend of man., And their flint weapons they 
succeeded in bringing to a high polish by incredible labour 
and perseverance. 

Then came in the Age of Bronze, introduced from abroad, 
probably from the East, as its great depot was in the basin 
of the Po. Next arrived the Gauls, armed with weapons 
of iron. They were subjugated by the Romans, anu 
Roman Gaul in turn became a prey to the Goth and the 
I'rank. Hi.story has begun and is in full swing. 

The mediaeval period succeeded, and finally the modern 
age, and man now lives on top of the accumulation of all 
preceding epochs of men and stages of civili.sation. In no 
other part of France, indeed of Europe, is the story of 
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man told so plainly, that he who runs may read ; and ever 
since the middle of last century, when this fact was recog¬ 
nised, the district has been studied, and explorations have 
been made there, some slovenly, others scientifically. 

A few years ago I was induced to visit this remarkable 
region and to examine it attentively, 1 had been furnished 
with letters of recommendation from the authorities of the 
great- Museum of National Antiquities at St. Germain, to 
enable me to prosecute my researches unmolested by oi’cr- 
suspicious gendarmes and ignorant mayors. 

Under one overhanging rock was a cabaret or tavern," 
announcing that wine was sold there, by a withered bush 
above the door. 

The place seemed to me to be a probable spot for my 
exploration. I entered into an arrangement with the pro¬ 
prietor to enable me to Jig, he stipulating ♦hat I should 
not undermine and throw down his walls. I engaged six 
labourers, and began proceedings by driving a tunnel some 
little way below the tavern into the vast bed of debris. 

The upper series of deposits did not concern me much. 
The point I desired to investigate, and if jiossible to deter¬ 
mine, was the approximate length of time that I5ad elapsed 
between the disappearance of the reindeer hunters and the 
coming oii the scene of the next race, that which used 
polished stone implements and had domestic animals. 

Although it may seem at first sight as if both races had 
been savage, as both lived in the Stone Age, yet an enor¬ 
mous stride forward had been taken when men had learned 
the arts of weaving, of pottery, and had tamed the dog, the 
horse, and the cow. These new folk had passed out of the 
mere wild condition of the hunter, and had become pas¬ 
toral and to some extent agricultural. 

Of course, the data for determining the length of a 
period might be few, but I could judge whether a verj' 
long or a very brief period had elapsed between the two 
occupations by the depth of debris—chalk fallen from the 
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roof, brought down by fro.st, in which were no traces of 
human workmanship. 

It was with this distinct object in view that I drove my 
adit into the slope of rubbish some way below the cabaret, 
and I chanced to have hit on the level of the deposits of 
the men of bronze. Not that we found much bronze—all 
we secured was a broken pin—but we came on fragments 
of pottery marked with the chevron and nail and twisted 
tho<xig ornament peculiar to that people and age. 

My men were engaged for aoout a week before we 
'reached the face of the chalk cliff. We found the work 
not so easy as I had anticipated. Masses of rock had be¬ 
come detached from above and had fallen, so that w'e had 
either to quarry through them or to circumvent them. 
The soil was of that curious coffee colour so inseparable 
from the chalk formation. We found many things brought 
down from above, a coin commemorative of the storming 
of the Bastille, and some small pieces of the later Roman 
emperors. But all of these were, of course, not in the 
solid ground below, but near the surface. 

When we had reached the face of the cliff, instead of 
sinking a snaft I determined on carrying a gallery down 
an incline, keeping the rock as a wall on my right, till I 
reached the bottom of all. 

The adv^antage of making an incline was that there was 
no hauling up of the earth by a bucket let down over a 
pulley, and it was easier for myself to descend. 

I had not made my tunnel wide enough, and it was 
tortuous. When I began to sink, I set two of the men to 
smash up the masses of fallen chalk rock, so as h? widen 
the tunnel, so that I might use barrows. • I gave strict 
orders that all the material brought up was to be picked 
over by two of the most intelligent of the men, outside in 
the blaze of the sun. I was not desirous of sinking too 
expeditiously; I wished to proceed slowly, cautiously, 
observing every stage as we went deeper. 
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We got below the layer in which were the relics of the 
Bronzd Age and of the men of polished stone, and then we 
passed through many feet of earth that rendered nothing, 
and finally came on the traces of <^hc reindeer period. 

To understand how that there should be a considerable 
depth of the debris of the men of the rude stone im¬ 
plements, it must be explained that these men made their 
hearths on the bare ground, and feasted around their fires, 
throwing abour them the bones they had j)icked, and" the 
ashes, and broken and disused implements, till the ground 
was inconveniently encumbered. Then they swept all the 
refuse together over their old hearth, and c.stablished 
another on top. So the process went on from generation 
to generation. 

For the .scientific result'^ of my exploration I must refer 
the reader to the journals and memoir.> of learned societies. 
I will not trouble him with them here. 

On the ninth day after we fir'd come to the face of the 
cliff, and when we had reached a considerable depth, we 
uncovered some human bones. I immediately adopted 
special precautions, so that these should not bj disturbed. 
With the utmost care the soil was removed from over them, 
and it took us half a day to completely clear a perfect 
skeleton. It was that of a fuil-g«own man, lying on his 
back, with ’die skull supported against the wall of chalk 
rock. He did not seem to have been buried. Had he been 
so, he would doubtless have been laid on his side in a 
contracted posture, with the chin resting on the knees. 

One of the men pointed out to me that a mass of fallen 
rock lay beyond his feet, and had apparently shut him in, 
so that he had died through suffocation, buried under the 
earth that the rock had brought down with it. 

I at once despatched a man to my hotel to fetch my 
camera, that 1 might by flashlight take a photograph ot 
the skeleton as it lay; and another 1 sent to get from 
the cheraist and grocer as much gum arabic and isinglass 
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as could be procured. My object was to give to the bones 
a bath of gum to render them less brittle when retnoved, 
restoring to them the gelatine that had been absorbed by 
the earth and lime in which they lay. 

Thus I was left alone at the bottom of my passage, the 
four men rbove being engaged in straightening the adit 
and sifting the earth. '' * 

I was quits content to be alone, so that I might af my 
easd"' search for traces of personal ornament worn by 
the man who had thus met his death. The place was 
somewhat cramped, and there really was not room in it for 
more than one person to work freely. 
'■ Whilst I was thus engaged, I suddenly heard a shout, 
followed by a ciash, and, to my dismay, an avalanche 
of rubble shot down the inclined passage of descent. I 
at once left the skeleton, and hastened to effect my exit, 
but found that this was impossible. Much of the super¬ 
incumbent earth and stone had fallen, dislodged by the 
vibrations caused by the picks of the men smashing up 
the chalk blocks, and the passage was completely choked, 
I was sealed up in-the hollow where I was, and thankful 
that the earth above me had not fallen as well, and buried 
me, a man of the present enlightened age, alonn with the 
pYimeval savagei of eight thousand years ago. 

A large amount of matter must have fallen,'for I could 
not hear the voices of the men. 

I was not seriously alarmed. The workmen would 
procure assi.stance and labour indefatigably to release me; 
of that I could be certain. But how much earth had 
fallen ? How much of the passage was choked, and how 
long would they take before I was released ? All that 
was uncertain. I had a candle, or, rather, a bit of one, 
and it was not probable that it would last till the passage 
V^as cleared. What made me most anxious was the 
question whether the supply of air in the hollow in which 
1 was enclosed would suffice. • 
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My enthusiasm for prehistoric research failed me just 
then. * All my interests were concentrated on the present, 
and I gave up groping about the skeleton for relics. I 
seated myself on a stone, set the candle in a socket of 
chalk I had scooped out with my pocket-knife, and awaited 
events with my eyes on the skeleton. 

Time passed somewhat wearily. 1 could hear an occa¬ 
sional thud, thud, when the men were using the pick ; but 
they mostly employed the shovel, as I supposed. 7 set 
my elbows on my knees and rested my chin in my hands. 
The air was not cold, nor was the soil damp ; it was dry 
as snuff. The flicker of my light played over the man 
of bones, and especially illumined the skull. It may ha^’C 
been fancy on my part, it probably was fancy, but it 
seemed to me as though something sparkled in the eye- 
sockets. Drops of water possibly lodged there, or cry.stals 
formed Within the skull; but the effect was much as of 
eyes leering and winking at me. 1 lighted my pipe, and 
to my disgust found that my supply of matches was 
running short. In France the manufacture belongs to the 
state, and one gets but sixty alluinctte^ lor a penny. 

I had not brought my watch with me below ground. 
fearing lest it might meet with an accident^; consequently 
I was unable to reckon how timg passed.' 1 began cou.it- 
ing and ticking off the minutes on my fingers, but soon 
tired of doing this. 

My candle was getting short; it would not last much 
longer, and then I should be in the dark. I consoled 

^ myself with the thought that with the extinction of the 
light "the consumption of the oxygen in the air would be 
less rapid. My eyes now rested on the flame of the candle, 
and I watched the gradual diminution of the composite. 
It was one of those abominable bougies with holes in them to 
economise the wax, and which consequently had less than 
the proper amount of material for feeding and maintaining 
a fla^^e. At length the light went out, and I was« left in 
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total darkness, I might have used up the rest of my 
matches, one after another, but to what good ?—they would 
prolong the period of illumination for but a very little 
while. 

A osiensc of numbness stole over me, but I was not as 
yet sensible of deficiency of air to breathe. I found 
that the stone on which I was seated was pointed and 
hard, but I did not like tf) shift my position for fear of 
getting among and disturbing th.e bones, and I was still 
desirous of having them photographed in situ before they 
were moved. 

I was not alarmed at my situation; I knew that I must 
be released eventually, Jlut the tedium of sitting there in 
the dark and on a pointed stone was becoming intolerable. 

Some time must have elapsed before I became, dimly at 
first, and theiTdistinctly, aware of a bluisti phosphorescent 
emanation from the skeletion. This seemed to rise above 
it like a faint smoke, which gradually gained consistency, 
took form, and became distinct; and I saw before me the 
misty, luminous form of a naked man, with wolfish counten- 
agpe, prognathous jaws, glaring at me out of eyes deeply 
^unk under projecting brows. Although I thus describe 
what I saw’, yet it gave me no idea of substance: it w’as 
vaporous, and yet it was,articulate. Indeed, 1 cannot say 
at this moment whether I actually saw this apparition 
w’ith my eyes, or whether it was a dream-like vision of 
the brain. Though luminous, it cast no light on the walls 
of the cave ; if I raised my hand it did not obscure any 
portion of the form presented to me. Then I heard: 
“ I will tear you with the nails of my fingers and toes, 
and rip you with my teeth.” 

“ What have I done to injure and incense you?” I asked. 
And here I must explain. No w’ord was uttered by 

either of us; no word could have been uttered by this 
vaporous form. It had no material lungs, nor throat, nor' 
mouth to form vocal sounds. It had but the semblance 
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of a man. It was a spook, not a human being. But from 
it proceeded thought-waves, odylic force which smote on 
the tympanum of my mind or soul, and thereon registered 
the ideas formed by it. So in like manner I thought my 
replies, and they were communicated back in the ^ame 
manner. If vocal words had passed between us neither 
would have been intelligible to the other. No dictionary 
was* ever compiled, or would be compiled, of the tongue 
of prehistoric man; moreover, the grammar of the si._ech 
of that race would be absolutely incomprehensible to nian 
now. But thoughts can be interchanged without words. 
When we think we do not think in .any language. It is 
only when we desire to communicate our thoughts to 
other men that we shape them into words and express 
them vocally in structural, grammatical sentences. The 
beasts have never attained to this, yet they can communi¬ 
cate with one another, not by language, but by tliought 
vibrations. 

I must further remark that when I give what ensued as 
a conversation, I have to render the thought intercommuni¬ 
cation that j)assed between the Homp rrmhistoricus—the 
prehistoric man—and me, in English .as best*I can render 
it. 1 know as we convcr.scd that I was not speaking 
him in English, nor in French, nej^ Latin, nor in any tongue 
whatever. Moreover, when I use the words “ said ” or 
“ spoke,” I mean no more than that the impression was 
formed on my brain-pan or the receptive drum of my soul, 
was produced by the rhythmic, orderly sequence of 

, thought-waves. When, however, I express the words 
“ scre<tmed ” or “ shrieked,” I signify that those vibrations 
came sharp and swift; and when I say “laughed,” that 
they came in a choppy, irregular fashion, conveying the 
idea, not the sound of laughter. 

! “ I will tear you ! I will rend you to bits and throw 
you in pieces about this cave ! ” shrieked the Homo Pne- 
histor.’cus, or primeval man. 
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Again I remonstrated, and inquired how I had incensed 
him. But yelling with rage, he threw himself upon me. 
In a moment I was enveloped in a luminous haze, strips 
of phosphorescent vapour laid themselves about me, but I 
receuvjed no injury whatever, only my spiritual nature was 
subjected i^o something lil:e a magnetic storm. Afte*" a 
few moments the spook disengaged itself from me, a'nd 
drew back to'where it was before, screaming broken excla- 
malKons of meaningless rage, and^.jabbering savagely. It 
rapidly cooled down. 

Why do yc .i wish me ill ? ” I asked again. 

“ I cannot hurt you. I am spirit, you arc matter, and 
ypirit cannot injure matter; my nails arc psychic pheno¬ 
mena. Your soul you can lacerate yourself, but I can 
effect nothing, nothing.” 

“Then why«have you attackedWhat is the cause 
of your impotent resentment ? ” 

“ Because you arc a son of the twentieth century, and I 
lived eight thousand years ago. Why are you nursed in 
the lap of luxury? Why do youj enjoy comforts, a civilisa¬ 
tion that we knew nothing of? It is not just. It is cruel 
^on us. We* had nothing, nothing, literally nothing, not 
even lucifer rnatches!” ^ 

Again he fell to screwing, as might a ec.,ged monkey 
rendered furious by failure to obtain an apple which he 
could not reach. 

“ I am very sorry, but it is no fault c' mine.” 
“ Whether it be your fault or not does not matter to me. 

You have these things—we had not. Why, I saw you 
just now strike a light on the sole of your boot, it was 
done in a moment. We had only flint and iron-stone, and 
it took half a day with us to kindle a fire, and then it 
flayed our knuckles with continuous knocking. No! ).ve 
had nothing, nothing—no lucifer matches, no commercial 
travellers, no Benedictine, no pottery, no metal, no educa-’ 
tion, no elections, no chocolat menier." t 
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“ How do you know about these products of the present 
age, here, buried under fifty feet of soil for eight thousand 
years ? ” 

“ It is my spirit which speaks, with your spirit. My 
spook does not always remain with my bones. I can go 
up; rocks and stones and earth heaped over me do not 
hold me down. I am often Ibovc. I am in the tavern 
overhead. I have seen men drink there. I liave seen a 
bottle of BenccHctine. I applied my psychical Rps 
to it, but I could taste, absorb nothing. I have seen com¬ 
mercial travellers there, cajoling the patron into buying 
things he did not want. They are mysteriou.s, marvellous 
beings, their powders of persuasion are little short of miracu¬ 
lous. What do you think of doing with me?” 

“Well, I propose first of all photographing you, then 
soaking you in gum anabic, and finally* transferring you to 
a museum.” 

He screamed as though with pain, and gasped: “ Don't! 
don’t do it. It will be torture insufferable.”, 

“But why so? You will be under glass, in a polished 
oak or mahogany box.” • ^ 

“Don’t! You cannot understand what it will be to me 
—a spirit or Ic.ss attached to my body, to spend ages 
upon ages in a museum with* fibulae, triskclli, palstave?, 
celts, torques, scarabs. We cannot travel very far from 
our bones—our range is limited. And conceive of my 
feelings for centuries condemned to wander among glass 
cases containing prehistoric antiquities, and to hear the 
,\alk of scientific men alone. Now here, it is otherwise 
Here Pcan pass up when I like into the tavern, and car 
see men get drunk, and hear commercial travellers hood¬ 
wink the patron, and then when the taverner finds he has 
beeh induced to buy what he did not want, I can see him 
bert his wife and smack his children. There is something 
’human, humorous, in that, but fibulae, palstaves, torques 

\ —bah! 
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“You seem to have a lively knowledge of antiquities,” I 
observed. 

“ Of course I have. There come arch.neologists here and 

eat their sandwiches above me, and talk prehistoric an¬ 

tiquities till I am sick. Give me life! Give me something 

interesting! ” 
- J p 

But what do you mean'when you say that you cahnot 
travel far from your bones?” 

** I mean that there is a sort,*of filmy 'ittachment that 

connects our psychic nature with our mortal remains. It 

fs like a spider and its web. Suppose the soul to be the 
spider and the skeleton to be the web. If you break 

the thread the spider will never find its way back to its 

home. So it is with us; there is an attachment, a faint 
thread of luminous spiritual matter that unites us to our 

earthly huskv It is liable to accidents. It sometimes gets 

broken, sometimes dissolved by water. If a blackbeetle 
crawls across it it suffers a. .sort of paralysis. I have never 

been to the otjier side of the river, I have feared to do so, 

though very anxious to look % t that creature like a large 
black caterpillar called the Train.” 

" This is news to me. Do you know of any cases of 

rupture of qonncction?” 
“ Ye.s,” he teplied. M*y old father, after he was dead 

some years, got his link of attachment broken, and he 

wandered about disconsolate. He could not find his own 

body, but he lighted on that of a young female of seventeen, 

and he got into that. It happened most singularly that 

her spook, being frolicsome and inconsiderate, had got it« 
bond also broken, and she, that is her spirit, strayifig about 

in quest of her body, lighted on that of my venerable 

parent, and for want of a better took possession of it. 

It so chanced that after a while they met and be^me 

t:hummy. In the world of spirits there is no marriage;-^ut 
there grow up spiritual attachments, and these two gbe 

rather fond of each other, but never could puzxle it outj 
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which was which and what each was; for a female soul 
h^id entered into an old male body, and a male soul had 
taken up its residence in a female body. Neither could 
riddle out of wlpch sex each wa»s. You see they had 
no education. But I know that my father’s soul became 
quite sportive in that young woman’s skeleton.” , 

“ Did they continue chumm;^ ? ” 
“ No; they quarrelled as to which was which, and they 

are not now on,speakings terms. 1 have two great-unefcs. 
Theirs is a sad tcale. Their souls were out wandering one 
day, and inadvertently they crossed and recrossed each 
other’s tracks so that their spiritual threads of attachment 
got twisted. They found this out, and that they were 
getting tangled up. What one of them should have done 
would have been to have stood still and let the other jump 
over and dive under his bfoth^r’s thread till he had cleared 
himself, Iku my maternal great-uncles—1 think 1 forgot 
to say they were related to me through my mother—they 
were men of peppery tempers and they could not under¬ 
stand this. They had no education. So they jumped one 
this way and one another, each abusigg the other, anrl 
made the tangle more complete. That was about six, 
thousand y^/s ago, and they are nov/ so knqtted up that 
I do not suppose they will be chear^f one another till time 
is no more.” 

He paused and laughed. 
Then I said: “ It*must have been very hard for you 

to be without pottery of any sort.” 
^ “ It was,” replied M. P. (this stands for Homo Prmhis- 

toricus, iiot for House-Parlourmaid or Hardy I’erennial), 
“very hard, had skins for water and milk-” 

“ Oh ! you had milk. 1 supposed you had no cows.” 
“ Nor had we, but the reindeer were beginning to get 

■ doc'ie and be tamed. If we caught young deer we brought 
them up to be pets for our children. And so it came 

^about tlw.t as they grew up we found out that we could 
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milk them into skins. But that gave it a smack, and when¬ 
ever we desired a fresh draught there was nothing for it 
but to lie flat on the ground under a doe reindeer and suck 
for all we were worth. .. It was hard. Horses were hunted. 
It did not occur to us that they could be tamed and 
saddled pjid mounted. Gh! it was not right. It war not 
fair that you should have^ everything and we nothing— 
nothing—nothing! Why should you have all and we have 
hSd naught?” 

“ Because I belong to the twentieth century. Thirty- 
three generations go to a thousand years. There are some 
two hundred and sixty-four or two hundred and seventy 
generations intervening between you and me. Each gen¬ 
eration makes some discovery that advances civilisation 
a stage, the next enters on the discoveries of the preceding 
generations, and sc culture advances stage by stage. Man 
is infinitely progressive.The brute beast is not.” 

“ That is true,” he replied. “ 1 invented butter, which was 
unknown to ray ancestors, the unbuttcred man.” 

“Indeed!” * , 
“ It was_so,” hc^said, and 1 saw a flu.sh of light ripple over 

the emanation. I suppose it was a glow of self-satisfaction. 
” It came about thus. One of my wives had.jjearly let the 
Tire out. I Was very angry, and catching up one of the 
skins of milk, I banged her about the head with it till she 
fell insensible to the earth. The other wives were very 
pleased and applauded. When I came to take a drink, for 
my exertions had heated me, I found that the milk was 
curdled into butter. At first I did not know what it w^s, 
so I made one of my other wives taste it, and a^ she pro¬ 
nounced it to be good, I ate the rest myself. That was 
how butter was invented. For four hundred years that was 
the way it was made, by banging a milk-skin aboui the 

"head of a woman till .she was knocked down in.sen\»ible. 
But at last a woman found out that by churning the muk 
with her hand butter could be made equally welb«and thei^ 
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the former process was discontinued except by some men 
who clung to ancestral customs.” 

“But,” said I, “nowadays you would not be suffered 
to knock your wife about, even with a milk-skin.” 

“ Why not ? ” ‘ 
“ Because it is barbarous. You would be sent to gaol.” 
“^ut she was my wife.” » 
“Nevertheless it w'ould not be tolerated. The law steps 

in and protects women from ill-usage.” 
“ How shameful! Not auowed to do what you like with 

your own wife I ” 
“ Most assuredly not. Then you remarked that this was 

how you dealt with one of your wives. How many did ^ 
you possess?” 

“ Off and on, seventeen.” 
“ Notv, no man is suffered to have more thap one.” 
“ What—one at a time ? ” 
“ Yes,” I replied. 
“ Ah, well. Then if you had an old and ugly wife, or one 

who w'as a scold, you could kill her and get another, young 
and pretty.” 

“ That would not be allowed.” 
“ Not even if she were a .scold ? ” 
“ No, y'ou would have to put up with her toilic bitter end.” 
“ Humph:” H. r. remained silent for a while wrapped 

in thought. Presently he said : “ There is one thing I do 
not understand. In the wine-shop overhead the men get very 
quarrelsome, others drunk, but they never kill one another.” 

“No. If one man killed another he would have his head 
*ut off-»here in France—unless extenuating circumstances 
were found. With us in England he would be hanged by 
the neck till he was dead.” 

Then—what is your sport ? ” 
liVe hunt the fox.' ^ 

^The fox is bad eating. I never could stomach it. If 
'*11 did k^ll a fox I made my wives eat it, and had some 
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mammoth meat for myself. But hunting is business with 
us—or was so—not sport.” 

“ Nevertheless with us it is our great sport.” 
“Business is business and sport is sport,” he said. “Now, 

we Jiunted as business, and had little fights and killed one 
another as our sport.’’ 

“ We arc not suffered to l.ill one another.” 
“ But take the case,” said he, “ that a man has a nose- 

riug, or a pretty wife, and you want one or the other. 
Surely you might kill him and possess yourself of what you 
so ardently co'/ct ? ” 

“ By no means. Now, to change the topic,” I went on, 
“you arc totally destitute of clothing. You do not even 
wear the traditional garment of fig leaves.” 

“ What avail fig leaves ? There is no warmth in them.” 
“ Perhaps not—but out of delicacy.” 
“ What is that ? I don’t understand.” There was clearly 

no corresponding sen.sat’ion in the vibrating tympanum of 
his psychic nature, 

“Did you never wear clothe^ ?” I inquired. 
“ Certainly, whe^ it was cold we wore skins, skins of the 

beasts we killed. But in summer what is the use of cloth- 
, ing? Besides, we only wore them out of d^r.s. When 
we entered our homes.^made of skins hitched up to the 
rock overhead, we threw them off. It was hot within, and 
we perspired freely.” 

“ What, were naked in your homes! you and your 
wives ? ” 

“Of course we were. Why not? It was very warm^ 
within with the fire always kept up.” 

“ Why—good gracious me ! ” I exclaimed,' “ that would 
never be tolerated nowadays. If you attempted to go 
about the country unclothed, even get out of your clothes 
fseely at home, you would be sent to a lunatic asylum i«nd 
kept there.” 

“ If umph ! ” He again lapsed into silence. 
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Presently he exclaimed: “After all, I think that we 

were better off as we were eight thousand years ago, even 

without your matches, Benedictine, education, chocolat 

menkr, and commercials, for then we were able to enjoy 

real sport—we coflld kill one another, wc could knock old ’ 

wives on the head, we could have a dozen or more squaws 

according to our circumstances^ young and prettj^, and we 

could career about the country or sit and enjoy a social 

chat at home, stark naked. We were best off as we wej^. 

There are compensations*Th life at every period of man. 
Vive la liberty!” 

At that moment I heard a shout—saw a flash of light. 

The workmen had pierced the barrier. A rush of fresh air ^ 

entered. I staggered to my feet. 

“ Oh! mon Dieu! Monsieur vit encore! ” 
1 felt dizzy. Kind harwrls grasped me. I y^as dragged 

forth. Brandy was poured down my throat. When 1 

came to myself I gasped: “ Fill hi the hole! Fill it all 

up. Let H. P. lie where he i.s.* He shall not go to the 

British Museum. I have^had enough ’of prehistoric 
antiquities. Adieu, pour toujours la Vezere.” 



GLAMR 

Tj#.K following story is found in the Gretla, an Icelandic Saga, composed 
in the thirteenth century, or that comes to us in the form then given 
to it; but it is a redaction of a Saga of much earlier date. Most 
of It is thoroughly historical, and its statements are corroborated 
by other Sagas. The following incident was introduced to account 
for the fact that the outlaw Grctter would run any risk rather than 
spend the long winter nights alone in the dark. 

At the beginning of the eleventh century there stood, 
a little way up the Valley of Shadows in the north of 

Iceland, a small farm, oc'cupicd by a worthy bonder, named 
Thorhall, and his wife. The farmer was not exactly a 
chieftain, but ne was well enough connected to be con¬ 
sidered respectable ; to back up‘his gentility he possessed 
numerous ‘flocks of sheep and a goodly drov^e of oxen. 
Thorhall would have been a happy man but for one circum- 
sj^ance—his shecpwalks were haunted. ' * 

Not a herdsman would remain with him; he bribed, he 
threatened, entreated, all to no purpose; one shepherd after 
another left his service, and things fame to such a pass 
that he determined on asking advice at the next annual 
council, Thorhall saddled his horses, adjusted his packs, 
provided himself with hobbles, cracked his long Jcelandii 
whip, and cantered along the road, and in due time 
reached Thingvellir. 

Skapti Thorodd’s son was lawgiver at that time, at^ as 
everyone considered him a man of the utmost prudence 
and able to give the best advice, our friend from the v ale 
of Shadows made straight for his booth. 
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“ An awkward predicament, certainly—to have large 
droves of sheep and no one to look after them,” said 
Skapti, nibbling the nail of his thumb, and shaking his 
wise head—a head as stuffed with law as a [Ptarmigan's 
crop is stuffed wifh blaeberries. “ Now I’ll tell you what— ' 
as you have asked my advice, I will lielj} yfpu to a shepherd ; 
a character in his way, a man of dull intellect, to be sure, 
but strong as a bull.” 

” 1 do not care about his wits so long as he can Ic pk 
after sheep,” answered 1 liorhall. 

‘‘You may rely on his being able to do that,” said 
Skapti. “ He is a stout, plucky fellow; a Swede from 
Sylgsdale, if you know where that is.” 

Towards the break-up of the council—“Thing” they call 
it in Iceland—two greyish-white horses belonging to Thor- 
hall slipped their hobbles aud strayed,; so the good man 
had to hunt uter them himself, which shows how short of 
servants he was. He crossed Sletha-asi, thence he bent 
his way to Armann’s-fell, and just by the Priest’s Wood he 
met li strangc-looking man driving before him a horse 
laden with faggots. The fellow was tall and stalwart; his 
face involuntarily attracted Thorhall’s attentibn, for the 
eyes, of an ashen grey, were large and staring, the powerful 
jaw was furnished with very white protruding teeth, and 
around the Ujw forehead hung bunches of coarse wolf-grey 
hair, 

“ Pray, what is your name, my man ? ” asked the farmer, 
pulling up. 

“ Glamr, an please you,” replied the wood-cutter. 
Thorh/ill stared; then, with a preliminary cough, he 

asked how Gliimr liked faggot-picking. 
“ Not much,” was the answer ; “ I prefer shepherd life.” 
“ ’jVill you come with me ? ” asked Thorhall ; “ Skapti 

has ,,handed you over to me, and I want a shepherd this 
wir/ter uncommonly.” 

“ If I serve you, it is on the understanding that I cpme 
*" » 

M 
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or go as it pleases me. I tell you I am a bit truculent if 
things do not go just to my thinking.” 

“ I shall not object to this,” answered the bonder, “ So I 
may count on your services ? ” 

“Wait a moment! You have not told me whether there 
be any drawback.” 

“ I must acknowledge th&t there is one,” said Thorhdll; 
“ in fact, the sheepwalks have got a bad name for bogies.” 

Pshaw! Pm not the man to be scared at shadows,” 
I. ' 

laughed Glamr ; “ so here’s niy hand to it; Pll be with 
you at the beginning of the winter night.” 

Well, after this they parted, and prc.scntly the farmer 
found his ponies. Having thanked Skapti for his advice 
and assistance, he got his horses together and trotted 
home. 

Summer, and then autumn passed, but not a word about 
the new shepherd reached the Valley of Shadows. The 
winter storms began to bluster up the glen, driving the 
flying snow-flakes and massing the white drifts at every 
winding of the vale. Ice formed in the shallows of the 
river; and the streams, which in summer trickled down the 
ribbed scarps, were now transmuted into icicles. 

One gusty night a violent blow at the :’por startled all 
ifi the farm. In another -moment Glamr, tall as a troll, 
stood in the hall glowering out of his wild eyes, his grey 
hair matted with frost, his teeth rattling and snapping with 
cold, his face blood-red in the glare of the fire which smoul¬ 
dered in the centre of the hall. Thorhall jumped up and 
greeted him warmly, but the housewife was too frightened 
to be very cordial. <- 

Weeks passed, and the new shepherd was daily on the 
moors with his floek; his loud and deep-toned voice was 
often borne down on the blast as he shouted to the s'Jieep 
driving them into fold. His presence in the house always 
produced gloom, and if he spoke it sent a thrill throilgb 
the women, who openly proclaimed their aversion for him.-. 
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There was a church near the byre, but GMmr never 
crossed the threshold ; he hated psalmody ; apparently he 
was an indifferent Christian. On the vigil of the Nativity 
Gldmr rose early and shouted for ircat. 

“Meat!” exclaimed the housewife; “no man calling 
hiirself a Christian touches fle.-.h to-da}'. To-mr>rrow is 
the holy Christmas Day, and tin's is a fast.” 

“All superstition!” roared Glamr. “As far as I can 
see, men arc nc better than they were in the bonny 
heathen time. Bring me meat, and make no more ado 
about it.” 

“ You may be quite certain,” protested the good wife, 
“ if Church rule be not kept, ill-luck will follow.” 

Glamr ground his teeth and clenched his hand.-^. “Meat! 
I will have meat, or-" In fear and trembling the poor 
woman obeyed. 

The day was raw and windy; masses of grey vapour 
rolled up from the Arctic Ocean. and hung in piles about 
the mountain-tops. Now and then a scud of frozen fog, 
composed of minute particle.^ of ice, swept along the glen, 
covering bar and beam with feathery hoar-fro^t. As the 
day declined, snow began to fall in large flakes like thn 
down of the ^'.ler-duck. One moment there ^yas a lull in 
the wind, and then the deep-tone(i shout of Glamr, higii 
up the moor slopes, was heard distinctly by the congrega¬ 
tion assembling for the first vespers of Christmas Day. 
Darkness came on, deep as that in the rayless abysses of 
the caverns under the lava, and still the snow fell thicker. 
The lights from the church windows sent a yellow haze far 
out into the night, and every flake burned golden as it 
swept within the ray. The bell in the lych-gate clanged 
for evensong, and the wind puffed the sound far up the 
glen<; perhaps it reached the herdsman’s ear. Hark! 
Someone caught a distant sound or shriek, which it was he 
.ould not tell, for the wind muttered and mumbled about 
the church eaves, and^ then with a fierce whistle scudded 
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over the graveyard fence. Glamr had not returned when 
the service was over. Thorhall suggested a search, but no 
man would accompany him; and no wonder! it was not a 
night for a dog to be out in; besides, the tracks were a 
foot* deep in snow. The family sat up all night, waiting, 
listening,, trembling; but.no Glamr came home. D.^wn 
broke at last, wan and blear Sn the south. The clouds hung 
down like great sheets, full of snow, almost to bursting. 

® A party was soon formed to search for the missing man. 
A sharp scramble brought them to high land, and the 
ridge betwec.-j the two riv'crs which join in Vatnsdalr was 
thoroughly examined. Here and there were found the 

. scattered sheep, shuddering under an iciclcd rock, or half 
buried in a snow-drift. No trace yet of the keeper. A 
dead ewe lay at the bottom of a crag ; it had staggered 
over in the gloom, and had becn'da,shcd to pieces. 

Presently the whole party were called together about 
a trampled spot in the heath, where evidently a death- 
struggle had taken place, for earth and stone were tossed 
about, and the snow was bl''*^cl,ied with large splashes of 
^lood. A gory tt^ick led up the mountain, and the farm- 
servants were following it, when a cry, almost of agony, 
from one of^thc lads, made them turn, rivjooking behind 
a* rock, the boy had coijrie Upon the corpse of the shepherd ; 
it was livid and swollen to the size of a bullock. It lay 
on its back with the arms extended. The snow had been 
scrabbled up by the puffed hands in .the death-agony, and 
the staring glassy eyes gazed out of the ashen-grey, up¬ 
turned face into the vaporous canopy overhead. From 
the purple lips lolled the tongue, which in the latst throes 
had been bitten through by the white fangs, and a dis¬ 
coloured stream which had flowed from it was now an icicle. 

With trouble the dead man was raised on a litter^ and 
’Carried to a gill-edge, but beyond this he could not be 
borne; his weight waxed more and more, the bearer.s 
toilod beneath their burden, their foreheads becan;e beadea 
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with sweat; though strong men they were crushed to the 
ground. Consequently, the corpse was left at the ravine- 
head, and the men returned to the farm. Next day their 
efforts to lift Glf'mr’s bloated carcass, and remove it to 
consecrated ground, were unavailing. On the third day 
a priest accompanied them, but the body was nowhere to 
be found. Another expedition without the priest was 
made, and on this occasion the corpse was discovered ; so 
a cairn was raised over th-’ spot. 

Two nights after this one of the thralls who had gone 
after the cows burst into the hall with a face blank and 
scared; he staggered to a seat and fainted. On recover¬ 
ing his senses, in a broken voice he assured all who 
crowded about him that he had seen Gl.irnr walking past 
him as he left the door of the stable. On the following 
evening a houseboy wa.s found in a fit under the farmyard 
wall, and he remained an idiot to his dying day. Some of 
the women next saw a face which, though blown out and 
di.scoloured, they recognised as that of Gklmr, looking in 
upon them through a window of the dairy. In the twi¬ 
light, Thorhall himself met the dead man, who stood and 
glowered at him, but made no attempt to injure his master. 
The haunting did not end there. Nightly a heavy tread 
was heard around the house, and a hand feeling along the 
walls, sometimes thrust in at the windows, at others clutch¬ 
ing the woodwork, and breaking it to splinters. Mowever, 
when the spring came round the disturbances lessened, 
and as the sun obtained full power, cctased altogether. 

That summer a ves.sel from Norway dropped anchor in 
the nearest ba}'. Thorhall visited it, and found on board 
a man named Thorgaut, who was in search of work. 

“ What do you say to being my shepherd ? ” asked the 
bonder. 

“ I should very much like the office,” answered Thorgaut!' 
•' I am as strong as two ordinary men, and a handy fellow 
to boot.”^ 
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“ I will not engage you without forewarning you of the 
terrible things you may have to encounter duting the 
winter night,” 

“ Pray, what may they be ? ” 
‘‘•Ghosts and hobgoblins,” answered the farmer; “a fine 

dance they lead me, I can promise you.” 
“ I fear them not,” an.swe/ed Thorgaut; ” I .shall be with 

you at cattle-slaughtering time.” 
•At the appointed .season the man came, and soon 

established himself as a favourite in the house ; he romped 
w'ith the children, chucked the maidens under the chin, 
helped his fellow-servants, gratified the housewife by 

• admiring her curd, and was just as much liked as his 
predecessor had been detested. He was a devil-may-care 
fellow, too, and made no bones of his contempt for the 
ghost, cxpre.ssing hopes of mcetfng^him face to face, which 
made his master look grave, and his mistress shudderingly 
cross herself. As the winter came on, strange sights and 
sounds began fo alarm tlie folk, but these never frightened 
Thorgaut; he slept too soundly, at night to hear the tread 
of feet about the door, and was too short-sighted to catch 
glimpses of a grizzly monster striding up and down, in the 
twilight, bej^ore its cairn. . 

At last Chtistmas E^ve Came round, and Thory;aut went 
out as usual with his sheep. 

“ Have a care, man,” urged the bonder; ‘‘ go not near 
to the gill-head, where Gl.'lmr lies.” 

“ Tut, tut! fear not for me. I shall be back by vesper.s.” 
“ God grant it,” sighed the housewife; “ but ’tis not a 

day for risks, to be sure,” 
Twilight came on; a feeble light hung over the south, 

one white streak above the heath land to the south. Far 
off in southern lands it was still day, but here the darkness 
fathered in apace, and men came from Vatnsdalr for even¬ 
song, to herald in the night when Christ was born. Christ? 
mas* Eve ! How different in Saxon England ! There the 
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great ashen faggot is rolled along the hall with torch and 
t^per; the mummers dance with their merry jingling 
bells; the boar’s head, with gilded tusks, “ bedecked with 
holly and rosemary,” is brought ,in by the steward to a 
flourish of trumpets. 

How different, too, where the Varanger cluster round 
the imperial throne in the mighty church of the Eternal 
Wisdom at this very hour. Outside, the air is soft from 
breathing over, the llosphoru.s, which flashes tremulously 
beneath the stars. The orange and laurel leaves in the 
palace gardens arc still exhaling fragrance in the hush of 
the Christmas night. 

But it is different here. The wind is piercing as a two- 
edged sword; blocks of ice crash and grind along the 
coast, and the lake waters are congealed to stone. Aloft, 
the Aurora flames crini.son, flinging long streamers to the 
zenith, and then suddenly dissolving into a sea of pale 
green light. The natives are waiting round the church- 
door, but no Thorgaut has returned. 

They find him next morrkig, lying across Gldmr’s cairn, 
with his spine, his leg, and arm-bones shattered. He is 
conveyed* to the churchyard, and a cross is set up at his 
head. He sip/ jjs peacefully. Not .so Glamr ; he becomes 
more furious than ever. No one, will remain with Thor- 
hall now, except an old cowherd who has always served 
the family, and who had long ago dandled his present 
master on his knee 

“ All the cattle will be lost if I leave,” said the carle; 
“ it shall never be told of me that I deserted Thorhall from 
fear of'a spectre.” 

Matters grew rapidly worse. Outbuildings were broken 
into of a night, and their woodwork was rent and 
shattered; the house door was violently shaken, and great 
pieces of it were torn away ; the gables of the house were 
also pulled furiously to and fro. 

One, morning before dawn, the old man went to the 
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stable. An hour later, his mistress arose, and taking her 
milking pails, followed him. As she reached the‘door of 
the stable, a terrible sound from within—the bellowing of 
the cattle, mingled with the deep notes of an unearthly 
\oice—sent her back shrieking to the house. Thorhall 
leaped out of bed, caught ,’ip a weapon, and hastened to 
the cow-house. On opening- the door, he found the cattle 
goring each C'ther. Slung across the stone that separated 
til*' stalls was something. Thorhall stepped up to it, felt 
it, looked close ; it was the cowherd, perfectly dead, his 
feet on one side of the slab, his head on the other, and his 
spine snapped in twain. The bonder now moved with his 
family to Tunga, another farm owned by him lower down 
the valley; it was too venturesome living during the mid¬ 
winter night at the haunted farm ; and it W'as not till the 
sun had returned as a bridegroom*'out of his chamber, and 
had dispelled night with its phantoms, that he went back 
to the Vale of Shadow.s.' In the meantime, his little girl’s 
health had given way under the repeated alarms of the 
winter; she became paler C'C ary day ; with the autumn 
flowers she faded, ^ind was laid beneath the mould of the 
cHurchj'ard 'in time for the first snows to spread a virgin 
pall over her small grave. ‘ , 

At this timc'Grcttir—^ hero of great fame, and Vi native 
of the north of the island—was in Iceland, and as the 
hauntings of this vale were matters of gossi[> throughout 
the district, he inquired about then?, and resolved on 
visiting the scene. So Grcttir busked himself for a cold 
ride, mounted his horse, and in due course of time drew 
rein at the door of Thorhall’s farm with the requtst that 
he might be accommodated there for the night. 

“Ahem!” coughed the bonder; “perhajis you arc not 
aware-” 

I am perfectly aware of all. I want to catch sight of 
the troll.” 

“ But your horse is sure to be killed.” e- 
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“ I will risk it Glamr I must meet, so there’s an end of it.” 
” I arh delighted to see you,” spoke the bonder ; “ at the 

same time, should mischief befall you, don’t lay the blame 
at my dooi.” 

“ Never fear, man.” 
So they shook hands; the horse was put into the 

strongest stable, Thorhall made Grettir as good cheer as 
he was able, and then, as the visitor was sleepy, all retired 
to rest. 

The night passed quietly, and no sounds indicated the 
presence of a restless sjiirit. The horse, moreover, was 
found next morning in good condition, enjoying his hay. 

“ This is unexpected ! ” exclaimed the bonder, gleefully 
“Now, where’s the saddle? We’ll clap it on, and then good¬ 
bye, and a merry journey to you.” 

“ Good-bye ! ” echoed Grettir ; “ I am going to stay here 
another night.” 

“You had best be advised,” urged Thorhall; “if mis¬ 
fortune should overtake you, 1 know that all your kinsmen 
would visit it on my head.” 

“ I have made uj: my mind to stay,” said Grettir, and he 
looked so dogged that Thorhall opposed him no more. 

All was qu\.l next night ; not a sound roused Grettir 
from his slumber. Next morning went with the farmer 
to the stable. The strong wooden doior was shivered and 
driven in. They stepjied acr(.)ss it; Grettir called to his 
horse, but there wa.' no responsive whinny. 

“ I am afraid-” began Thorhall. Grettir leaped in, 
and found the poor brute dead, and with its neck broken. 

“Nofv,” said Thorhall quickly, “I’ve got a capital 
horse—a skewbald—down by Tunga, I shall not be many 
hours in fetching it; your saddle is here, I think, and then 
you will just have time to reach-” 

“ I stay here another night,” interrupted Grettir. 
, “ I implore you to depart,” said Thorhall. 

“ My. horse is slain ’ ” 
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“ But I will provide you with another.” 
“ Friend,” answered Grettir, turning so sharply round 

that the farmer jumped back, half frightened, “no man 
ever did me an injury without rueing it. Now, your 
d'emon herdsman has been the death of my horse. He 
must be taught a lesson.” .. 

“ Would that he were! ” gioaned Thorhall; “ but mortal 
must not face him. Go in peace and receive compensa¬ 

tion from me for what has happened.” 
“ 1 must revenge my horse.” 
“An obstinare man will have his own way ! But if you 

run your head against a stone wall, don’t be angry because 
vou get a broken pate.” 

Night came on; Grettir ate a hearty supper and was 
right jovial ; not so Thorhall, who had his misgivings. At 
bedtime the latter crept into his crib,.which, in the manner 
of old Icelandic beds, opened out of the hall, as berths do 
out of a cabin. Grettir, however, determined on remaining 
up; so he flung himself on a bench with his feet against 
the posts of the high seat, arai his back against Thorhall’s 
crib ; then he wrapped one lappet of his fur coat round his 
feet, the other about his head, keeping the neck-opening in 
front of his face, so that he could look through into the hall. 

There was d fire burping* on the hearth, a smouldering 
heap of red embers; every now and then a twig flared up 
and crackled, giving Grettir glimpses of the rafters, as 
he lay with his eyes wandering amo.ng the mysteries of 
the smoke-blackened roof. The wind whistled softly over¬ 
head, The clerestory windows, covered with the amnion ^ 
of sheep, admitted now and then a sickly yelloV/ glare 
from the full moon, which, however, shot a beam of pure 
silver through the smoke-hole in the roof. A dog without 
began to howl; the cat, which had long been sitting 
demurely watching the fire, stood up with raised back and 
bristling tail, then darted behind some chests in a corner. 
The hall door was in a sad plight. It had been so riven 
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by the spectre that it was made firm by wattles only, and 
the moon glinted athwart the crevices. Soothingly the 
river, not yet frozen over, .^rattled over its shingly bed 
as it swept round the knod on which stood the farm. 
Grettir heard the breathing of the sleeping women in the 
adjoining chamber, and the sigh of the housewife as she 
turned in her bed. 

Click! click !—It is only the frozen turf on the roof crack¬ 
ing with the cold. The wind lulls completely. The night 
is very still without, llarw I a heavy tread, beneath which 
the snow yields. Every footfall goes straight to Grettir’s 
heart. A crash on the turf overhead ! lly all the saints in 
paradise I The monster is treading on the roof. For one 
moment the chimney-gap is completely darkened : Glamr 
is looking down it: the flash of the red ash is reflected in 
the two lustreless eyes. Then the moon glances sweetly 
in once mc<re, and the heavy tramp of Gldmr is audibly 
moving towards the farther end of the hall. A thud—he 
has leaped down. Grettir feels the board at his back 
quivering, for Thorhall is aw-^ke and is trembling in his bed. 
The steps pass round to" the back of the house, and then 
the snapping of the wood shows that the creatuVe is destroy¬ 
ing some of the: outhouse doors. He tires of this appar¬ 
ently, far his footfall comes clear towards tlATmain entrance 
to the hall. The moon is veiled behind a watery cloud, and 
by the uncertain glimmer Grettir fancies that he sees two 
dark hands thrust in aoove the door. His apprehensions 
are verified, for, with a loud snap, a long strip of panel 
breaks, and light is admitted. Snap—snap I another por¬ 
tion gi'ves way, and the gap becomes larger. Then the 
wattles slip from their places, and a dark arm rips them out 
in bunches, and flings them away. There is a cro.ss-beam 
to^he door, holding a bolt which slides into a stone groove. 
Against the grey light, Grettir sees a huge black figure 
heaving itself over the bar. Crack! that has given way, 
and tlje rest of the door falls in shivers to the earth.. 
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“ Oh, heavens above! ” exclaims the bonder. 
Stealthily the dead man creeps on, feeling at the beams 

as he comes; then he stands <n the hall, with the firelight 
on him. A fearful sight; the call figure distended with the 
corruption of the grave, the nose fallen off, the wandering, 
vacant eyes, with the glaze of death on them, the sallow 
flesh patched with green masses of decay; the wolf-grey hair 
and beard have grown in the tomb, and hang matted about 
th»'shoulders and breast; the nails, too, they have grown. 
It is a sickening sight—a thing to shudder at, not to see. 

Motionless, with no nerve quivering now, Thorhall and 
Grettir held their breath. 

. Gljimr’s lifeless glance strayed round the chamber; it 
rested on the shaggy bundle by the high seat. Cautiously 
he stepped towards it. Grettir felt him groping about the 
lower lappet and pulling at it. rho cloak did not give 
way. Another jerk; Grettir kept his feet firmly pressed 
against the posts, so that the rug was not pulled off. The 
vampire seemed puzzled, he plucked at the upper flap and 
tugged. Grettir held to the bench and bed-board, so that 
he was not moved,, but the cloak was rent in twain, and 

I* 

the corpse .staggered back, holding half in its hands, and 
gazing wonderingly at it. IJeforc it had cidne examining 
the shred, Gretfir started, to his feet, bowed his body, flung 
his arms about the carcass, and, driving his head into 
the chest, strove to bend it backward and snap the spine. 
A vain attempt! The cold hands cam down on Grettir’s 
arms with diabolical force, riving them from their hold. 
Grettir clasped them about the body again ; then the arms 
closed round him, and began dragging him alongV The 
brave man clung by his feet to benches and posts, but 
the .strength of the vampire was the greater; posts grwe 
way, benches were heaved from their places, and the 
wrestlers at each moment neared the door. Sharply 
writhing loose, Grettir flung his hands round a roof-beam. 
He was dragged from his feet; the numbing arms clenched 
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him round the waist, and tore at him ; every tendon in his 
breast was strained ; the strain under his shoulders became 
excruciating, the muscles s ood out in knots. Still he 
held on ; his fingers were 'blood,less ; the pulses (. f his 
temples throbbed in jerks ; the breath came in a wiu'stie 
tljrough his rigid nostrils. AW the while, too, the long 
nails of the dead man cut iif^o his side, and Grettir could 
feel them piercing like knives between his ribs. Then at 
once his hands gave way, and the mon.stcr bore Ifim 
reeling towards the porch' crashing over the broken frag¬ 
ments of the door. liard as the battle had gone with him 
indoors, Grettir knew that it would go worse outside, so he 
gathered up all his remaining strength for one final 
desperate struggle. The door had been shut with a swivel 
into a groove ; this groove was in a stone, which formed 
the jamb on one side aral there was a similar block on the 
other, into which the hinges had been driven. As the 
wrestlers neared the opening, Grettir planted both his feet 
against the stone posts, holding Gl.imr by the middle. 
He had the advantage now. The dead man writhed 
in his arms, drove his talons into Gret^ir’s back, and tore 
up great ribbons of fle.sh, but the stone jambs licld firm. 

“Now,” thought Grettir, “I can break his back,” and 
# 

thrustin'g his head under the c|iin, so that the grizzly 
beard covered his eyes, he forced the face from him, and 
the back was bent as a hazel-rod. 

“ If I can but hqjd on,” thought Grettir, and he tried to 
shout for Thorhall, but his voice was muffled in the hair of 
the corpse. 

Sudv'.enly one or both of the door-posts gave way. 
Down crashed the gable trees, ripping beams and rafters 
from their beds ; frozen clods of earth rattled from the 
roof and thumped into the .snow. GHmr fell on his back, 
and Grettir staggered down on top of him. The mo(?n 
was at her full; large white clouds chased each other 
across , the sky, and as they swept before her dis-k she 
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looked through them with a brown halo round her. The 
snow-cap of Jorundarfell, however, glowed like a planet, 
then the white mountain rid|*je was kindled, the light ran 
down the hillside, the bright disk stared out of the veil 
and flashed at this moment full on the vampire’s face. 
Grcttir’s strength was failii.g him, his hands quivered in 
the snow, and he knew that '^he could not support himself 
from droppinf( flat on the dead man’s face, eye to eye, lip 
to*lip. The eyes of the corpse were fixed on him, lit with 
the cold glare of the moon. 11 is head swam as his heart 
sent a hot stream to his brain. 'I'hcn a voice from the 
grey lips said— 
' “ Thou hast acted madly in seeking to match thyself 
with me. Nor., iearn that henceforth ill-luck shall con¬ 
stantly attend thee; that thy strength shall never exceed 
what it now i^; and that by night‘thtse eyes of mine shall 
stare at thee through the darkness till thy dying day, so 
that for very horror thou shalt not endure to be alone.” 

Grettir at this moment noticed that his dirk had slipped 
from iis sheath during the fall, and that it now lay con¬ 
veniently near his hand. The giddiness which had oppre.sscd 
him passed away, he clutched at the sword-haft, and with 
a blow severed the vampire’s thropt. Then, kneeling on 
the breast, he hacked til’ the head came off. 

Thorhall appeared now, his face blanched with terror, 
but when he saw how the fray had terminated he assisted 
Grettir gleefully to roll the corpse on the top of a pile 
of faggots, which had been collected for winter fuel. Fire 
was applied, and soon far down the valley the flames of 
the pyre startled people, and made them wonder what 
new horror was being enacted in the upper portion of the 
Vale of Shadows. v 

Next day the charred bones were conveyed to a spot 
remote from the habitations of men, and were there buried. 

What Gldmr had predicted came to pass. Never after 
did Grettir dare to be alone in the dark. •" 



; COLONEL HALFFAX’S GHOST 
STOUY 

I HAD just come back'io England, after having been 
some years in India, and was looking forward to meet 

my friends, among whom there was none 1 was more 
anxious to see than Sir Francis Lynton. Wc had beeu 
at Eton together, and for the short time I had been at 
Oxford before entering the Army we had been at the same 
college. Then we hid ^cen parted.* He eamc into the 
title and estates of the family in Yorkshire on the death 
of his grandfather—his father liad predeceased—and I 
had been over a good part bf the world. One visit, 
indeed, I had made him in his Yorkshire homcf^before 
leaving for India, of but a few days. * 

It will easily be imagined how pleasant "^t was, two .or 
thr^e days after my arrival in London, to receive a letter 
from Lyhton saying he had j\ist jecn in the papers that 
I had arrivc*d, and begging me to come down at once to 
By field, his place in Yorkshire. 

“You are not to,tell me,” he said, “that you cannot 
come. I allow you a week in which to order and try on 
your clothes, to report yourself at the War Office, to pay 

'your rdSpects to the Duke, and to see your sister at 
Hampton Court; but after that I shall expect you. In 
fact, you are to come on Monday. I have a couple of 
horses which will just suit you; the carriage shall meet 
you at Packham, and all you have got to do is to pift 
yourself in the train which leaves King’s Cross at twelve 
o’clock^’ ., 

175 
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Accordingly, on the day appointed I started; in due 
time reached Packham, losing much time on a detestable 
branch line, and there fount' the dogcart of Sir Francis 
awaiting me, I drove at onco to l^yfield. 

■ I'hc house I remembered. It was a low, gabled structure 
of no great size, with ojd-fashumed lattice windows, 
separated from the park, whc.e were deer, by a charming 
terraced garden. 

-»No sooner did the wheels crunch the gravel by the 
principal entrance, than, almc.-jL before the bell was rung, 
the porch dot-r opened, and there stood Lynton himself, 
whom I had not .seen for so many years, hardly altered, 
and with all the joy of w'elcome beaming in his face. 
Taking me by both hands, he drew, me into the house, 
got rid of my hat and wraps, looked me all over, and 
then, in a breath, began to say .ho\v glad he was to see 
me, what a real delight it was to have got me at last under 
his roof, and what a good time we would have together, 
like the old days over again. 

He t-had sent* my luggage up to my room, which was 
ready for me, and he bade me make haste and dress for 
dinner. 

*So saying, he took me through a pae-dlcd hall up an 
oak staircasc^'and showed me my room, which, hurried as 
I was, I observed was bung with tarestiy, and had a large 
fourpost bed, with velvet curtains opposite the window. 

They had gone into dinner vhen I came down, despite 
all the haste I made in dres mg; but a place had been 
kept for me next Lady Lynton. 

Besides my hosts, there were their two daughters,.Colonel 
Lynton, a brother of Sir Francis, the chaplain, and some 
others whom I do not remember distinctly. 

After dinner there was some music in the hall, and a 
game of whist in the drawing-room, and after the ladies 
had gone upstairs, Lynton and I retired to the smoking- 
room, where we sat up talking the best part of the night. 
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I think it must have been near three when I retired. Once 
in bed, I slept so soundly that my servant’s entrance the 
next morning failed to arou'iie me, and it was past nine 
when I awoke. 

After breakfast and the disposal of the newspapers, 
Lvnton retired to his letters, and I asked Lady Lyriton if 
Give of her daughters might sliow me the house. Elizabeth, 
the eldest, was summoned, and seemed in no way to dislike 
the task. 

« 

The house was, as already intimated, by no means large; 
it occupied three sides of a .sejuarc, the entrance and one 
end of the staWes making the fourth side. The interior 
was full of interest—passages, rooms, galleries, as well as 
hall, were panelled in dark wood and hung with pictures. 
1 was shown everything on the ground floor, and then on 
the first floor. Then my guide proposed that we should 
ascend a narrow twisting staircase that led to a gallery. 
We did as proposed, and entered a handsome long room 
or passage, leading to a small chamber at one end, in 
which my guide told me her father kept books and pa^'rs. 

1 asked if anyone .slept in this gallc’y, as 'noticed a 
bed, and fireplace, and rods, by means of which curtains 
might be drawn, inclosing one portion where were i,jed and 
fireplace, so as to convert it into a \(ery cosy chamber. 

She answered “ No,” the place was not really used except 
as a playroom, though sometimes, if the house happened 
to be very full, in her great-grandfather’s time, she had 
heard that it had been occupied. 

lly the time we had been over the house, and I had 
also be^uii shown the garden and the stables, and intro¬ 
duced to the dogs, it was nearly one o’clock. Wc were 
to b^ave an early luncheon, and to drive afterwards to see 
the ruins of one of the grand old York.shirc abbeys. 

This was a pleasant expedition, and we got back just in 
time for tea, after which there was some reading aloud. 
The evening passed much in the same way as the preced- 
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ing one, except that Lynton, who had some business, did 
not go down to the smoking.room, and I took th6 oppnrr 
tunity of retiring early in o^der to write a letter for the 
Indian mail, something having; been said as to the prospect 
of hunting the next day. 

I had finished my letter, ’vh'ch was a long one, together 
with two or three others, anct had just got into bed when' I 
heard a step overhead as of someone walking along the 
gullery, which I now knew ran immediately above my 
room. It was a slow, heavy', measured tread which I 
could hear getting gradually louder and nearer, and then 
as gradually fading away as it retreated into the distance. 
^ I was startled for a moment, having been informed that 
the gallery was unused; but the next instant it occurred to 
me that I had been told it communicated with a chamber 
where Sir Fra-ncts kept books and' papers. I knew he had 
some writing to do, and I thought no more on the matter. 

I was down the next morning at breakfast in good 
time. How late you were last night! ” I said to Lynton, 
in the' middle of breakfast. I heard you overhead after 
one o’cloL'k.” 

.Lynton replied rather shortly, “ indeed you did not, for 
I was in bed last night before twelve.” 

“ There was someone certainly moving overhead last 
night,” I answered, “for I heard his steps as’distinctly as 
I ever heard anything in my life, going down the gallery.” 

Upon which Colonel Lynton remarked that he had often 
fancied he had heard steps on his staircase, when he knew 
that no one was about. He was apparently disposed to 
say more, when his brother interrupted him sc-newhat 
curtly, as I fancied, and asked me if I should feel inclined 
after breakfast to have a horse and go out and look for the 
hounds. They met a considerable way off, but if they did 
riot find in the coverts they should first draw, a thing not 
improbable, they would come our way, and we might fall in 
with them about one o’clock and ha^^e a run. I said there 
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was nothing I should like better. Lynton mounted me on 
a »?ery nice chestnut, and the rest of the party having gone 
out shooting, and the young ladies being otherwise en¬ 
gaged, he and I started abouv eleven o’clock for our ride. 

The day was beautiful; .soft, with a bright sun, one of 
those delightful days which so frequently occur in the 
early part of November. 

On reaching the hilltop where Lynton had expected to 
meet the hounds no trace ^of them was to be discovereef. 
They must have found at once, and run in a different 
direction. At three o’clock, after we had eaten our sand¬ 
wiches, Lynton reluctantly abandoned all hopes of falling 
in with the hounds, and said v/e would return home by a 
slightly different route. 

We had not descended the hill before we came on an 
old chalk quarry and die remains of a disused kiln. 

I recollecied the spot at once. I had been here with 
Sir Francis on my former visit, many years ago. “ Why—■ 
bless me!” said 1. “Do you remember Lynton, what 
happened here when I was with you before ? There had 
been men engaged removing chalk, and thc% came on a 
skeleton under some depth of rubble. Wc went together 
to see it removed, and you J^aid you would.liaviau.it pre¬ 
served till it could be examined i>y .some ethnologist or 
anthropologist, one or other of tho,se dry-as-dusts, to decide 
whether the remains are dolichocephalous or brachy- 
cephalous, whether -British, Danish, or—modern. What 
was the result?” 

Sir Francis hesitated for a moment, and then answered : 
“ It is tiue, I had the remains removed.” 

“ Was there an inquest? ” 
“No. I had been opening some of the tumuli on the 

Wolds. I had sent a crouched skeleton and some skulls 
to the Scarborough Museum. This 1 was doubtful about, 
whether it was a prehistoric interment—in fact, to what 
date it belonged. Nc one thought of an inquest.” 
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On reaching the house, on^2 of the grooms who took 
the horses, in answer to a qiu^stion from Lynton, said that 
Colonel and Mrs. Hampshire had arrived about an hour 
ago, and that, one of the hot. es being lame, the carriage 
in whicli they had driven over from Castle Frampton was 
to put u[) for the night. In 'he drawing-room we found 
Lady Lynton pouring out te'j'for her husband’s youngest 
sister and helt husband, who, as we came in, exclaimed : 
*^Wc have come to beg a night’s lodging.” 

It appeared that they had been on a visit in the neigh¬ 
bourhood, and had been obliged to leave at a moment’s 
notice in consequence of a sudden death in the house 
v/hcre they were staying, and that, in the impossibility 
of getting a fly, their hosts had sent them over to ]3yfield. 

“ We thought,” Mrs. Hamp.shirc went on to say, “ that 
as we were coming jierc the end of next week, you would 
not mind having us a httle .sooner ; or that, if the house 
were quite full, you would be willing to put us up any¬ 
where till Monday, and let us come back later.” 

‘Lynton interposed with the remark that it was 
afl settled ;*and^. *hcn, turning to her hu.sband, added : 
“But I want to speak to you for'a moment.” 

Tliey both left the room together 
I.5mton came back almost immediately, and, making an 

excuse to show me on a map in the hall the point to 
which we had ridden, said as soon as we were alone, with 
a look of considerable annoyance : “ I am afraid we must 
ask you to change your room. Shall you mind very 
much ? 1 think we can make you quite comfortable up¬ 
stairs in the gallery, which is the only ro.om a'^ailable. 
Lady Lynton has had a good fire lit; the place is really 
not cold, and it will be for only a night or two. Your 
servant has been told to put your things together, but 
Lady Lynton did not like to give orders to have them 
actually moved before my speaking to you.” 

1 ^s.surcd him that I did not m'nd in the verj- least. 
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that I should be quite as. comfortable upstairs, but that 
{ did mind very much thc.ir making such a fuss about 
a matter of that sort with an old friend like myself. 

Certainly nothing could leok m >rc comfortable than my 
new lodging when 1 wcni^upstairs to dress. There \vas a 
bright fire in the large gratj\ ;-n armchair had been drawn 
up beside it, and all my booV% and writing things had been 
put in, with a reading-lamp in the central pcfsition, and the 
heavy tapestry curtains were drawn, converting this part"v?f' 
the gallery into a room to itself. Indeed, I felt somewhat 
inclined to congratulate myself on the change. The sjfiral 
staircase had been one reason against this place having 
been given to the Hamjishircs. No lady’s long dress trunk 
could have mounted it. 

Sir Francis was necessarily a good deal occupied in the 
evening with his sister and her husband, whom he had not 
seen for some time. Colonel I lamoshire had also just heard 
that he w'as likely to be ordered to bZgypt, and when Lyn- 
ton and he retired to the smoking-room, instead of going 
there I went upstairs to ray own room to f>rish c book in 
which 1 was interested. I did not, hc”vev<'’'^:3it*'up long, 
and very soon went to bed. * , 

Before doing ‘so, I ^Irew back the curtains oti,^thc rod, 
partly because J like plenty ol‘air jvhere 1 sleep, and partly 
also because I thought I might like to .see the play of the 
moonlight on the floor in the portion of the gallery beyond 
where I lay, and where the blinds had not been drawn. 

I must have been asleep for some time, for the fire, which 
I had left in full blaze, was gone to a few sparks wandering 
among'the as.hes, when I suddenly awoke with the impres¬ 
sion of having heard a latch click at the further extremity 
of .he gallery, where was the chamber containing books 
and papers. 

I had always been a light sleeper, but on the preseiit 
occasion I woke at once to complete and acute conscious¬ 
ness, r nd with a .sens ; of stretched attention which seemed 
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to intensify all my faculties. Vhc wind had risen, and was 
blowing in fitful gusts round Uie house. 

A minute or two passed, and I began almost to fancy I 
m jst have been mistaken, when I distinctly heard the creak 
of tile door, and then the click;, of the latch falling back 
into its place. Then I heard » sound on the boards as of 
one moving in the gallery. ’’ f sat up to listen, and as I 
did so I distinctly heard steps coming down the gallery. 
J**licard them approach and pass m}’’ bed. I could see 
nothing, all was dark ; but I neard the tread proceeding 
towards the farther portion of the gallery where were the 
uncurtained and unshuttered windows, two in number ; but 
the moon shone through only one of these, the nearer ; 
the other was dark, shadowed by the chapel or some other 
building at right angles. The tread .seemed to me to pause 
now and agair,, and ihen continuc''as before. 

I now fixed my eyes intently on the one illumined win¬ 
dow, and it appeared to me as if some dark body passed 
across it: but what.? I listened intently, and heard the 
.step p .-jced t-^.vthe end of the gallery and then return. 

1 agan1'^'\.^atche^ the lighted vdnclovv, and immediately 
that the soun’d^reached that pnrt'-<n bf the long passage it 
ceased jupmentarily, and 1 sa'\, a.*: di-stinctly as I ever .saw 
anything in my life, by/nt jnlight figuic of a than with 
marked features, in what appeared to be a fur cap drawn 
over the brows. 

It stood in the embrasure of the window, and the out¬ 
line of the face was in silhouette; then it moved on, and 
as it moved I again heard the tread. I was as certain as 
I could be that the thing, whatever it was, or the person, 
whoev'cr he was, was approaching my bed. 

I threw myself back in the bed, and as I did so a mass 
of charred w^ood on the hearth fell down and sent up a 
flash of—I fancy sparks, that gave out a glare in the dark¬ 
ness, and by that—red as blood—I saw a face near me. 

With a cry, over which I had as little control ^is the 



COLONEL Hi^^IFAX’S STORY 183 

scream uttered by a sleepe\ in the agony of a nightmare, 
I ealled": “ Who are you ? ’ 

There was an instant during which my hair bristled on 
my head, as in the horror the .darkness I prepared to 
grapple with the Sfemg "aliiAy side • when a board creaktd 

if someone had moved, »id.I heard the footsteps retreat, 
and again the click of the l\^h. 

The next instant there was a rush on the stairs and 
Lynton bursfinto the room, jusTas he had sprung out**^ 
bed, crying: “ FcJr God’s ^ke, what is the matter? Are 
you ill?” 

I could not answer. Lynton struck a light and leant 
over the bed. Then I seized him by the arm, and sai^ 
without moving ; “ There has been something in this room 
—gone in thither.” 

The words were hercKy out of my mouth.when Lynton, 
following tlie direction of my eyes, had sprung to the end 
of the corridor and thrown open 1;he door there. 

He went into the room beyond, looked round it, returned, 
and said : “You must have been dreaming.” 

By this time I v/as ouf of bed. 
“ Look for yourself^ ■ said he, and he lea iWeanto the l^tle 

room. It was bare, with cupboards and boxes^ sort of 
lumber-place “ There is ndthing beyond tlfTs, "shid he, 
“ no door, no staircase. It is a cul-de-sac!' Then he added: 
“ Now pull on your dressing-gown and come downstairs 
to my sanctum.” , 

I followed him, and after he had spoken to Lady Lynton, 
who was standing with the door of her room ajar in a state 
of grc-iLt agitation, he turned to me and said: “ No one can 
have been in your room. You see my and my wife’s apart¬ 
ments are close below, and no one could come up the .spiral 
staircase without passing my door. You must have had a 
nightmare. Directly you screamed I rushed up the steps, 
and met no one descending ; and there is no place of con- 
cealiEent in the lumVer-room at the end of the gallery.” 
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Then he took me into his private snuggery, blew up the 
fire, lighted a lamp, and said “ I shall be really grateful if 
you will say nothing about this. There are some in the 
house and neighbourho,od wl)o arc silly enough as it is. 
\»0Ui.stay here, and if you do noj,\fcv,l'iiiciined to go to bed, 
read—here are books. 1 myst, go to Lady Lynton, who is 
a good deal frightened, and df^es not like to be left alone*.” 

He then wqnt to his bedroom. 
.»B.51eep, as far as 1 was concerned, was out of the ques¬ 
tion, nor do I think that Sir P’l'ancis or his wife slept much 
either. 

I made up the fire, and after a time took up a book, and 
tried to read, but it was useless. 
4 

I sat absorbed in thoughts and questionings till I heard 
the servants stirring in the morning. 1 then went to my 
own room, left the cpndle burning,■'air,! got into bed. I had 
just fallen asleep when my servant brought me a cup of 
tea at eight o’clock. 

At breakfast Colonel Ha'mp.shire and his wife asked if 
apythip-<;T^,hadJhiKppencd in the night, as they had been 
*Ti UCjlI •nsrrri*;r-hed b^ noises overhead, to which Lynton re- 
plfed that I Prk. 'Vbt been very wcli,*c.nd had an attack of 
cramp, and that he had been upstairs look after me. 
From ITis iTianner I could .Sfee that he wished me to be 
silent, and 1 said nothing accordingly. 

In the afternoon, when everyone had gone out, Sir 
Francis took me into his snuggery and said; “ Halifax, 1 
am very sorry about that matter last night. It is quite 
true, as my brother said, that steps have been heard 
about this house, but I never gave heed to such khings, 
putting all noises down to rats. But after your experiences 
I feel that it is due to you to tell you something, and 
also to make to you an explanation. There is—there 
w*.s—no one in the room at the end of the corridor, except 
the skeleton that was discovered in the chalk-pit when you 
were h,ere many years ago. I confess ,I had not paid *nuch 
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heed to it. My archa;oIogiVal fancies passed; I had no 
visits from anthropologists; me bones and skull were never 
shown to experts, but remained packed in a chest in that 
lumber-room. I confess I >jught» to have buried them, 
having no more saentinb^se for them, but I did not—on 
my word, I forgot all aboc^t them, or, at leas^ gave no 
heed to them. However, \\>iiat you have gone through, 
and have described to me, li-as made me* uneasy, and 
has also giveP ^me a suspicion mat I can account fi55^ 
that body in a ihanner tliat had never occurred to me 
before.” 

After a pause, he added ; “ What I am going to tell you 
is known to no one else, and must not be mentioned byi 
you—anyhow, in my lifetime, You know now that, owing 
to the death <jf my father when quite young, 1 and my 
brother and sister wc"e "brought iq) ht;re wiHi our grand¬ 
father, Sir Richard. He was an old, imperious, .short- 
tempered man. I will tell you what 1 have ma<le out of a 
matter that was a my.stery fc.* long, and I will tell you 
afterwards how I came to unravel it. My yyas 
in the habit of going out at night wit].', a, under- 
keeper, of whom he wiis very fond, to look alter the game 
and see if any poachers, whom he regardec 'as his, natural 
enemies, 'were about. ^ 

“ One nigfit, as I suppose, my grandfather had been out 
with the young man in question, and, returning by the 
plantation.s, where the hill is steepest, and not far from 
that chalk-pit you remarked on yesterday, they came 
upon a man, who, though not actually belonging to the 
country , was well known in it as a .sort of travelling tinker 
of indifferent character, and a notorious poacher. Mind 
this/^I am not sure it was at the place I mention ; I only 
now surmi.se it. On the particular night in question, my 
grandfather and the keeper must have caught this man 
setting snares ; there must have been a tussle, in the 
course.of which, as subsequent circumstances have led me 



i86 A BOOK O)'^ GHOSTS 
g 

t 

to imagine, the man showed /tight and was knocked down 
by one or other of the two—ihy grandfather or the keeper. 
I believe that after having made various attempts to 
restore him, they found that the man was actually dead. 

'’■'They were both in greaV*''eiUim' and concern—my 
grandfather especially. He hi^d been prominent in puttipg 
down some factory riots, lynd had acted as magistrate 
with promptitude, and hr'd given orders to the military 
4o fire, whereby a couple of lives had been lost. There 
was a vast outcry against him, and a certain political 
party had denounced him as an assassin. No man was 
more vituperated ; yet, in my conscience, I believe that 
he acted with both discretion and pluck, and arrested a 
mischievous movement that might have led to much 
bloodshed. Be that as it may, my impression is that he 
lost his head over this fatal affair with the tinker, and that 
he and the keeper together buried the body secretly, not 
far from the place where he was killed. I now think it 
was in the chalk-pit, anc> that the skeleton found years 
after ,t-iwreJ2e|i(nged to thfs man.” 

^ “ (jood~ J;.?avens ! ” 1 cxclaim^ed, as at once my mind 
ru,shed back^EoTthe figure with the^rar cap that I had seen 
against J.he window. 

Sir Francis went 051 : “ The sudden disappearance of 
the tramp, in view of his well-known habits and wander¬ 
ing mode of life, did not for some time excite surprise; 
but, later on, one or two circumstances having led to 
suspicion, an inquiry was set on foot, and among others, my 
grandfather’s keepers were examined before the magis¬ 
trates. It was remembered afterwards that the unde^^-kceper 
in question was absent at the time of the inquiry, my 
grandfather having sent him w'ith some dogs to a brother- 
in-law of his who lived upon the moors; but whether no 
one noticed the fact, or if they did, preferred to be silent, 
I know not, no ob.servations were made. Nothing came 
of the investigation, and the wholu subject would have 
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dropped if it had not been diat two years later, for some 
reasons I do not understand, but at the instigation of a 
magistrate recently imported into the division, whom my 
grandfather greatly disliked,,and wilio was opposed to him 
in politics, a fresh liTcjUn-;^ was instituted. In the cc*3Ise 
o^ that inquiry it transpii'cd *hat, owing to some unguarded 
words dropped by the under peeper, a warrant was about 
to be issued for his arrest. My (^ndfathcr, who had had 
a fit of the gout._was away from home at the time, but oiviLJi 
hearing the news he came home at once. The evening he 
returned he had a long interview with the young man, who 
left the house after he had .supped in the servants’ hall. 
It was observed that he looked much depressed. The, 
warrant was issued the next day, but in the meantime the 
keeper had disappeared. My grandfather gave orders to 
all his own people to do Everything in their power to assist 
the authorities in the search that was at once set on fc :)t, 
but was unable himself to take any share in it. 

‘‘No trace of the keejier was found, althfuigh at a subse¬ 
quent period rumours circulated that he ha ^ ,qe,Trd of 
in America. But the j^.an having be,en lUAnLirrieU, he 
gradually dropped qu/of remembrance, arid as my grand¬ 
father never allowed the subject to be mentioned in his 
prc.sence, 1 should probably never^have known anything 
about it but for the vague tradition which always attaches 
to such events, and for this fact: that after my grand¬ 
father’s death a lettffr came addressed to him from .some¬ 
where in the United States from someone—the name 
different from that of the keeper—but alluding to the past, 
and implying, the presence of a common secret, and, of 
course, with it came a request for money. I replied, 
mentioning the death of Sir Richard, and asking for an 
explanation. I did get an answ'er, and it is from that that 
I am able to fill in .so much of the story. But I nevdr 
learned where the man had been killed and buried, and 
my next letter to the iellow was returned with ' Deceased ’ 
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written across it. Somehow,, it never occurred to, me till I 

lieard your story that po.ssibly the skeleton in the ch'alk- 

pit might be that of the poaching tijiker. I will now most 

assuredly have it buried in the church^ar<l.” 

’"That certainly ought to be ..tihej" said I. 

“ And—” said Sir I'rancis* after a pause, “ I give you 

rny word. After the buri^fl of the bones, and you are 

gone, 1 will sleep for a \v'<Lk in the bed in the gallery, and 

“Report to you if I sec or hear anything.. If all be quiet, 

then—well, you form your own conclusions.” 

I left a day after. Before long I got a letter from mj’’ 

friend, brief but to the point: “ All quiet, old boy ; come 

•■again.” 



THE jV1E:IEWI(;S 

During the time that I liv(?d in Essex, I had th^-. 
pleasure of knowing Majf>r Donelly, retired on half¬ 

pay, who had spent many years in India ; he was a man 
of great powers of observation, and possessed an inex¬ 
haustible fund of information of the most valuable quality, 
which he was ready to communicate to his intimates, 
among whom was 1. 

Major Donelly is new no more, and Ihe wotld is thereby 
the poorer. Major Donelly took an interest in everything— 
anthropology, mechanics, arch.'uology, physical science, 
natural history, the stock markv.t, politics. In fact, it was 
not possible in conversation to broach a sa'l«j'*^t ^j -th ’vhich 
he was wholly unacquainted, and concerning ^‘’hich he was 
not desirous of acep’k rng further information.' A man .of 
this description is not to be held by lightly. ^ I grappled 
him to njy heart. 

One day when we were taking a constitutional walk 
together, I casually mentioned the “Red Hills.” He had 
never heaid of them, inquired, and J told him what little 
I knew on the matter. The Red Hills are mounds of 
burnt clay of a brick-red colour, found at intervals along 
the frinl^e of the marshes on the east coast. Of the date 
of their formation and the purpose they were destined to 
discharge, nothing has been certainly ascertained. Theories 
have been formed, and have been held to with tenacity, but 
these are unsupported by sound evidence. And yet, one 
would have supposed that these mysterious mounds would 
have laeen subjected i.o a careful scientific exploration to 

189 
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determine by the discovery of flint tools, potsherds, or coins 
to what epoch they belong, and that some clue should be 

discovered as to their purport. But at the time when I was 
in Essex, no such stud) had Vicen attempted; whether any 

has been undertaken since I aii^naDi’e to say. 
I mentioned to Donelly swrrfb of the suppositions offered 

as to the origin of these Refi Hills ; that they represented 
salt-making \;'orks, that t’'ey were funereal erections, that 

tliey were artificial bases for the huts of fishers. 

“ That is it,” said the major, “ no dOubt about it. To 
keej) off the ague. Do you not know that burnt clay is 
a sure protection against ague, which was the curse of the 
JEssex marsh land? In Central Africa, in the districts that 
lie low and there is morass, the natives are quite aware of 
the fact, and systematically form a bed of burnt clay as a 
platform on \.'hich lo erect their hcvels. Now look here, 
my dear friend, I’d most uncommonly like to take a boat 

along with you, and explore both sides of the Blackwater 
to begin with, and its inlets, and to tick down on the 
ordnance-Tfa^p fK-ery red hill \vc can find.” 

I am qwit^ready,” I replied*. “ There is one thing to 
remember. ' A vast number of th hills have been 
ploughed^dpwn, but you can certainly detect where they 

were by the colour of the soil.” 
Accordingly, on the next fine day we engaged a boat— 

not a rower—for we could manage it between us, and 

started on our expedition. 
The country around the Blackwater is flat, and the land 

slides into the sea and river with so slight an incline, that 

a good extent of debatable ground exists, which may be 
reckoned as belonging to both. Vast marshes are found 
occasionally flooded, covered with the wild lavender,'and 

in June flushed with the seathrift. They nourish a coarse 

grass, and a bastard samphire. These marshes are threaded, 
cobweb fashion, by myriads of lines of water and mud that 
intercommunicate. Woe to the ma». who either stumbles 
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into, or in jumping falls into, one of these breaks in the 
surface of land. He sinks to his waist in mud. At 
certain times, when no high tides are expected, sheep are 
driven upon these marshes and thnvc. They manage to 
leap the runnels, anT»"T^w^s/ephcrd is aware when datigrir 
threatens, and they must be'Jrjven off. 

Nearer the mainland are d^ kes thrown up, none know 
when, to reclaim certain tracfS.^of soil, and.on the land 
side are invaiiably stagnant ditches, where mosquitoes- 
breed in myriads. FurtheP up grow oak trees, and in 
summer to these the mosquitoes betake themselves in 
swarms, and may be seen in the evening swaying in such 
dense clouds above the trees that these latter seem to be 

If 

on fire and smoking. Major Donelly and I leisurely 
paddled about, running into creeks, leaving our boat, 
identifying our positi<jn»jn the map, and marking in the 
position of sueh red hills or their traces as we lighted on. 

Major I^onelly and 1 pretty well^ explored the left bank 
up to a certain point, when he* proposed th at we should 
push across to the other. ‘ I . a 

“I should advise doing thoroughly Iht. upper reach of the 
Blackwater,” said he "‘and we shall then have completed 
one section.” 

“ All right,” I responded, and we turned the boat’s* head 
to cross. Unhappily, we had not calculated that the 
estuary was full of mudbanks. Moreover, the tide was 
ebbing, and before ^^ery long we grounded. 

“ Confound it! ” said the major, ” we arc on a mudbank. 
What a fix we are in.” 

We laiboured with the oars to thrust off, but could touch 
no solid ground, to obtain purchase sufficient for our 
purpose. 

Then said Donelly : “ The only thing to be done is for 
one of us to step onto the bank and thrust the boat off. f 
will do that. I have on an old shabby pair of trousers that 
don’t rgatter.” 
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“No, indeed, you shall not. I will go,’* and at the word 
I sprang overboard. But the major had jumped simultane¬ 
ously, and simultaneously we sank in the horrible slime. 
It had the consistency of spinach. I do not mean such as 
English cooks send us to ta^Jr.,-Iiai»'^-mashed and often 
gritty, but the spinach as sen.^bd at a French table d’hot^^, 
that has been pulped througk a fine hair sieve. And what is 
more, it apiiajently had iKvbottom. For aught 1 know it 
jenight go down a mile”' m depth towards the centre of the 
globe, and it stank abominably'. We both clung to the sides 
of the boat to save ourselves from sinking altogether. 

There we were, one on each side, clinging to the bulwarks 
^and looking at one another. For a moment or two neither 
spoke. Donelly was the first to recover his presence of mind, 
and after wiping his mouth on the gunwale from the mud 
that had squirted over it, he said : ■ “ Can you get out ? ” 

“ Hardly,” said I. 
VVe tugged at the boat, it squelched about, splashing the 

slime over us, till it pla'^jiered our heads and faces and 
coverpd gur J;a4ds. 

“ This will never do,” said he. “ We must get in together, 
and by instalm'cnts. Look here! wY. m 1 say ‘ three,’ throw 
in your lefl;^lcg if you can get it out of tne mud.” 

“ I will do my best.” 
“ And,” he said further, “ we must do so' both at the 

same moment. Now, don’t be a sneak and try to get in 
your body whilst I am putting in my leg, or you will upset 
the boat.” 

“ I never was a sneak,” I retorted angrily, “and I certainly 
will not be one in what may be the throes of death.” 

“ All right,” said the major. “ One—two—three ! ” 
Instantly both of us drew our left legs out of- the 

mud, and projected them over the sides into the boat. 
* “How are you?” asked he. “Got your leg in all right?” 

“ All but my boot,” I replied, “ and that has been sucked 
off my foot.” » 
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“ Oh, bother the boot,” said the major, “so long as your 
leg is safe within, and has not been sucked off. That would 
have disturbed the equipoise. Now then—next we must 
have our trunks and right legs ^within. Take a long 
breath, and wait till I. call ‘ three.’ ” 

VVe paused, panting with the strain ; then Donelly, in a 
s entorian voice, shouted : “ One—two—three ! ’’ • 

Instantly we writhed and r<niined, anrl finally, after a 
convulsive effort, b(jth were landed in the bottom of the 
boat. We picked ourselves up and seated ourselves, each 
on one bulwark, lotjking at one another. 

We w'crc covered with the foul slime from head to foot, 
our clothes were caked, so were our hands and faces. But 
we were secure. 

_ ♦ 

“ Here,” said Donelly, “ we shall have to remain for six 
hours till the tide flows, and the boat is lifted. It is of no 
earthly use for us to shout for help. Even if our calls were 
heard, no one could come out to i s. Here, then, we stick 
and must make the best of it. Happily the sun is hot, and 
will cake the mud about us, and then we can pick off some 
of it.” 

The prospect was not inviting. But I saw no means of 
escaj^e. 

Presently Donelly said : “ U is good that vve brought 
our luncheoij* with us, and above al>somc whisky, which is 
the staff of life. I^ook liere, my dear fellow. I wash it 
were possible to get this stinking stuff off our hands and 
faces ; it smells like the scouring poured down the sink in 
Satan’s own back kitchen. Is there not a bottle of claret 
in the basket ? ” 

“ Yes, I put one in.” 
“ Then,” said he, “ the best use we can put it to is to 

wash our faces and hands in it. Claret is poor drink, and 
there is the w’hisky to fall back on.” « 

“The w'ater has all ebbed away,’’ I remarked. “We can¬ 
not clean ourselves in that.” 
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“ Then uncork the Saint JulienP 
There was really no help for it. The smell of the mud 

was disgusting, and it turned one’s stomach. So I pulled 
out the cork, and we pej-formed our ablutions in the claret. 

That done, wc returned to oar seats on the gunwale, one 
on each side, and looked sadly at one another. Six hours ! 
That wa^' an interminable thne to spend on a mudflat In 
the Blackwater. Neither ofius was much inclined to speak. 
Aifter the lapse of a qua.rtcr of an hour, the major proposed 
refreshments. Accordingly vc crept .together into the 
bottom of the boat and there discussed the contents of the 
hamper, and wc certainly did full justice to the whisky 
bottle. For we were wet to the skin, and beplastercd from 
head to foot in the ill-savoured mud. . 

When we had done the chicken and ham, and drained the 
whisky jar, we returned to our several positions vis-d-vis. 

It was essential that the balance of the boat should be 
maintained. 

Major Donelly was now. in a communicative mood. 
“ I will say tjiis,” f)bservcd he ; “ that you arc the best- 

informed and most agreeable '^man 1 have met with in 
Colchester hnd Chelmsford.” 

I would not record this remark but lor what it led up to. 
I replied—I dare say I blushed—but the cla’^ct in my 

face made it red, anyhow. I replied : “You dattcr me.” 
“Not at all. I always say what I think. You have 

plenty of information, and you’ll grow your wings, and put 
on rainbow colours,” 

“ What on earth do you mean ? ” I inquired. 
“Do you not know,” said he, “that we shall p'l of us, 

some day, develop wings ? Grow into angels ! What do 
you suppose that ethereal pinions spring out of? tl'hey 
do not develop out of nothing. Ex nihilo nihil fit. You 
cannot think that they arc the ultimate produce of harn 
and chicken.” 

“ Nor of whisky.” 
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“Nor of whisky,” he repeated. “You know it is so with 
the grub.*’ 

“ Grub ic ambiguous,” I observed. 
“ I do not mean victuals, but »thc catcr[>illar. That 

creature spends its shoit life in eating, eating, eating. 
Look at a cabbage-leaf, it is riddled with holes; the grub 
has consumed all that vegetable matter, and I will inform 
you for what i)urposc. It retires into its chrysalis, and 
during the winter a transformation tdkes place, and in spring 
it breaks forth as a glorious outterfly. The painted wings 
of the insect in its second stage cT existence are the sub¬ 
limated cabbage it has devoured in its condition of larva.” 

“ Quite so. What has that to do with me ? ” 
“ We are also in our larva condition. lJut do not for a 

moment suppose that the wings we shall put on with rain¬ 
bow painting are the pvr duce of what we cat here—of ham 
and chicken, kidneys, beef, and the like. No, sir, certainly 
not. They are fashioned out of the information we have 
absorbed, the knowledge wc have acquired during the first 
stage of life.” 

“ How do you know tha, ? ” ^ . 
“ I will tell you,’’ ke answered. “ I had a remarkable 

experience once. It is a rather long story, but as we^ have 
some five hours and a half to sit here looking at one 
another till the tide rises and floats us, J ma}'^ as well tell 
you, and it will help to the laying on of the colours on your 
pinions when you acquire them. You would like to hear 
the tale ? ” 

“Above all thing.s.” 
“The. e is a sort of prologue to it,” he went on. “ I can¬ 

not well dispense with it as it leads up to what I particularly 
want to say.” 

“ By all means let me have the prologue, if it be instruc¬ 
tive,” 

“ It is eminently instructive,” he said. “ But before I 
begin, ^ust pass me the bottle, if there is any whisky Heft.” 
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“It is drained,” I said. 
“ Well, well, it can’t be helped. When 1 was irt India, I 

moved from one place to another, and 1 had pitched my tent 
in a certain spot. I hnd a native servant. I forjjet what 
his real name was, and it does net matter. I always called 
him Alec. He was a curinqs fellow, and the other servants 
stood in awe i>f him. Thej- thought that he saw ghosts 
and had familiar dealingjj with llic spiritual world. He 
was honest as native?" go. He would not-allow anyone 
else to rob me ; but, of course, he filcliecl things of mine 
himself. W'e are accustomed to that, and think nothing of 
it. But it was a satisfaction that he kept the fingers of the 

^ others off my property. Well, one night, when, as I have 
informed you, my tent was pitched on a spot I con¬ 
sidered eminently convenient, I slept very uncomfortably. 
It was as though‘a centipede w’^ere crawling over me. 
Next morning I spoke to Alec, and told him my experi¬ 
ences, and bade him search well my mattress and the 
floor of my tent. A Hindu’s face is impassive, but I 
thought I xletected in his eyes a twinkle of understanding. 
Nevertheless I did not give it i^uch thought. Next night 
it.was as bad, and in the morning,! found my panjams 
slit from h,cad to foot. I called Alec to me and held up the 
garment, and said how uncomfortable I had been. ‘ Ah! 
sahib,’ said he, ‘ that is the doings of Abclulhamid, the 
blood-thirsty scoundrel! ’ ” 

“ Excuse me,” I interrupted. “ Did he mean the present 
Sultan of Turkey ? ” 

“ No, quite another, of the same name.” 
“ I beg your pardon,” I said. “ But when you m:;ntioned 

him as a bloodthirsty scoundrel, 1 supposed it must be 
he.” ‘ 

“It was not he. It was another. Call him, if you like, 
the other Abdul. But to proceed with my story.” 

“ One inquiry more,” said I. “ Surely Abdulhamid can¬ 
not be a Hindu name?” 
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“ I did not say that it was,” retorted the major with a 
touch of asperity in his tone. “ He was doubtless a 
Mohammedan.” ^ 

“ But the name is rather Turkish or Arabic.” 
“ I am not responsible for that; I was not his godfathers 

oSnd godmothers at his baptism. I am merely repeating 
what Alec told me. If you are so captious, I shall shut 
up and relate no more.” 

“ Do not take umbrage,” said I. “I surely have a right 
to test the quality of the material I take in, out of which 
my wings are to be evolved. Go ahead ; I will interrupt 
no further.” 

“Very well, then, let that be understood between us. 
Are you caking?” 

“ Slowly,” I replied. The sun is hot; I am drying up 
on one side of my body.” 

“ I think that we had best shift sides of the boat,” said 
the major. “ It is the same with me.” 

Accordingly, with caution,-we cros.sed over, and each 
took the seat on the gunwale lately occupied by the other. 

“ There,” .said Donelly. “ How goes the enemy ? I'Ty 
watch got smothered in the mud, and has stopped,” 

“ Mine,” 1 explained, “ is plastered into my waistcoat 
pocket, and f cannot get at it without messing my fingers, 
and there is no more claret left for a wash ; the whisky is 
all in.sidc us,” 

“ Well,” said the major, “ it docs not matter; there is 
plenty of time before us for the rest of my story. Let me 
see—where was I ? Oh ! where Alec mentioned Abdul- 
hamid, the inferior scoundrel, not the Sultan. Alec went 
on <^0 say that he was himself possessed of a remarkably 
keen scent for blood, even though it had been shed a 
century before his time, and that my tent had been 
pitched and my bed spread over a spot marked by a most 
atrocious crime. Th^t Abdul of whom he had made^ men¬ 
tion nad been a man steeped in crimes of the most 
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atrocious character. Of course, he did not come up in 
wickedness to his illustrious namesake, but that was 
because he lacked the opportunities with which the other 
is so favoured. On the very identical spot where I then 
was, this same bloodstained villain had perpetrated his 
worst ini'^uily—he h^d mui'dered his father and mothe., 
and aunt, and his children. After that he was taken and 
hanged. Wh'fcn his soul parted from his body, in the 
ordinary course it would have entered into the shell of a 
scorpion or some other noxir)iis creature, and .so have 
mounted through the scale of beings, by one incarnation 
after another, till he attained once more to the high estate 

• af man.” 
“Excuse the interruption,” said I, “but I think you 

intimated that this Abdulhamid was a Mohammedan, and 
the sons of tlie Prophet do not bc^ieVe in the transmigra¬ 
tion of souls.” 

“ That,” said Donelly, “ is preci.sely the objection 1 raised 
to Alec. But lie told me that souls after death are not 
accoftimodated with a future according to the creeds they 
hold, but y.ccording to Destin^: that whatever a man 
might suppose during life as to the ccfiKlition of his future 
state, .there’ was but one truth to. which they would all 
have their eyes openarl—the truth held by'•the Hindus, 
viz. the transmigration of souls from stage to stage, ever 
progressing upward to man, and then to recommence the 
interminable circle of reincarnation. '“So,' .said I, ‘it was 
Abdul in the form of a scorpion who was tickling my ribs 
all night.’ ‘ No, sahib,’ replied my native .servant very 
gravely. He was too wicked to be .suffered to set his foot, 
so to speak, on the lowest rung of the ladder of existences. 
The doom went forth again.st him that he must haunt the 
sicenes of his former crimes, till he found a man sleeping 
over one of them, and on that man mu.st be a mole, and 
out of that mole must grow three hairs. These hairs he 
must pluck out and plant on the grave of his final victims. 
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•and water them with his tears. And the flowing of these 
first drops of penitence would enable him to pass at once 
into the first stage of the circle <jf incarnations,’ ‘Why,’ 
said I, ‘ that unredeemed ruffian was mole-hunting over 
me the last two nights! ]5ut what do you say to these 
slit panjams?’ ‘Sahib,’ replied Alec, ‘he did that with 
his nails. I presume he turned you over, and ripped them 
so as to get at your back and feel for the so-much-desired 
mole.’ ‘ I’ll have the tent shifted,’ said I. ‘ Nothing will 
induce me to .ilccp another night on this accursed spot.’ ” 

Donelly paused, and proceeded to take off some flakes 
of mud that had formed on his sleeve. We really were 
beginning to get drier, but in drying we stiffened, as the 
mud became hard about us like pie-crust. 

“ So far,’’ said I, “ we have had no wings.” 
“ I am coming to fhem,” replied the majol ; “ I have now 

concluded the prologue.” 
“ Oh ! that was the prologue, was it ? ” 
“Yes. Have you anything against it?* It was the pro¬ 

logue. Now I will go oi] with the main substance'of my 
story. About a year after that incident I retired on half- 
pay, and returned to England. What became of Alec I 
did not know, nor carf'c a hang. I had been‘’in England 
for a little Ov^er two years, when one day I wrs walking 
along Great Russell Street, and passing the gates of the 
British Museum, I noticed a Hindu standing there, look¬ 
ing wretchedly coW and shabby. He had a tray con¬ 
taining bangles and necklaces and gewgaws, made in 
Germany, which he was selling as oriental works of art. 
As I passed, he saluted me, and, looking steadily at him, I 
recognised Alec. ‘ Why, what brings you here? ’ I inquired, 
vastly astonished. ‘ .Sahib may well ask,’ he replied. ‘ I 
came over because I thought I might better my conditi^m. 
I had heard speak of a Psychical Re-search Society es¬ 
tablished in Londoij; and with my really extraordinary 
gifts', I thought that I might be of value to it, and be taken 
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in and paid an annuity if I supplied it continuously with 
well-authenticated, first-hand ghost stories.’ ‘Well,’said I, 
‘and have you succeeded?’ ‘No, sahib. I cannot find it. 
I have inquired after it from several of the crossing-sweepers, 
and they could not inform me of its whereabouts ; and if I 
applied to the police, they bade me take myself off, there wai 
no such a thing. I should have starved, sahib, if it had not 
been that I had taken to this line ’; he pointed to his tray, 
‘ Does that pay well ? ’ I asked. He shook, his head .sadly. 
‘ Very poorly. I can live—that is all. There goes in a 
Merewig,' ‘ How many of these rubbishy bangles can you 
dispose of in a day?’ I inquired. ‘That depends, sahib. 
It varies so greatly, and the profits are very small. So 
small that 1 can barely get along. There goes in another 
Merewig,’ ‘ Where arc all these things made ? ’ I asked. 
‘ In Germany or in Birmingham ? ’ ‘’Oh, .sahib, how can I 
tell? 1 get them from i. Jew dealer. He .'supplies various 
street-hawkers. But I shall give it up—it does not pay— 
and shall set up a .stall ani dispo.se of Turkish Delight. 
There-is always a run on that. You English have a sweet 
to«?th. That’s a Merewig,’ and* he pointed to a dowdy 
femvile, with a reticule on her arm, who, at that moment, 
went through the painted .iron gates. ‘ What do you 
mean by Merewigs?’•said I. ‘Docs not .sahib know?’ 
Alec’s face expressed genuine surprise. ' If sahib will go 
into the great reading-room, he will see scores of them 
there. It is their great London haufit; they pass in all 
day, mainly in the morning—some are in very early, so soon 
as the museum is open at nine o’clock. And they usually 
remain there all day picking up information, acquiring 
knowledge.’ ‘You mean the students.' ‘Not all vthe 
students, but a large jiercentage of them. I know them in 
a,.moment. Sahib is aware that I have great gifts for the 
discernment of spirits.’ 

“ By the way,” broke off Donclly, “ do you understand 
Hindustani?” * 
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“ Not a word of it,” I replied. 
“ I am sorry for that,” said he, “ because I could tell you 

what passed between us so mucl^ easier in Hindustani. 
I am able to speak and understand it as readily as English, 
and the matter I am going to relate would come off my 
tongue so much easier in th^'t language.” 

“You might as well speak it in Chinese. I should be 
none tlie wiser. Wait a moment. I am cracking.” 

It was so. Th'i heat of thy. sun was sensibly affecting my 
crust of mud. i think I must have resembled a fine old 
painting, the varnish of which is stained and traversed by 
an infinity of minute fissures, a perfect network of cracks. 
1 stood up and stretched myself, and split in several places,* 
Moreover, portions of my muddy envelope began to curl at 
the edges. 

“ Don’t be in too great a hurry to peel,” adVised Donelly. 
“ We have abundance of time still before us, and I want 

to proceed with my narrative.” 
“ Go on, then. When are w.: coming to the wings ? ” 
“Directly,” rcplietl he.^ “Well, then—if you cannot 

receive what I have to say in 1 lindustani. I must do my 
best to give you the substance of Alec’s commimication in 
the vulgiir tongue. I will ci)komise it. The Hindu went 
on to explaiil in this fashion. He informed me that with 
us, Christians ami white pco[)lc, it is not the same as with 
the dusky and the j'clknv races. After death we do not 
pass into the bodies*of the lower animals, which is a great 
privilege and ought to afford us immense satisfaction. We 
at oncc^progress into a higher condition of life. We develop 
wings, as doeS the butterfly when it emerges from its con- 
diti<iJn of grub. Ilut the matter out of which the wings are 
produced is nothing gros.s. They are formed, or form them¬ 
selves, out of the information with which we have filled our 
brains during life. We lay up, during our mortal career 
here, a large amount pf knowledge, of scientific, histprical, 
philosophic, and like acquisitions, and these form the so-to- 



202 A BOOK OF GHOSTS 

speak psychic pulp out of which, by an internal and 
mysterious and altogether inexplicable process, the trans* 

mutation takes place ii^to our future wings. The more we 

have stored, the larger are our wings ; the more varied the 

nature, the more radiant and coloured is their painting. 

When, at death, the brain is empty, there can be no wing- 

development, Out of nothing, nothing can arise. That is 
a law of nature absolutely inexorable in its application. 

And this is why you will ncycr have to ^egret sticking in 

the mud to-day, my friend. I have su[)pUcd you with such 

an amount of fresh and valuable knowledge, that I believe 
you will have pinions painted hereafter with peacock's eyes.” 

I am most obliged to you,” said I, splitting into a 

thousa.nd cakes with the emotion that agitated me. 

Donelly proceeded. ‘‘ I was so interested in what Alec 

told me, that i said to him, ‘ Come rflong with me into the 

Nineveh room, and we shall be able to thrash this matter 

out.' * Ah, sahib,' he replied, ‘ they will not allow me to 
take in my tray.' ‘Very *vcll,’ said I, ‘then we will find 

a stefp before tlic portico, one not too much frequented by 

the pigeone, and will sit there.' Me agreed, But the 

porter at the gate demurred to letting the Hindu through. 

He prote.sted that no trafficking was allowed on the 
premises. I explained that none was purported ; that the 

man and I proposed a discussion on psychological topics. 

This seemed to content the porter, and he suffered Alec to 

pass through with me. We picked ottt as clean a portion 

of the steps as we could, and seated ourselves on it side by 

side, and then the Hindu went on with what he was‘saying.” 
Donelly and I were now drying rapidly. As we sat 

facing each other we must have looked very much., like 

the chocolate men one sees in confectioners’ shops—of 

cour.se, I mean on a much larger scale, and not of the 

same warm tint, and, of course, also, we did not exhale 

the s^me aromatic odour. ^ 
“When we were seated,” j^^oceeded Donelly, “ 1 felt the 
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cold of the stone steps strike up jnto my system, and as 
I have had a touch or two of lumbago since I came home, 
I stood up again, took a copy of i^ie Standard out of my 
pocket, folded it, and placed it between myself and the 
step. I did, however, pull out the inner leaf, that con¬ 
taining the leaders, and prcschited it to Alec for the same 
purpose. Orientals are insensible to kindness, and are 
deficient- in . the virtue of gratitude. But this delicate 
trait of attention did toucl^ the benighted heathen. His 
lip quivered, and he became, if possible, more than ever 
communicative. He nudged me with his tray and said, 
‘ There goes out a Merewig. I wonder wliy she leaves 
so soon ?’ 1 saw a middle-aged woman in a gown of grey', 
with greasy splotches on it, and the braid unsewn at the 
skirt trailing in a loop behind. ‘What are the Merewigs?’ 
I asked. I w'll give J'ou what 1 learned in my own words. 
All men and women—1 allude -^nly to Huropeans and 
Americans—in the finst .stage of their life are bound 
morally, and in their own inihrest, to acquire and .store 
up in their brains as muc^t information as thc.se will hole', 
for it is out of this that their wings will be evolved in their 
second stage of exi.stcnce. Of course, the more vasried 
this information is, the.better. Men inevitably accumulate 
knowledge. 'Even if they assimil.'i^c very little at school, 
yet, as young men, they neces.sarily take in a good deal— 
of cour.se, I exempt the mashers, who never learn anything. 
Even in sport they‘obtain something; but in busines.s, by 
reading, by association, by travel, they go on piling up 
a store^ You sec that in common conversation they cannot 
escape doing this; politic.s, social quc.stions, points of 
natyval history, scientific discoveries form the staple of 
their talk, so that the mind of a man is necessarily kept 
replenished. But with women this is not the case. Youiig 
girls read nothing w'hatever but novels—they might as 
well feed on soap-bujj^bles. In their conversation w;th one 
another they twaddle, they do not talk.” 
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“But,” protested I, “in our civilised society j^oung women 
associate freely with men,” 

“That is true,” replied he. “But to what is their 
dialogue limited ?—to ragging, to frivolous jokes. Men 
do not talk to them on rational topics, for they know 
well enough that such topics do not interest girls, ana 
that they arc wholly incapable of applying their minds to 
them. It is wondered why so many Englishmen look out 
for American wives. That k- because the American girl 
takes pains to cultivate her mind, becomes a rational and 
well-educated woman. She can enter into her husband’s 
interests, she can converse with him on almost every topic. 
She becomes his companion. That the modern English 
girl cannot be. Her head is as hollow as a drum. Now, 
if she grows up and marries, or even remains an old 
maid, the case is altered ; she takes to keeping poultry, 
she becomes passionately fond of gardening, and she ac¬ 
quires a fund of information on the habits and customs 
of the domestic'servant. The consequence of this i.s, that 
the Vkst majority of English young women who die early, 
die with nothing stored up in their brains out of which 
the' wings may be evolved. In the larva condition they 
have con.sumed nothing that can serve them to bring them 
into the higher state.”' 

“ So,” said I, “ we arc all, you and I, in the larva condition 
as well as girls.” 

“Quite so, we are larva* like tiiein/only they are more 
so. To proceed. When girls die, without having acquired 
any profitable knowledge, as you w’ell see, they, cannot 
rise. They become Merewdgs.” 

“Oh, that is Merewigs,” said I, greatly astonished. 
“Yes, but the Merewigs I had seen pass in and out of 

tlie British Museum, whether to study the collections or to 
work in the reading-room, were middle-aged for the most 
part.” 

“ How do you explain that ? ” i asked. 
<1 
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“ I give you only what I received from Alec. There 
are male Merewigs, but they are few and far between, for 
the reasons I have given to yoa. I suppose there are 
ninety-nine female Merewigs to onli male.” 

“You a.stonish me.” 
^ “ I was astonished when T learned lliis from Alec. Now 
i will tell you something further. All the souls c f the girls 
who have died empty-headed in the preceding twenty-four 
hours in l^iigland assemble at four o’clock every morning, 
or rather a few* minutes before the stroke of the clock, 
about the statue of Oueen Anne in front of St. Paul’s 
Cathedral, with a pcjssible sprinkling of male masher souls 
among them. At the stroke of the clock, off the whole 
swarm rushes up Ilolborn Hill, along Oxford Street, 
whither I cannot certainly say. Alec told me that it is for 
all the world like the rugh of an army of rats in the sewers,” 

“But what can that Hindu know of underground 
London ?” 

“ lie knows because he lodges in the house of a sewer- 
man, with whom he has beconie on friendly terms.” 

“ Then you do not know whither this galloping legion 
runs ? ” ' 

“Not exactly, for Alec was not sure. But he tells me 
they teaj" away to thc^rcat^an/c-ro/^^ of discarded-female 
bodies. They must get into these* so as to make up for 
the past, and acquire knowledge, out of which wings 
may be developed. Of course there is a scamble for these 
bodies, for there are at least half a dozen applicants. At 
first only the abandoned husks of old maids were given them, 
but th£ supply having proved to be altogether inadequate, 
they are obliged to put up with those of married women and 
widows. There was some demur as to this, but beggars 
must not be choosers. And so they become Merewigs. 
There are more than a sufficiency of old bachelors’ outer 
cases hanging up in the garde-robe, but the girls will not 
get into them at aiiy price. Now you understand what 
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Merewigs are, and why they swarm in the reading-room 
of the British Museum. They are there picking up in¬ 
formation as hard as tf'iey can pick.” 

“This is extremely idtcresting,” said I, “and novel." 
“ I thought you would say so. How goes on the drying ? " 
“ I have been picking off clots of clay while you have 

been talking.” 
“ I hope you arc interested,” said Donelly. 
“ Interested,” I replied, “ is not the word for it.” 
“I am glad you think so,” said the'major; “I was 

intensely interested in what Alec told me, so much so that 
I proposed he should come with me into the reading-room, 
and point out to me such as he perceived by his remark¬ 
able gift of discemment of spirits were actual Merewigs. 
But again the difficulty of his tray was objected, and 
Alec further intimated that he was missing opportunities 
of disposing of his trinkets by spending .so much time 
conversing with me. ‘ As to that,’ said I, ‘ I will buy half 
a dozen of your bangles and present them to my lady 
friends; as coming from me’ an oriental traveller, they will 
bclie’^e them to be genuine-’ ” 

‘ As your''experienccs,” interpolated I. 
“What do you mean by that?” he inquired .sharply. 
“ Nothing more than this,” lejoined I, “ that faith is grown 

weak among females nowadays.” 
“ That is certainly true. It is becoming a sadly in¬ 

credulous sex. I further got over Alec’s difficulty about 
the tray by saying that it could be left in the custody of 
one of the officials at the entrance. Then he consented. 
We passed through the swing-door and deposited the tray 
with the functionary who presides over umbrellas and 
walking-sticks. Then I went forward along with my Hindu 
towards the reading-room. But here another hindrance 
a^ose. Alec had no ticket, and therefore might not enter 
beyond the glass screen interposed between the door and 
the readers. Some demur was made a., to his being allowed 
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to remain there for any considerable t me, but I got over 
that by means of a little persuasion, ‘ Sahib,’ said Alec, 
‘ I should suggest your marking the Merewigs, so as to be 
able to recognise them elsewhere.’ *‘IIow can I do that?’ 
I inquired. ‘ I have here with me a piece of French chalk,’ 
he answered. ‘You go within, sahib, and walk up and 
aown by the tables, behind ^he chairs of the readers, or 
around the circular cases that contain the catalogues, and 
where thS . tudents arc looking out for the books they 
desire to consultj* When ycci pass a female, either seated 
or standing, glance towards the glass screen, and when you 
are by a Merewig I will hold u[) my hand above the screen, 
and you will know her to be one; then just scrawl a W or 
M, or any letter or.cabali.stic .symbol that occurs to you, 
upon her back with the French chalk. Then whenever 
you meet her in the street, in society, at an Ik C. place of 
refreshment, on a railway platform, you will recognise her 
infallibly.’ ‘Not likely,’ I objected. ‘Of course, so soon 
as she gets home, she w’ill brush off the mark.’ ‘You do 
not know much of the Merewigs,’ he said. ‘ When the 
spirits of those frivolous girls were in their first stage of 
existence, they were most particular about their personal 
appearance, about the neatness and stylishne“s of tfieir 
dress, and the puffing and piling up of their hair. • Now 
all that is efianged. They are so tfisgusted at having to 
get into any unsouled body that they can lay hold of in 
the garde-robe, such a body being usually plain in features, 
middle-aged, and with no waist to speak of, or rather too 
ample in the waist to be elegant, that they have abandoned 
all conrern about dress and tidiness. Besides, they are 
engrossed in the acquisition of knowledge, and the burning 
dcsiil; that consumes them is to get out of these borrow^ed 
cases as speedily as may be. Consequently, so long as 
they are dressed and their hair done up anyhow, that i^ 
all they care about. As to threads, or feathers, or French 
chalk marks on thei* clothes, they would not think of 
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looking for them.’ Then Alec handed to me a little piece 
of French chalk, such as tailors and dressmakers employ 
to indicate alterations ’^/hen fitting on garments. So pro¬ 
vided, I passed wholly into the spacious reading-room, 
leaving the Hindu behind the screen. 

“ I slowly strayed down the first line of desks and chairs, 
which were fully engaged. There were many men tl.erc, 
with piles of books at their sides. There were also some 
women. 1 stepped behind one, and turned my h^-ad towards 
the screen, but Alec made nj? sign. At the second, how¬ 
ever, up went his hand above it, and I hastily sctawled M, 
on her back a;^ she .stooped over her studies. I had time, 
moreover, to see what she was engaged upon. She was 
working up deep-.sca soundings, beginning with that re¬ 
corded by Schiller in his ballad of ‘ The Diver,’ down to 
the last scientific researches in the bottom of the Atlantic 
and the Pacific, and the dredgings’ in the North Sea, She 
was engrossed in her work, and was picking up facts at 
a prodigious rate. She was a woman of, I should say, forty, 
with a cadaveibus face, a shapeless nose, and enormous 
hands. Her dress was grey, badly fitted, and her boots 
were even worse made. Her hair was drawn back and 
knotted ifl a bunch behind, with the pins sticking out. It 
might have been better bru.'-hcd. \ passed on behind her 
back; the next occupants of seats were geiitlemen, sc I 
stepped to another row of desk.s, and looking round saw 
Alec’s hand go up. 1 was behind a young lady in a felt 
hat, crunched in at top, and with a feather at the side; 
she wore a pea-jacket, v/ith large smoked buttons, and 
beneath it a dull green gown, very short in the skirt, and 
brown boots. Her hair was cut short like that of a man. 
As I halted, she looked round, and I saw that sh*' had 
hard, brown eyes, like pebbles, without a gleam of tender- 
^ness or sympathy in them. I cannot say whether this was 
due to the body she had assumed, or to the soul which 
had entered into the body—whether the lack was in the 
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organ, or in the psychic force which employed the organ. 
I merely‘state the fact. I looked fiver her shoulder to see 
what she was engaged upon, and fc|jnd that she was work¬ 
ing her way diligently through Herbert Spencer. I scored 
a W on her back and went on. The next Merevvig 1 had 
+0 scribble on was a wizen old lady, with little grey curls 
on the temples, very shabby r.i dress, and very antiquated 
in costume. Her fingers were dirty with ink, and the ink 
did not appear to me to be all of that day’s application. 
Besides, T saw fnat she had been rubbing her nose. I 
presume it had been tickling, and she had done this with 
a finger still wet with ink, so that there was a smear on 
her face. She was engaged on the peerage. She had 
Dod, Ikirke, and Foster before her, and was getting up 
the authentic pedigrees of our noble families and their 
ramifications. I noticed with her as with the other Mere- 
wigs, that when they had swallowed a certain amount of 
information they held up their heads much like fowls after 
drinking. 

“ The ne.xt that I marked was a very thin woman of an 
age I was quite unable to determine. She ha^l a pointed 
nose, and was dressed in red. She looked like a sticljf of 
.sealing-wax. The gown had probably enough been^ good 
and showy atone time, but it was rii^ped behind now, and 
the stitches show^ed, besides, a little bit of what was be¬ 
neath. There was a frilling, or ruche, or tucker, about the 
throat that I think had been sewn into it three weeks 
before. I drew a note of interrogation on her back with 
my bit of French chalk. I wanted much to find out 
what Sue was studying, but could not. She turned 
round and asked sharply what I was stooping over for and 
breathing on the back of her neck. So I was forced to 
go on to the next. This was a lady fairly well dressed 
in the dingiest of colours, wearing spectacles. I believe 
that she wore divided skirts, but as she did not stand up 
and \valk, I cannot be certain. I am particular never to 

p 
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make a statement of which I am not absolutely certain. 
She was engaged upoy the subject of the land laws in 
various countries, on c{,.mmon land, and property in land; 
and she was at that time devoting her special attention to 
the constitution of the Russian viir, and the tenure of land 
under it. I scrawled on hc,r back the zodiacal sign for 
Venus, the Virgin, and wc> t further. But when I had 
marked seven.^een I gave it up. I had already gone over 
the desks to L, beginning backward, and that sufficed, so 
I returned to Alec, paid hhn for the bangles, and we 
separated. I did, however, give him a letter to the Secretary 
of the Psychical Research Society, and addressed it, having 

^found what I wanted in the Loudon Directory, which was 
in the reading-room of the British Museum. Two days 
later I met, by appfu'ntment, my Hindu once more, and for 
the last time. - He Lad not been received as he had antici¬ 
pated by the Ps)^chical Research Society, and thought of 
getting back to India at the first opportunity. 

“ It is remarkable that, a few* days later, 1 saw in the 
Underground one of those I had marked. The chalk mark 
was still quite distinct. She was not in my compartment, 
but I noticed her as she stepped out on to the platform at 
Baker Stieet, I suspect she was on her way to Madame 
Tussaud's waxwork exhibition, to instruct her mhid there. 

* 

But I was more fortunate a week later when I was at 
St. Albans. I had an uncle living there from whom I had 
expectations, and I paid him a vis't. WhMst there, a lecture 
was to be given on the spectroscope, and as my acquaint¬ 
ance wuth that remarkable invention of modern times was 
limited, I resolved to go. Have you, my friend, evwr taken 
up the subject of the photosphere of the sun ? ” 

“ Never.” 
“Then let me press it upon you. It will really supply a 

large amount of wing-pulp, if properly assimilated. It is 
a most astonishing thought that we are able, at the remote 
distance at which we are from the solar orb, to detect the 
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various incandescent metals which go to make up the 
luminous'envelope of the sun. Not^only so, but we are able 
to discover, by the bars in the specti..')scope, of what Jupiter, 
Saturn, and so on are composed. What a stride astronomy 
has made since the days of Newton !” 

“ No doubt about it. But I do not want to hear about 
the bars, but of the chalk marks on the Merewigs.” 

“ Well, then, I noticed two elderly ladies sitting in the 
row before me, and there—as distinctly as if sketched in 
only yesterday—were the symbols I had scribbled on their 
backs. I did not have an opportunity of sj^eaking with 
them then ; indeed, I had no introduction to them, and 
could hardly take on me to address them without it. I was, 
however, more successful a week or two later. There was 
a meeting of the Hertfordshire Arclueological Society 
organised, to last a wt-'ck, with excursior.s to ancient 
Verulam and to other objects of 'nterest in the county. 
Hertfordshire is not a large county. It is, in fact, one of the 
smallest in England, but it yiek’s to none in the points of 
interest that it contains, apart from the venerable abbey 
church that has been so fearfully mauled and jnaltreated 
by ignorant so-called restoration. One must really hope 
that the next generation, which will be more enlightened 
than our own, will undo all the villjynous work that has 
been perpetr.ited to disfigure it in our own. The local 
secretaries and managers had arranged for char-a-bancs 
and brakes to take the party about, and men—learned, or 
thinking themselves to be learned, on the several antiquities 
—were to deliver lectures on the spot explanatory of what 
we saw. * On three days there were to be evening gather¬ 
ings, at which papers would be read. You may conceive 
that this was a supreme opportunity for storing the mind 
with information, and knowing what I did, I resolved on, 
taking advantage of it. I entered my name as a subscriber 
to all the excursions. On the first day we went over the 
remairs of the old Roman city of Verulam, and were 
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shown its plan and walls, and further, the spot where the 
protomartyr of Britain)passed over the stream, and the hill 
on which he was ma-tyred. Nothing could have been 
more interesting and more instructive. Among those 
present were three middle-aged personages of the female 
sex, all of whom were chalk^ marked on the back. One of 
these marks was somewhat’ effaced, as though the lady 
whose gownf was scored had made a faint effort to 
brush it off, but had tired of the attem^)t and had aban¬ 
doned it. The other two scorings were quite distinct. 

“ On this, the first day, though 1 sidled up to these three 
Merewigs, 1 did not succeed in ingratiating myself into 

. their favour sufficiently to converse with them. You may 
well understand, my friend, that such an opportunity of 
getting out of them some of their IMerewigian experiences 
was not to be allowed to slip. On'‘the second day I was 
more successful. I mimaged to obtain a seat in a brake 
between two of them. We were to drive to a distant spot 
where was a church of corsiderable architectural interest. 

“,Well, in these excursions a sort of freemasonry exists 
bj'tween the archa:ologi.st.s who share in them, and no cere¬ 
monious introductions are needed. Foi instance, you say 
to thp lady next to you, ‘Am I squeezing you?’ 'And 
the ice is broken. I did not, however, attempt to draw 
any information from those between whom 1 was seated, 
till after luncheon, a most sumptuous repast, with cham¬ 
pagne, liberally given to the Sociefv by a gentleman of 
property, to whose house we drove up just about one 
o’clock. There was plenty of champagne supplied, and 
I did not stint myself. I felt it necessary to take ?n a cer¬ 
tain amount of Dutch courage before broaching to my 
companions in the brake the theme that lay near my heart. 

AVhen, however, we got into the conveyance, all in great 
spirits, after the conclusion of the lunch, I turned to my 
right-hand lady, and said to her; ‘Well, miss, 1 fear it will be 
a long time before you become angelic.’ She turned her 
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back upon me and made no repl^. Somewhat discon¬ 
certed, I now addressed myself to the chalk-marked lady 
on my left hand, and asked : ‘ Have you anything at all in 
your head except archeology?’ Instead of answering me 
in the kindly mood in which I spoke, she began at once to 
enter into a lively discussion with her neighbour on the 
opposite side of the carriage, and ignored me. I was not 
to be done in this way. I wanted informrition. Rut, of 
course, I could enter into the feelings of both. Merewigs 
do not like to co*nversc about themselves in their former 
stage of existence, of which they are ashamed, nor of the 
efforts they are making in this transitional stage to acquire 
a fund of knowledge for the jiurposc of ultimately discard¬ 
ing their acquired bodies, and developing their ethereal 
wdngs as they pass into the higher and nobler condition. 

“We left the carriage to gcj to a spot about a mile off, 
through lanes, muddy and rutty, foi the purj)osc of inspect¬ 
ing some remarkable stones. All the party would not 
walk, and the conveyances cf)ul'' proceed no nearer. The 
more enthusiastic did go on, and I was of the number. 
What further stimulated me to do so was the fact that the 
third Merewig, she who had partially cleaned my scoring 
off her back, plucked up her skirts, and strode ahead. I 
hurried after and caught her up. ^1 beg your pardon,’ 
said 1. ‘You must excuse the intcre.st I take in an¬ 
tiquities, but I suppose it is a long time since you were a 
girl,’ Of course, my meaning was (jbvious ; 1 referred to 
her earlier existence, before she borrowed her present body. 
But she stopi^ed abru})tly, gave me a withering look, and 
went bdek to. rejoin another group of pedestrians. Ha! 
my fr’end, I verily believe that the boat is being lifted. 
The tide is flowing in.” 

“The tide is flowing,” I said; and then added, “really^ 
Major Donelly, your story ought nut to be confined to the 
narrow circle of your intimates.” 

“That is true,” he replied. “But my desire to malm it 
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known has been damped by the way in which Alec was 

received, or rather rejected, by the Secretary of the Society 

for Psychical Research.” 

“But I do not mean that you should tell it to the Society 

for Psychical Research.” 
“To whom, then ?” 

“ Tell it to the Horse Marines.” 



THE “BOLD VENTURE’ 

The little fisher-town of Portstephen comprised two 
strings of liouses facing each other at the bottom of 

a narrow valley, down which the merest trickle of a stream 
decanted into the harbour. The street was so narrow that 
it was at intervals alone that sufficient space was accorded 
for two wheeled vehicles to pass one another, and the road¬ 
way was for the most part so narrow that each house door 
was set back in the depth of the wall, to permit the foot- 
passenger to step into the recess t j avoid being overrun by 
the wheels of a cart that ascended or descended the street. 

The inhabitants lived upor the sea and its produce. 
Such as were not fishers were mariners, and but a small 
percentage remained thac were neither—the .butcher,,the 
baker, the smith, and the doctor; and these also lived by 
the sea, for they lived upon the sailors and fishermen. 

For the most part, the seafaring m^n were furnished with 
large families. The net in which they drew children was 
almost as well filled as the seine in which they trapped 
pilchards. 

Jonas Rea, however, was an exception; he had been 
married for ten years, and had but one child, and that a son. 

“ You’ve a-very poor haul, Jonas,” said to him his neigh¬ 
bour, Samuel Carnsew ; “ I’ve been married so long as you 
and I’ve twelve. My wife has had twins twice.” 

“ It’s not a poor haul for me, Samuel,” replied Jonaj. 
I may have but one child, but he’s a buster.” 
Jonas had a mother alive, known as Old Betty Rea. 

When he married, he had proposed that his mother, who 
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was a widow, should live with him. But man proposes 
and woman disposes. "The arrangement did not commend 
itself to the views of Mrs. Rea, junior—that is to say, of 
Jane, Jonas’s wife. 

Betty had always been a managing woman. She had 
managed her house, her children, and her husband ; but 
she speedily was made awf.<re that her daughter-in-law 
refused to be managed by her. 

Jane was, in her way, also a managing woman: she kept 
her house clean, her husband's clothes in order, her child neat, 
and herself the very pink of tidiness. She vv^as a .somewhat 
hard woman, much given to grumbling and finding fault. 
, Jane and her mother-in-law did not come to an open 
and flagrant quairel, but the fret between them waxed 
intolerable ; and the curtain-lecturc.s, of which the text and 
topic was Old Betty, were so frequent and so protracted 
that Jonas convinced himself that there wa.s smoother 
water in the worst sea than in his own house. 

He was constrained to break to his mother the un- 
plea.sant information that she must go elsewhere ; but he 
softened the blow by informinjj her that he had secured 
for her residence a tiny cottage up an alley, that consisted 
of tw’O rooms only, one a kitchen, above that a bedchamber. 

The old woman received the communication without 
annoyance. She rose to the offer, for she had also her.self 
considered that the situation had become unendurable. 
Accordingly, with goodwill, she removed to her new 
quarters, and soon made the house look keen and cosy. 

But, so soon as Jane gave indications of becoming a 
mother, it was agreed that Betty should attend 'on her 
daughter-in-law. To this Jane consented. After all, Betty 
could not be worse than another woman, a stranger. 

And when Jane was in bed, and unable to quit it, then 
Betty once more reigned supreme in the house and managed 
everything—even her daughter-in-law. 

But' the time of Jane’s lying upstairs was brief, ard at 
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the earliest possible moment she reappeared in the kitchen, 
pale indeed and weak, but resolute, and with firm hand 
withdrew the reins from the grasp of Betty, 

In leaving her son’s house, the only thing that Betty 
regretted was the baby. To that she had taken a mighty 
affection, and she did not quit till she had poured forth into 
the deaf ear of Jane a thousand instructions as to how the 
babe was to be fed, clothed, and reared. 

As a devoted son, Jonas never returned from sea without 
visiting his mothtr, and when on shore saw her every day. 
He sat with her by the hour, told her of all that concerned 
him—except about his wife—and communicated to her all 
his hopes and wishes. The babe, whose name was Peter, 
was a topic on which neither wearied of talking or of listen¬ 
ing ; and often did Jonas bring the child over to be kissed 
and admired by his g.andmother. 

Jane raised objections—the weather was cold and the 
child would take a chill; grandmother was inconsiderate, 
and upset its stomach with sweetstuff; it had not a tidy 
dress in which to be seen : but Jonas overruled all her ob¬ 
jections. He was a mild and yielding man, but. on this Qnc 
point he was inflexible—his child should grow up to lyiow, 
love, and reverence his mother as sincerely as did hp him¬ 
self. And these were delightful hoiy^s to the old woman, 
when she could have the infant on her lap, croon to it, and 
talk to it all the delightful nonsense that flows from the lips 
of a woman when caressing a child. 

Moreover, when the boy was not there, Betty was knit¬ 
ting socks or contriving pin-cases, or making little garments 
for him'; and all the small savings she could gather from the 
allowance made by her son, and from the sale of some of 
her needlework, were devoted to the same grandchild. 

As the little fellow found his feet and was allowed to. 
toddle, he often wanted to “ go to granny,” not much to the 
approval of Mrs, Jane.^ And, later, when he went to school, 
he found his way to her cottage before he returned home 
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so soon as his work hpurs in class were ov6r. He ver)^ 
early developed a love for the sea and ships. 

This did not accord with Mrs. Jane’s ideas ; ;he came of 
a family that had ever been on the land, and she dis¬ 
approved of the sea. “ But,” remonstrated her husband, 
“ he is my son, and I and my father and grandfather were 
all of us sea-dogs, so that, fiaturally, my part in the boy 
takes to the water.” 

And now an idea entered {he head of Old Betty. She 
resolved on making a .ship for Peter. She provided herself 
with a stout piece of deal of suitable size and shape, and 
proceeded to fashion it into the form of a cutter, and to 

•scoop out the interior. At this Peter assisted. After school 
hours he was with his grandmother watching the process, 
giving his opinion as to shape, and how the boat was to be 
rigged and furnished. The aged w5man had but an old 
knife, no proper carperftering tools, con.sequently the pro¬ 
gress made was slov'. Moreover, she worked at the ship 
only when Petef was by. The interest excited in the child 
by the process was an attraction to her house, and it served 
to. keep him there. P'urthcr, when he was at home, he 
was,, being inces.santly scolded by his mother, and the 
preference he developed for granny's cottage caused many 
a pang of jealousy inbjane’s heart. 

Peter was now nine years old, and remained the only 
child, when a .sad thing happened. One evening, when the 
little ship was rigged and almost complete, after leaving his 
grandmother, Peter went down to the port. There happened 
to be no one about, and in craning over the quay to look into 
his father’s boat, he overbalanced, fell in, and was drowned. 

The grandmother supposed that the boy had returned 
home, the mother that he was with his grandmother, and a 
'Couple of hours passed before search for him was^ instituted, 
and the body was brought home an hour after that. Mrs. 
Jane’s grief at losing her child was vnited with resentment 
against Old Betty for having drawn the child away* from 
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home, and against her husband f^r having encouraged it. 
She poured forth the vials of her wrath upon Jonas. He 

it was who had done his utmost to have the boy killed, 

because he had allowed him to wander at large, and had 

provided him with an excuse by allowing him to tarry with 

Old Betty after leaving school, so that no one knew where 

he was. Had Jonas been a'reasonable man, and a docile 
husband,he would have insisted on Peter returning promptly 

home every day, in which case this disaster would not have 

occurred. “ Buf,” said Jane bitterly, “you never have con¬ 

sidered my feelings, and I believe 3'^ou did not love Peter, 

and wanted to be rid of him.’’ 

The blow to Bettj^ was terrible; her heart-strings were 

wrapped about the little fellow ; and his loss was to her the 

eclipse of all light, the death of all her happiness. 

When Peter was In "his coffin, then the old woman went 

to the house, carrying the little ship. It was now complete 

with sails and rigging. 
“Jane,” said she, “ I want thickey ship'to be put in with 

Peter. 'Twere made for he, and I can’t let another have it, 

and I can’t keep it myself.” . 

“Nonscn.se,” retorted Mrs. Rea, junior. “ The^ boat can 

be no use to he, now.” , , 

“ I w(5uldn’t say that. There’s nPA>ght revealed on them 
matters. But I’m cruel certain that up aloft there'll be a 

rumpus if Peter wakes up and don’t find his ship.” 

“You may take't away ; I’ll have none of it,” said Jane. 

So the old woman departed, but was not disposed to 

accept discomfiture. She w'ent to the undertaker. 

“ Mh Matthews, I want you to put this here boat in wi’ 
my 5,ran’child Peter. It will go in fittj' at his feet.” 

“ Very sorry, ma’am, but not unless I break off the bow¬ 

sprit. You see the coffin is too narrow.” # 

“ Then put’n in sideways and longways.” 

"Very sorry, ma’am, but the mast is in the way. _ I’d be 
forced to break that so as to get the lid down.” 
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Disconcerted, the old woman retired; she- would not 
suffer Peter's boat to be maltreated. 

On the occasion of the funeral, the grandmother appeared 

as one of the principal mourners, l^'or certain reasons, 

Mrs. Jane did not attend at the church and grave. 

As the procession left the house, Old Petty took her 

place beside her son, and cif'rried the boat in her hand. 

At the close of the service at the grave, she said to the 

sexton: ** Til trouble you, John- Hext, to put this here little 

ship right o’ top o’ his coffin. I niadc’n for 1 etcr, and I’cter’ll 

expect to have’n.” This was done, and not a step from the 
grave would the grandmother take till the first shovelfuls had 

fallen on the coffin and had partially buried the white ship. 

When Granny Rea returned to her cottage, the fire was 

out. She seated herself beside the dead hearth, with hands 

folded and the tears coursing down her withered checks. 

Her heart was as dead a<.id dreary as that hearth. She had 

now no object in life, and she murmured a prayer that the 
Lord might please to take, her, that she might see her 

Peter sailing his boat in paradise. 

Her prayer was interrupted by the entry of Jonas, who 

shouted ; “ Mother, wc want your help again. There’s Jane 

took bad ; wi’ the worrit and the sorrow it’s come on' a bit 

earlier than she reckoned, and you’re to come ^Lxlong as 
quick as you can. ’Tisn’t the Lord gav^c and the Lord 

hath taken away, but topsy-turvy, the Lord hath taken 

away and is givin’ again.” 

Petty rose at once, and went to the house with her son, 

and again—as nine years previously—for a while she 
assumed the management of the house ; and when a baby 

arrived, another boy, she managed that as well. r 

The reign of Betty in the house of Jonas and Jane was 

rot for long. The mother was soon downstairs, and with 

her reappearance came the departure of the grandmother; 

And now began once more the same old life as had been 
initiated nine years previously. The child carried to its 
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grandmother, who dandled it, crooned and talked to it. 
Thdn, as it grew, it was supplied with socks and garments 
knitted and cut out and put together by Betty; there 
ensued the visits of the toddling child, and the remon¬ 
strances of the mother. School time arrived, and with it a 
bipak in the journey to or f;tom school at granny’s house, 
to partake of bread and jiurf, hear stories, and, finally, to 
assist at the making of a new ship. » 

If, with increase of years - Betty’s powers had begun to 
fail, there had b<;crt no corresponding decrease in energy of 
will. Her eyes were not so clear as of old, nor her hearing 
so acute, but her hand was not unsteady. She would this 
time make and rig a schooner and not a cutter. • 

Experience had made her more able, and she aspired to 
accomplish a greater task than she had previously under¬ 
taken. It was really femarkable how the old course was 
resumed almost in every particula.. But the new grandson 
was called Jonas, like his father, and Old Betty loved him, 
if possible, with a more intense love thar. had been given 
to the first child. He closely resembled his father, and to 
her it was a renewal of her life long ago, when she nursed 
and cared for the first Jonas. And, if possible, Jane 
became more jealous of the aged woman, w|io was 
drawing to her so large a portion her child’s affection. 
The schooner was nearly complete. It was somewhat 
rude, having been worked with no better tool than a 
penknife, and its m*ists being made of knitting-pins. 

On the day before little Jonas’s ninth birthday, Betty 
carried the ship to the painter. 

“ Mr. Elway,” said she, “ there be one thing I do want 
your help in. 1 cannot put the name on the vessel. 1 
can’t fashion the letters, and I want you to do it for me.” 

“ All right, ma’am. What name ? ” « 
- “Well, now,” said she, “my husband, the father of 
Jonas, and the grandfather of the little Jonas, he always 
sailed in a schooner, and the ship was the Bold Venture^' 
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“ The Bonaventura. I think. I remember her.” 
' I 

“ I’m sure she was the Bold Venture.” 
“ 1 think not, Mrs. Rea.” 
“It must have been the Bold Venture or Bold Adven¬ 

turer. What sense is there in such a name as Boneventurc? 
I never heard of no such vei^turc, unless it were that, of 
Jack Smithson, who jumpeck’out of a garret window, and 
sure enough he broke a bone of his leg. No, Mr. Elway, 
I’ll have her entitled the Bold .Venture.” 

“ rfl not gainsay you. Bold Venture she shall be.” 
Then the painter very dexterously and daintily put the 

name in black paint on the white strip at the stern. 
.. “Will it be dry by to-morrow?” asked the old woman. 
“ That’s the little lad’s birthday, and I promised to have 
his schooner ready for him to sail her then.” 

“I’ve put dryers in the paint,”-a-nswered Mr. Elway, 
“and you may reckon ic will be right for to-morrow.” 

That night Betty was unable to sleep, so eager was she 
for the day when-the little hoy would attain his ninth year 
and become the possessor of the beautiful ship she had 
fashioned far him with her own hands, and on which, in 
fact, .she had been engaged for more than a twelvemonth. 

Nor was she able to eat her simple breakfast and noon¬ 
day meal, so thrilled^ was her old Heart with love for the 
child and expectation of his delight when the Bold 
Venture was made over to him as his own. 

She heard his little feet on the cobblestones of the alley: 
he came on, dancing, jumping, fidgeted at the lock, threw 
the door open and burst in with a shout— 

“See! sec, granny! my new ship! Mother has givi: it me. 
A real frigate—with three masts, all red and green, ana’ cost 
her seven shillings at Camelot Fair yesterday.” He bore 
sJoft a very magnificent toy ship. It had pennants at the 
mast-top and a flag at stern. “ Granny! look ! look! ain’t 
she a beauty? Now I shan’t want your drashy old schooner 
when i have my grand new frigate.” a 
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“Won’t you have your ship—the Bold Venture?" 
“No, granny; chuck it away.' It’s a shabby bit o’ 

rubbish, mother says; and see! there’s a brass cannon, a 
real cannon that will go off with a bang, on my frigate. 
Ain’t it a beauty?” 

“ Oh, Jonas ! look at the Bold Venturer 
“No, granny, I can’t stay. want to be off and swim 

my beautiful seven-shilling ship." 
Then he dashed away as boisterous as he had dashed in, 

and forgot to slwit the door. It was evening whBi the 
elder Jonas returned liome, and he was welcomed by his 
son with exclamations of delight, and was shown the new 
ship. , 

“ But, daddy, her won’t sail; over her will flop in the 
water.” 

“ There is no lead on the keel,” remarked the father. 
“The vessel is built for show only” 

Then he walked away to his mother’s cottage. He was 
vexed. lie knew that his wife had bought the toy with 
the deliberate intent of disappointing and wounding her 
mother-in-law ; and he wife afraid that he would find the 
old lady deeply mortified and incensed. As he entered 
the dingy lane, he noticed that her door was partlJT^^en. 

The aged woman was on the seat by the table at the 
window, lying forward clasping the’* ship, and the two 
masts were run through her white hair; her head rested, 
partly on the new ship and partly on the table. 

“ Mother 1 ’’ said he. “ Mother ! ” 
There was no answer. 
The reeble old heart had given way under the blow, and 

had ceased to beat, 
K: * * It ^ 

I was accustomed, a few summers past, to spend a^ 
couple of months at Portstephen. Jonas Rea took me 
often in his boat, either mackerel fishing, or on excursions 
to th*? islets off the coast, in quest of wild birds.' We 
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became familiar, and I would now and then spend an 
evening with him in his cottage, and talk about the- sea, 
and the chances of a harbour of refuge being made at 
Portstephen, and sometimes we spoke of our own family 
affairs. Thus it was that, little by little, the story of the 
ship Bold Venture was told me. 

Mrs. Jane was no more in-dhe house. 
“It’s a curious thing,” said Jonas Rea, “but the first ship 

my mother made was no sooner done than my boy Peter 
died, and when she made another, with two masts, as soon 
as ever it was finished she died herself, and shortly after 
my wife, Jane, who took a chill at mother’s funeral. It 

• settled on her chest, and she died in a fortnight.” 
“Is that the boat?” I inquired, pointing to a glass case 

on a cupboard, in which was a rudely executed schooner. 
“That’s her,” replied Jonas; “and I’d like you to have 

a look close at her.” 
I walked to the cupboard and looked. 
“ Do you .sec anything particular ” asked the fisherman. 
“ can’t say that I do.” 
“ Look at her masthead. What is there ? ” 
After a pause I said: “ There is a grey hair, that is all, 

like a^pennant.” 
“ I mean that,” Stjid Jonas. “ I can’t say whether my 

old mother put a hair from her white head there for the 
purpo.se, or whether it caught and fixed itself when she 
fell forward clasping the boat, and the masts and spars 
and shrouds were all tangled in her hair. Anyhow, there 
it be, and that’s one reason why I’ve had the Jiold Venture 
put in a glass ca.se—that the white hair may neve*’ by no 
chance get brushed away from it. Now, look agai:'. Do 
you see nothing more ? ” 

“ Can’t say I do.” 
“ Look at the bows.” 
I did so. Presently I remarked : “ I see nothing except, 

perhaps, some bruises, and a little bit of red paint.” . 
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“Ah! that’s it, and where did thf red paint come from?” 
I was, of course, quite unable to suggest an explanation. 
Presently, after Mr. Rea had waited—as if to draw from 

me the answer he expected—he said : “ Well, no, I reckon 
you can’t tell. It was thus. When mother died, I brought 
the' Bold Venture here and set her where she is now, on the 
cupboard, and Jonas, he had Vet the new ship, all red and 
green, the Saucy Jane it was called, on the bureau. Will 
you believe me, next morniiv^ when I came dovvnstay-s the 
frigate was on thft floor, and some of her spars broken and 
all the rigging in a muddle.” 

“ There was no lead on the bottom. It fell down.” 
“ It was not once that happened. It came to the same' 

thing every night; and what is more, the Bold Venture 
began to show signs of having fouled her.” 

“ How so ? ” 
“ Run againr.t her. She had bruises, and had brought 

away some of the paint of the Saucy Jane, Every morn¬ 
ing the frigate, if she vvcre’nt •'■n the floor, were rammed 
into a corner, and battered as if she’d been in a bad sea.” 

“ But it is impossible.” • •* 
“Of course, lots o’ things is impossible, but theyjj^ppen 

all the same.” . 
“ Well, what next ? ” 
“ Jane, she was ill, and took wus and wus, and just as 

she got wus so it took wus as well with the Saucy Jane. 
And on the night , she died, 1 reckon that there was a 
reg’lar pitched sea-fight.” 

“ But not at sea.” 
“Weil, no ; but the frigate seemed to have been rammed, 

and .sl/e was on the floor and split from stem to stern.” 
“And, pray, has the Bold Venture made no attempt 

since ? The glass case is not broken.” 
“There’s been no occasion. I chucked what remained 

of the Saucy Jane into the fire.” 



AMONG the many hangers-on at the Hotel de I’Europe 

\ at Luxor—donkey-boys, porters, guides, antiquity 

dealers—was one, a young man named Mustapha, who 

proved a general favourite. 

I spent three winters at Luxor, partly for my health, 

partly for pleasure, mainly to make artistic studies, as I 

am by profession a painter. So 1 came to know Mustapha 

fairly well in three stages, during those three winters. 

When first I made his acquaintance he was in the 

transition condition from boyhood to manhood. He had 

an iiTifilligent face, with bright eyes, a skin soft as brown 

silk, w'ith a velvety hue on i^. His features were regular, 

and if his face was^ a little too round to quite satisfy an 

English artistic eye, yet this was a peculiarity to which 

one soon became accustomed. He was unflaggingly 

good-natured and obliging. A mongrel, no doubt, he 

was; Arab and native Egyptian blood were mingled in 

his veins. But the result was happy; he combined the 

patience and gentleness of the child of Mizraim with the 

energy and pluck of the son of the desert. 

Mustapha had been a donkey-boy, but had risen a stage 

' higher, and looked, as the object of his supreme ambition, 

to become some day a dragoman, and blaze like one of 

these gilded beetles in lace and chams, rings and weapons. 

To become a dragoman—one of the most obsequious of 

226 
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men till engaged, one of the veridfet tyrants when engaged 
—to what higher could an Egyptian boy aspire ? 

To become a dragoman means to go in broadcloth and 
with gold chains when his fellows are half naked; to lounge 
and twist the moustache when his kinsfolk are toiling under 
the water-buckets; to be able to extort backshee -h from all 
the tradesmen to whom he can introduce a master; to do 
nothing himself and make others work tor him ; to be 
able to look to purchase tv o, three, even four wives when 
his father contented himself with one; to soar out of 
the region of native virtues into that of foreign vices; to 
be superior to all instilled prejudices against spirits and 
wine—that is the ideal set before young Eg>'pt through 
contact with the English and the American tourist. 

We all liked Mustapha. No one had a bad word to say 
of him. Some pious'individuals rejoiced to see that he 
had broken with the Koran, as if this were a first step 
towards taking up with the Bible. A free-thinking pro¬ 
fessor was glad to find that Mustapha had emancipated 
himself from some of those shackles which religion places 
on august, divine humanity, and that by getting drunk he 
gave pledge that he had risen into a sphere of pure emanci¬ 
pation, which eventuates in ideal perfection. • 

As I tnade my studies I engaged Mustapha to carry 
my easel and canvas, or camp-stool. I was glad to have 
him as a study, to make him stand by a wall or sit on a 
pillar that was prestrate, as artistic exigencies required. 
He was always ready to accompany me. There was an 

• understanding between us that when a drove of tourists 
came to Luxor he might leave me for the day to pick up 
what he could then from the natural prey; but I found 
him not always keen to be off duty to me. Though he 
could get more from the occasional visitor than from me^ 
he was above the ravenous appetite for backshee.sh which 
consumed his fellows 

He who has much to do with the native Egyptian will 
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have discovered that thet c are in him a fund of kindliness 
and a treasure of good qualities. He is delighted to be 
treated with humanity, pleased to be noticed, and ready to 
repay attention with touching gratitude. He is by no 
means as rapacious for backsheesh as the passing traveller 
supposes he is shrewd to di tinguish between man and 
man ; likes this one, and wtll do anything for him un¬ 
rewarded, and will do naught for another for any bribe. 

The^ Egyptian is now in a transitional state. If it be 
quite true that the touch of England is restoring life to his 
crippled limbs, and the voice of England bidding him ri.se 
up and walk, there are occasions on which association with 
Englishmen is a disadvantage to him. Such an instance 
is that of poor, good Mustapha. 

It was not my place to caution Mustapha against the 
pernicious influences to which he tv-Ts subjected, and, to 
speak jflainly, I did not know what line to adopt, on what 
ground to take my stand, if I did. He was breaking with 
the old life, and taking up.iwith what was new, retaining 
of the old only what was bad in it, and acquiring of the 
neW" none ef its good parts. Civilisation—European 
civilisation—is excellent, but cannot be swallowed at a 
gulp, nor does it wholly suit the oriental digestion. 

That which impelled Mustapha still further in his course 
was the attitude assumed towards him by his own relatives 
and the natives of his own village. They were strict 
Moslems, and they regarded him as one on the highway 
to becoming a renegade. They treated him with mistrust, 
showed him aversion, and loaded him with reproaches. 
Mustapha had a high .spirit, and he resented rebuke". Let 
his fellows grumble and objurgate, said he ; they %/ould 
cringe to him when he became a dragoman, with his 
^jockets stuffed with piastres. 

There was in our hotel, the second winter, a young 
fellow of the name of Jameson, a.man with plenty of 
money, superficial good nature, little intellect, very «on- 
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ceited and’ egotistic, and this fertow was Mustapha’s evil 
genius. It was Jameson’s delight to encourage Mustapha 
in drinking and gambling. Time hung heavy on his 
hands. He cared nothing for hieroglyphics, scenery bored 
him, antiquities, art, had no charm for him. Natural 
history presented to him no attraction, and the only 
amusement level with his ihental faculties was that of 
hoaxing natives, or breaking down their religious preju¬ 
dices. ^ . 

Matters were’in this condition as regarded Mustapha, 
when an incident occurred during my second winter at 
Luxor that completely altered the tenor of Mustapha’s 
life. 

One night a fire broke out in the nearest village. It 
originated in a mud hovel belonging to a fellah ; his wife 
had spilled some oil on the hearth, and the fi.imes leaping 
up had cauglit the low thatch, which immediately burst 
into a blaze. A wind was blowing from the direction of 
the Arabian desert, and it car.ied the flames and ignited 
the thatch before it on other roofs; the conflagration 
spread, and the whole village wa.s menaced A'ith destruc¬ 
tion. The greatest exciiement and alarm i^revailcd. The 
inhabitants lost their hcad.% Men ran about re.scuing 
from their hovels their only treasuies—old sardine tins 
and empty marmalade pots; women w'ailed, children 
sobbed ; no one made any attempt to stay the fire ; and, 
above all, were heard dre screams of the woman who.se 
incaution had caused the mischief, and who was being 
beaten unmercifully by her husband. 

The few English in the hotel came on the scene, and 
with their instinctive energy and system set to w’ork to 
organise a corps and subdue the flames. The women and 
girls who were rescued from the menaced hovels, or plucked 
out of those already on fire, were in many cases unveiled, 
and so it came to pa.s.5 that Mustapha, who, under English 
direction, was ablest and most vigorous in his efforts to 
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stop the conflag;ration, unet his fate in the shape of the 
daughter of Ibraim the Farrier. 

By the light of the flames he saw her, and at once 
resolved to make that fair girl his wife. 

No reasonable obstacle intervened, so thought Mustapha. 
He had apiassed a sufficient sum to entitle him to buy a 
wife and set up a household If his own. A house consists 
of four mud walls and a Ioav thatch, and housekeeping in 
an Egyptian house is as elciMentary and economical as 
the domestic architecture. The maintenance of a wife and 
family is not costly after the first outlay, wliich consists in 
indemnifying the father for the cxi)cnse to which he has 
been put in rearing a daughter. 

The ceremony of courting is also elementary, and the 
addresses of the suitor are not p.aid to tlie bride, but to 
her father, and not in person by the candidate, but by an 
intermediary. 

Mustapha negotiated with a friend, a fellow hanger-on 
at the hotel, to ‘open proceedings with the farrier. He 
was J:o represent to the worthy man that the suitor 
ento'tained Jthe most ardent .admiration for the virtues 
of Ibraim personally, that he was inspired with but one 
ambition, which was alliance v'ith so distinguished a family 
as his. He was to assure the father of tlie damsel that 
Mustapha undertook to proclaim through Upper and 
Lower Egypt, in the ears of Egyptians, Arabs, and 
Europeans, that Ibraim was the mos',. remarkable man 
that ever existed for solidity of judgment, excellence of 
parts, uprightness of dealing, nobility of sentiment, strict¬ 
ness in observance of the precepts of the- Koran, and 
that finally Mustapha was anxious to indemnify thi.s same 
paragon of genius and virtue for his condescension in 

’“having cared to breed and clothe and feed for several 
years a certain girl, his daughter, if Mustapha might have 
that daughter as his wife. Not that he cared for the 
daughter in herself, but as a means whereby he might 
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have the honour of entering intolalliance with one so dis¬ 
tinguished and so esteemed of Allah as Ibraim the Farrier. 

To the infinite surprise of the intermediary, and to the 
no less surprise and mortification of the suitor, Mustapha 
was refused. He was a bad Moslem. Ibraim would have 
no alliance with one who had turned his back on the 
Prophet and drunk bottled iieer. 

Till this moment Mustapha had not realised how great 
was the alienation between liis fellows and himself—what 
a barrier he had set up between himself and the men of his 
own blood. The refusal of his suit struck the young man 
to the quick. He had known and played with the farrier’s 
daughter in childhood, till she had come of age to veil her 
face ; now that he had seen her in her ripe charms, his heart 
was deeply stirred and engaged. He entered into himself, 
and going to the mesque he there made a solemn vow that 
if he ever touched wine, ale, or spirits again he would cut 
his throat, and he sent word to Ibraim that he had done so, 
and begged that he would not dispose of his daughter and 
finally reject him till he had seen how that he who had 
turned in thought and manner of life from, the Prophet 
would return with firm resolution to the right way. 

II 

l"rom this time Mustajjha changed his conduct. He 
was obliging and attentive as before, ready to exert himself 
to do for me what I wanted, ready also to extort money 
from the ordinary tourist for doing nothing, to go with me 
and carry my tools when I went forth painting, and to 
joke ‘’and laugh with Jameson ; but, unless he were un¬ 
avoidably detained, he said his prayers five times daily 
in the mosque, and no inducement whatever would mak^ 
him touch anything save sherbet, milk, or water. 

Mustapha had no easy time of it. The strict Mohamme- 
da-.s mistrusted thi.s sudden conversion, and believed that 
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he was playing a part. Ibraim gave him no ■ encourage¬ 
ment. His relatives maintained their reserve and stififness 
towards him. 

His companions, moreover, who were in the transitional 

stage, and those who had completely shaken off all faith in 
Allah and trust in the I’rophet and respect for the Koran, 

were incensed at his desertio"*. He was ridiculed, insulted ; 
he was waylaid, and beaten. The young fellows mimicked 
him, the elder scoffed at him. vj 

Jameson took his change to heart, and‘laid himself out 
to bring him out of his pot of scruples. 

“ Mustapha ain’t any sport at all now,” said he. “ I’m 

Ijanged if he has another para from me.” He offered him 
bribes in gold, he united with the others in ridicule, he turned 

his back on him, and refused to employ him. Nothing 

availed. Mustapha was respectful.'ceurteou.s, obliging as 

before, but he had returnt;d, he said, to the faith and rule of 

life in which he had been brought up, and he would never 
again leave it. • , 

“ 1 have sworn,” said he, ” that if I do I will cut rny 

throa/.” 

I had been, perhaps, negligent in .cautioning the young 

fellow the first winter that I knew him against the harm 

likely to be done him by taking up with Kuropean habits 
contrary to his law an<l the feelings and prejudices of his 

people. Now, however, I had no hesitation in expressing 

to him the satisfaction I felt at the coufageous and deter¬ 

mined manner in which he had broken with acquired habits 

that could do him no good. For one thing, we were now 

better acquaintances, and I felt that as one who had known 

him for more than a few months in the winter, I had a 

good right to speak. And, again, it is always easier or 

fJeasanter to prai.se than to reprimand. 

One day when sketching I cut my pencil with a pruning- 

knife I happened to have in my pockgt; my proper knife 

of many blades had been left behind by misadventure. *' 
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Mustapha noticed the knife an^ admired it, and asked 
if it had cost a great sum. 

“ Not at all,” I answered. “ I did not even buy it. It 
was given me. I ordered some flower seeds from a seeds¬ 
man, and when he sent me the consignment he included 
this knife in the case as a present. It is not worth more 
than a shilling in England.” ' 

He turned it about, with looks of admiration. 
“ It is just the .sort that vvould .suit me,” he sai^d. “ I 

know your other*knife with many blades. It is very fine, 
but it is too small. 1 do not want it to cut pencils. It 
has other things in it, a hook for taking stones from a 
horse’s hoof, a pair of tweezers for removing hairs. I dc 
not want such, but a knife such as this, with such a curve, 
is just the thing.” 

“Then you shall ha\e it,” said 1. “You are welcome. 
It was for rough work only that I brought the knife to 
Egypt with me.” 

1 fini-shed a painting that winter thtit gave me real 
satisfaction. It was of the great court of the temple of 
Luxor by evening light, \\ith the la.st red glare of the. sun 
over the distant desert hills, and the eastern sky above of 
a purple depth. What colours I used ! the intensest on 
my paletre, and yet fell short of the effect. 

The picture was in the Academy, was well hung, abomi¬ 
nably represented in one of the illustrated guides to the 
galleries, as a blotch, by some sort o^ photographic process 
on gelatine; my picture sold, which concerned me most of 
all, and not only did it sell at a respectable figure, but it 
also brought Tne two or three orders for Egyptian pictures. 
So many English and Americans go up the Nile, and 
carry away with them pleasant reminiscences of the Land 
of the Pharaohs, that when in Pmgland they are fain to*^ 
buy pictures which shall remind them of scenes in that 

land. 
^returned to my hotel at Luxor in November, to spend 
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there a third winter. JThe fellaheen about there saluted 
me as a friend with an affectionate delight, which I am 
quite certain was not assumed, as they got nothing out of 
me save kindly salutations. I had the Egyptian fever on 
me, which, when once acquired, is not to be shaken off— 
an enthusiasm for everj^thing Egj-ptian, the antiquities, 
the history of the Pharaoh/K, the very desert, the brown 
Nile, the desolate hill ranges, the ever blue sky, the 
marvellous colorations at rire and set of sun, and last, 
but n6t least, the prosperity of the por)r peasants. 

1 am quite certain that the very warmest welcome 
accorded to me was from Mustapha, and almost the first 
;tvords he said to me or my meeting him again were; 
“ I have been very good. I sa}’- my prayers. I drink no 
wine, and Ibraim will give me his daughter in the second 
lomada—what you call January.” • « 

“ Not before, Must .pna?” 
“No, sir; he says I must be tried for one whole year, 

and he is right.’*’ 
“ Then soon after Christmas you will be happy! ” 
“I have got a house and made it ready. Yes. After 

Christmas there will be one very happy^ man—one very, 
very happy man in Egypt, and that will be your humble 
servant, Mustapha.” 

ill 

We were a pleasant party at Luxor, this third winter, 
not numerous, but for the most part of congenial tastes. 
For the most part wc were keen on hieroglyphics, we 
admired Queen llatasou and we hated Rameses IP We 

^ could distinguish the artistic work of one dynasty from 
Mhat of another. We were learned on cartouches, and 

flourished our knowledge before the tourists dropping in. ■ 
One of those staying in the hotel was an Oxford don, 

very good company, interested in everything, and abk to 
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talk well on everything—I mean -Werything more or less 
remotely connected with Egypt. Another was a young 
fellow who had been an attache at Ilerlin, but was out of 
health—nothing organic the matter with his lungs, but they 
were weak. He was keen on the political situation, and 
very anti-Gallican, as every man who has been in Egypt 
naturally is, who is not a Frenchman. 

There was also staying in the hotel an American lady, 
fresh and delightful, whose rr.infl and conversation twinkled 
like frost crystals* in. the sun. a woman full of good-humour, 
of the most generou-s .sympathies, and so droll that she 
kept us ever amused. 

And, alas ! Jameson was bad; again, not entering intc^ 
any of our pursuits, not understanding our little jokes, not 
at all content to be ihcic. He grumbled at the food— 
and, indeed, that miglit'have been better; at the monotony 
of the life at Luxor, at his London doctor for putting the 
veto on Cairo because of its drainage, or rather the absence 
of all drainage. 1 really think,we did 01..' utmost to draw 
Jameson into our circle, to amuse him, to interest him in 
something; but one by one we gave him up, ^nd thi. last 
to do this was the little American lady. 

From the outset he had,attacked Mustapha, and en¬ 
deavoured to persuade him to shake off his “.squeamish 
nonsense,’’ as Jameson called his resolve. "I'll tell you 
what it is, old fellow,” he said, “ life isn’t worth living with¬ 
out good liquor, and as .for that blessed Prophet of yours, 
he showed he was a fool when he put a bar on drinks.” 

But as Mu.stapha was not i)Hable he gave him up. “ He’s 
becorfte just -as great a bore as that old Rameses,” said he. 
“ I’m 'sick of the whole concern, ;ind 1 don’t think any¬ 
thing of fresh dates, that you fellows make such a fuss 
about. As for that stupid old Nile—there ain’t a fi.sh worth* 
eating comes out of it. And those old Egyptains were 
arrant humbugs. I haven’t seen a lotus since I came here, 
an«l» they made such a fuss about them too.” 
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The little Americarf lady was not weary of asking 
questions relative to English home life, and especially to 
country-house living and amusements. 

“ Oh, my dear ! ” said she, “ I would give my ears to 
spend a Christmas in the fine old fashion in a good 
ancient manor-house in the jountry.” 

“ There is nothing remarkable in that,” said an English 
lady. 

“ Not to you, maybe ; but Miere would be to us. What 
we read of and make pictures of in ou’r fancies, that is 
what you live. Your facts are our fairy talcs. Look at 
your hunting.” 

< “That, if you like, is fun,” threw in Jameson. “But 
I don’t myself think anj'thing save Luxor can be a bigger 
bore than country-house life at Christmas time—when all 
the bo)'s are back from school.” 

“With us,” said the' little American, “our sportsmen 
dress in pink like your.s—the whole thing—and canter 
after a bag of ani.se seed if at is trailed before them,” 

“Why do they not import foxes?” 
“ 7'jecatise» a fox would not keep to the road. Our 

farmers object ])retty freely to trespass ; sq the hunting 
must qf necessity be done on the highway, and the game 
is but a bag of anis^ seed. I would like to see aij English 
meet and a run.” 

This subject was thrashed out after having been pro¬ 
longed unduly for the sake of Jamesor 

“Oh, dear me!” .said the Yankee lady. “If but that 
chef could be per.suaded to give us plum-puddings for 
Christmas, I would try to think I was in England.”, 

“Plum-pudding is exploded,” .said Jameson. “Only 
children ask for it now. A good trifle or a tipsy-cake is 
\nuch more to my taste; but this hanged cook here can 
give us nothing but his blooming custard pudding and 
burnt sugar.” 

“ I do not think it would be wise to let him attempt a 
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plum-pudding," said the English Wdy. “ But if we can 
persuade him to permit me I will mix and make the 
pudding, and then he cannot go far wrong in the boiling 
and dishing up," 

" That is the <Dnly thing wanting to make me perfectly 
happy,” said the American.- “ I’ll confront monsieur. I 
am sure 1 can talk him into a rood humour, and we shall 
have our pliim-]Hidding.’’ 

No one has j^et been found, I do believe, who could resist 
that little woman.' She carried e\'cr)'thing before her? The 
cook placed him.sclf and all his culinary apparatus at her 
feet. We took part in the .stoning of the raisins, and the 
washing of the currants, cv'en the choi)i)ing of the suet ;• 
we stirred the pudding, threw in sixpence apiece, and a 
ring, and then it was tied up in a cloth, and .set aside to be 
boiled, Christmas Tjay came, and the English chaplain 
preached us a practical sermon on “ Goodwill towards 
men.” That was his text, and his sermon was but a 
swelling out of the words iust as rice is .swelled to thrice 
its size by boiling. 

We dined. There was an attempt at roast beef—it was 
more like baked leather. The event of the dinner was to 
be the bringing in and eating, of the plum-pudding. ^ 

Surely •all would be perfect. We could answer for 
the materials and the mixing. The English lady could 
guarantee the boiling. She had seen the plum-pudding 
“on the boil,” and had given strict injunctions as to the 
length of time during which it was to boil. 

liut, alas ! the pudding was not right when brought on 
the table. It- was not enveloped in lambent blue flame— 
it was hot crackling in the burning brandy. It was .sent 
in dry, and the brandy arrived .separate in a white sauce¬ 
boat, hot indeed, and sugared, but not on fire. 

There ensued outcries of disappointment. Attempts 
were made to redress the mistake by .setting fire to the 
brandy in a spoon, but the spoon was cold. The flame 
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would not catch, and fin^ally, with a sigh, we had to take our 
plum-pudding as served. 

“I say, chaplain!” exclaimed Jameson, “practice is 
better than precept, is it not?” 

“To be sure it is.” 
“ You gave us a deuced goud sermon. It was short, as 

it ought to be; but I’ll go ?^etter on it, I’ll practise where 
you preached, and have larks, too I ” 

Then Jameson started froifi table with a plate of plum¬ 
pudding in one hand and the sauce-bbat in the other. 
“ByJ ove! ’’ he .-'aid, “ I’ll teach these fellows to open their 
eyes. I’ll show them that we knovv how to feed. We 
can’t turn out scarabs and cartouches in England, that are 
no good to anyone, but we can produce the finest roast 
beef in the world, and do a thing or two in puddings." 

And he left the room. 
We paid no heed to anything Jameson said or did. We 

were rather relieved that he was out of the room, and did 
not concern oilrselves about the “ larks ’’ he promised 
himself, and which we were quite certain would be as 
insL;5id as were the quaiks of the Israelites. 

In ten minutes he was back, laughing and red in the 
face. 

“ I’ve had splitting fun,” he said. “ You should have 
been there.” 

“Where, Jameson?” 
“ Why, outside. There were a lot of old moolahs and 

other hoky-pokies sitting and contemplating the setting 
sun and all that sort of thing, and 1 gave Mustapha the 
pudding. I told him I wished him t) try our great national 
English dish, on which her Majesty the Queen dines daily. 
Well, he ate and enjoyed it, by George. Then I said, ‘ Old 
fellow, it’s uncommonly dry, .so you must take the sauce to 
it.’ He asked if it was only sauce—flour and water. ‘ It’s 
sauce, by Jove,’ said I, ‘ a little sugar to it; no bar on the 
sugar, Mu.sty.’ So I put the boat to his lips and gave him 
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a pull. By George, you should nave seen his face! It 
was just thundering fun. ‘ I’ve done you at last, old Musty,’ 
I said. ‘ It is best cognac.’ He gave me such a look I 
He’d have eaten me, I believe—and he walked away. It 
was just splitting fun. 1 wi.sh you had been there to see 
it.” 

I went out after dinner, to take my usual stroll along 
the- river-bank, and to watch the evening lights die away 
on the columns and obelisk. On my return 1 saw at once 
that something had happened which had produced com¬ 
motion among the servants of the hotel. I had reached 
the salon before I inquired what was the matter. 

The boy who was taking the coffee round said ;• 
“ Mustapha is dead. He cut hi.s throat at the do«M' of the 
mosque. He could not help himself. He had broken his 
vow.” ' ' 

I looked at Jameson without a word. Indeed, I could 
not speak; I wa.s choking. The little American lady was 
trembling, the English lady cry'ng. The gentlemen stood 
silent in the windows, not speaking a word. 

Jameson’s colour changed. He was honestly distre 'fd. 
uneasy, and tried to cover his confusion with bravado and 
a jest. . / 

“ After all,” he said, “ it is only a nigger the less.” 
“ Nigger ! ” said the American lady. “ He was no nigger, 

but an Egyptian.” 

“ Oh! I don’t gretend to distingui.sh between your 
blacks and whity-browns any more than I do between 
your cartouches,” returned Jameson. 

“ He was no black,” said the American lady, standing 
up. “ But I do mean to say that I consider you an utterly 
unredeemed black-” 

“ My dear, don’t,” said the Englishwoman, drawing the 
other down. “ It’s no good. The thing is done. He 
meant no harm.” 
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IV 

I could not sleep. My blood was in a boil. I felt that 
I could not speak to Janneson again. lie would have to 
leave Luxor. That was tacitly understood among us. 
Coventry was the place to vhich he would be consigned. 

T tried to finish in a little sketch I had made in -my 
notebook when 1 was in my room, but my hand shook, 
and I was constrained to lay my pened aside. Then I 
took up an Kgyptian grammar, but could not fix my 
mind on study. The hotel was very still. Everyone had 
gone to bed at an early h(jur that night, disinclined for 
conversation. No one was moving. I’here was a lamp in 
the passage ; it was partly turned down. Jameson’s room 
was next to mine. I heard him stir as he undre.s.sed, and 
talk to himself. Then he was quiet. I wound up my 
watch, and emptying my pocket, put my purse under the 
pillow. I was not in the least hea\y with sleep. If I did 
go to bed I should not be able to close my eyes. But then 
—if,jT sat up I could do nothing. 

I was about leisurely to undress, when I heard a sharp 
cry, or exclamation of mingled pain and alarm, from the 
adjoining room. In another moment there was a rap at 
my door. I opened, and Jameson came in. He was in 
his nightshirt, and looking agitated and frightened. 

“ Look here, old fellow,” said he in a .shaking voice, 
“ there is Musty in my room. He has been hiding there, 
and just as I dropped asleep he ran that knife of yours 
into my thrf)at.” 

“ Mv knife?” 
‘'Yes — that pruning-knife you gave him, you know. 

Look here—I must have the place sewn up. Do go for a 
doctor, there’s a good chap,” 

“ Where is the place?” 
” Here on my right gill.” . 4^ 
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Jameson turned his head to the left, and I raised the 
lamp. There was no wound of any sort there. 

I told him so. 
“ Oh, yes ! That’s fine—I tell you I felt his knife go in.” 
“ Nonsense, you were dreaming.” 

•‘“Dreaming! Not 1. I* saw Musty as distinctly as I 
now see you.” * 

«“This is a delusion, Jameson,” 1 replied. “The poor 
fellow is dead.” ‘ * 

“ Oh, that’s vdty-fine,” said Jameson. “ It is not the first 
of April, and I don’t beHcvc the yarns that you’\e been 
spinning. You tried to make believe he was dead, but I 
know he is not. He has got iilto my rwm, and he madh 
a dig at my throat with your ])runing-knife.” 

“ I’ll go into your room with )-ou.” • 
“Do so. lint he*s‘gone by tljis time. Trust him to 

cut and run.” 
I followed Jameson, and looked about. There was no 

trace of anyone beside hiin.-elf having been in the room. 
Moreover, there was no jjlace. but tne nut-wood waidrobe 
in the bedroom in which anyone could have secreted^him- 
self. I opened this and showeti that it was empty. 

After a while I pacified Jnmeson.and inducecl him to go 
to bed ifgain, and then I left his room, I did not now 
attem]it to court sleep, I wrote letters with a hand not 
the steadiest, and did m}' accounts. 

As the hour apj^roached mitlnight 1 was again startled 
by a cry from the adjoining room, and in another 
moiiK^nt Jameson Wc'is at my door. 

“ Tljiat bl(k)ming, fellow Musty is in my room still,” said 
he. “ He has biam at my throat again.” 

“ Non.sense,” I said, “ You are labouring under halluci¬ 
nations. You locked your door.” 

“ Oh, by Jove, yes—of course I did ; but, hang it, in this 
hole, neither doors nbr windows fit, and the locks are no 
gc^d; and the bolts nowhere. He got in again somehow, 
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and if I had not started up the moment I felt the knife, 
he’d have done for me. He would, by George. I wish I 
had a revolver.” 

I went into Jameson’s room. Again he insisted on my 
looking at his throat. 

“ It’s ve’'y good of )'OU to say there is no wound,” said 
he. “But you won’t gull mc'with words. I felt his knife 
in my windpipe, and if 1 had not jumped out of bed- 

“Yop_ locked your door. T^o one could enter. Ijook 
in the glass, there is not even a scratch. This is pure 
imagination.” 

“I’ll tell you what, old fellow, I won’t sleep in that room 
again. Change with me, ‘there’s a charitable buffer. If 
you don’t believe in Musty, Must}' won’t hurt }'OU, maj'be 
—anyhow you can tcy if he’s solid or a phantom. Blow 
me if the knife felt like a phantom.”’ ^ 

“ I do not quite see my way to changing rooms,” I 
replied ; “but this I will do for }aju. If you like to go to 
bed again in your own apartment, I will sit up with you 
till nKJrning.” 

“All right,’"^ answered Jameson. “And if Musty comes 
in again, let out at him and do not spare him. Swear 
that.” 

I accompanied Jameson once more to his Ledroomi 
Little as I liked the man, I could not deny him my 
presence and assistance at this time. It was obvious that 
his nerves were shaken by what had occurred, and he felt 
his relation to Mustapha much more than he cared to 
show. The thought that he had been the cause of the 
poor fellow’s death preyed on his mind, never strong, and 
now it was upset with imaginary terrors. 

I gave up letter writing, and brought my Baedeker’s 
Upper Egypt into Jameson’s room, one of the be.st of all 
guide-books, and one crammed with information. 1 .seated 
myself near the light, and with my back to the bed, on 
which the young man had once more flung him.sclf. 
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I say,” said Jameson, raising his head, “is it too late for 
a brandy*and-soda ? ” 

“ Everyone is in bed.” 
“ W^liat lazy dogs they are. One never can get anything 

one wants here.” 
“ Well, try to go to sleefj.” • 
He to.ssed from side to ^ide for some time, but after 

a'-jjdnlc, either he was quiet, (u* I was engrossed in my 
Baedeker, and I heard nothing till a clock .strucl* twelve. 
At the last stroke 1 heard a snort and then a gasji 
and a cry from the bed. I started up, and looked round. 
Jameson w'as slipping out with his feet onto the floor, 

“ Confound you!” said he angril)-, “you arc a fine watch, 
you are, to let Mustaidia steal in on tiptoe whilst you are 
cartouching and all that sort of rubbish. He w'as at me 

^ • • * 
again, and if 1 had not been .'jharp he’d have cut my 
throat. 1 won't go t(i bed any morel” 

“Well, sit up. But I assure you n(.» one has been heie.” 
“That’s fine. How can you tell? Ycju had your back 

to me, and the.se devils ,of fellows steal about like cats. 
y<ju can’t hear them till they are at you.” 

It wa.s of no use arguing with Jameson, .so I let him 
have his way. ^ ^ 

“ 1 call feel all the three places in my throat where he 
ran the knife in,” .said he. “And—don’t you notice?— 
I speak wn'th difficulty.” 

So we sat up Vogel her the rest of the night. He be¬ 
came more reasonable as dawn came on, and inclined to 
adm^^^ that he had been a prej' to fancies. 

The, day passed,very much as did others—Jameson wa.s 
dull and sulky. After dejeuner he sat on at table wdicn 
the ladies had risen and retired, and the gentlemen had 
formed in knots at the wdndow', discussing wdiat w'as to 
be done in the afternoon. 

Suddenly Jamcsoli, whose head hud begun to nod, 
started up with an oath and threw down his chair. 
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“ You fellows! ” he said, “ you are all in league against 
me. You let that Mustapha come in without a word, and 

try to stick his knife into me.” 

“He has not been here.” 
“ It’s a plant. You are combined to bully me and 

drive me 2.way. You don’t likfc me. You have engaged 
Mustapha to murder me. This is the fourth time he has 

tried to cut my throat, and in the salle a mntigery too, with 

you all standing round. You ought to be ashamed to call 

yourselves Englishmen. I’ll go to Cairo. I’ll complain.’ 
It really seemed that the feeble brain of Jameson was 

affected. The Oxford don undertook to sit up in the 

rdom the following night. 
The young man was fagged and sleep-weary, but no 

sooner did his eyes close, and cloud.s form about his head, 
than he was brought to wakefulness again by the same 

fancy or dream. The Oxford don had more trouble with 
him on the second night than I had on the finst, for his 
lapses into sleep were moic’frequent, and each such lapse 

was succeeded by a start and a j'anic. 
Tht; next day he was worse, and we felt that he could 

no longer be left alone. The third night the attache sat 

up to watch him. 
Jameson had now sunk into a sullen mood. Ife would 

not speak, except to himself, and then only to grumble. 
Huring the night, without being .aware of it, the young 

attachc% who h.ad taken a couple of magazines with him 
to read, fell asleep. When he went off he did not know, 
lie woke just before dawn, and in a spasm of terro,’ and 
self-reproach saw that Jame.son’s chair v’as empty. < 

Jameson was not on his bed. He could not be found in 

the hotel. 
At dawn he was found—dead, at the door of the 

mosque, with hi.s throat cut. 







LITTLE JOE GANDER 

“ ''T^HERE’S no good in him,” said his stepmotjher, “not 
X a mossul !’•’ With these words she thrust little Joe 

forward by applying her knee to the small of his back, 
and thereby jerking him into the middle of the sc^jool 
before the master. '^’here’s no making nothing out of 

whack him as you will.” 
Little Joe Lambole was a child of ten, dressed in second¬ 

hand, nay, third-hand garments that did not fit. His coat 
had been a soldier’s scarlet uniform, that had gone when 
discarded to a dealer, who had dealt it to a carter, and 
when the carter had worn it ov.t it was reduced and adapted 
to the \vear of the child. The nether garments had, in like 
manner, served a full-grown man till worn out; then they 
had been cut down at the knees. Though shortened in 
leg, they maintained their'former copiousness of scat, and 
served rs an inexhaustible receptacle for dust. Often as 
little Joe was “licked” there issued from the dense mass 
of drapery clouds of dust. It was like beating a puff-ball. 

“ Only a seven-month child,” said Mrs. Lambole con¬ 
temptuously, “ born without his nails on fingers and toes; 
they growed later. His wits have never come right, and a 
deal, a deal of larruping it will take to make ’em grow. 
Use the rod ; we won’t giumble at you for doing so.” 

Little Joe Lambole when he came into the w'orld had 
not been expected to live. He was a poor, small, miser¬ 
able baby, that could not roar, but whimpered. He had 
been privately baptised directly he was born, because, at 
tl/e first, Mrs. Lambole said, “ The child is mine, though 
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it be such a creetur, and I wouldn’t like it, according, to 
be buried like a dog.” 

lie was called Joseph, The scriptural Joseph had been 
sold as a bondman into Egypt; this little Joseph seemed 
to have been brought into the world to be a slave. In 
all propriety he ought to have died as a baby, and that 
happy consummation was al nost desired, but he disap¬ 
pointed expectations and lived. Ilis mother died soon 
after, and his father married again, and his father and 
stepmother loved him, doubtless; but love is manifested 
in many ways, and the Lamboles showed theirs in a rough 
wa}, by slaps and blows and kicks. The father was 
ashamed of him becau'^'=» ho was a v'jakling, and the step¬ 
mother because he was ugly, ..nci wa.s not her own chtiu. 
He was a meagre little fellow, with a long neck and a 
white face and sunken checks, a pigeon breast, and a big 
stomach. He walked with his head forward and his great 
pale blue eyes staring before him into the far distance, as 
if he were always looking out of the world. His wall: . 
was a waddle, and he tumbled over every obstacle, because 
he never looked where he was going, always looked to 
something beyond the horizon. 

Because of his walk and his long neck, and staring eyes 
and big stomach, the village children called him “ Gander 
Joe ” or “ Joe Gander ”; and his parents were not sorry, for 
they were ashamed that such a creature should be known 
as a Lambole. 

The Lamboles were a sturdy, heai '.y people, with cheeks 
like quarrender apples, and bones .set firm and knit with 
iron sinews. They were a hard-working, practical people 
who fattened pigs and kept poultry at home. Lambole 
was a roadmaker. In breaking stones one day a bit of 
one had struck his eye and blinded it. After that he wore 
a black patch upon it. He saw well enough out of the 
other ; he never missed .seeing his own interests. Lambole 
could have made a few pence with his son had his so.. 
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been worth anything. He could have sent him to scrape 
the road, and bring the manure off it in a shovel to his 
garden. But Joe never took heartily to scraping the dung 
up. In a word, the boy was good for nothing. 

He had hair like tow, and a little straw hat on his head 
with the top torn, so that the hair forced its way out, and 
as he walked the top bobbed about like the lid of a boiling 
saucepan. 

When the whortleberrie.. were ripe in June, Mrs. Lambole 
sent Joe out w'th other children to collect the berries in a 
tin can ; she sold them for fourpence a quart, and any 
child could earn cightpcnce a day in whortleberry lime; 
one that was active pu'ght earn a shilling. 

'■••'But Joe would not .'’nain witn the other children. 
They teased him, imitated gander.s and geese, and poked 
out their necks rnd uttered sounds in imitation of the 
voices of tbr.sc birds. Moreover, they stole the berries he 
had picked, and put them into their own cans. 

When Joe Gander left them and found himself alone in 
the woods, then he lay down among the brown heather 
and green fern, and looked up through the oak leaves at 
the sky, and listened to the singing of the birds. Oh, 
wondrous music of the \voods! the hum of the summer 
air among the lea res', the drone of the bees about the 
flowers, the twittering and fluting and piping of the finches 
and blackbirds and thru.shes, and the cool soft cooing of 
the wood pigeons, like the lowing of aerial oxen; then 
the tapping of tlie gjccn woodpecker and a glimpse of its 
crimson head, like r. carbuncle running up the tree trunk, 
anci the powdering down of old hu.sks of fir cones or of the 
tender rind of the topmost .shoot of a Scottish pine; for 
aloft a red squirrel was barking a beautiful tree out of 
wantonnes.s and frolic. A rabbit would come forth from 
the bracken and sit up in the sun, and clean its face with 
the fore paws and stroke its long ears; then, seeing the 

• ioilcd red coat, would skip up—little Joe lying very still— 
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and screw its nose and turn its eyes from side to side, and 
skip nearer again, till it was quite close to Joe Gander; 
and then the boy laughed, and the rabbit was gone with 
a flash of white tail. 

Happy days! days of listening to mysterious music, of 
looking into mysteries of sun .and foliage, of spiritual 
intercourse with the great mother-soul of nature. 

In the evenings, when Gander Joe came without his can, 
or with his can empt}% he would say to his stepmother: 
“ Oh, steppy ! it was so nice ; ever}-thing was singing." 

“ I’ll make you sing in the chorus too!’’ cried Mrs. Lam- 
bole/ and laid a stick across his shoulder.s. ICxperience had 
tayiht her the futility of du.‘''ting at a lower level. 

_ 

Then Gander Joe cried and -vrithcd, and promised lo¬ 
be more diligent in picking whortleberries in future. But 
when he went again into the wood itwi.s again the same. 
The spell of the wood spiiits was on him ; he forgot about 
the berries at fourpence a quart, and Iny on his back and 
listened. And the .vhole woqd whispered and sang to him 
and con.soled him for his beating, and the wind played 
lullabies among the fir spines and whistled in the grass, 
and the aspen clashed its myriad tiny cymbals together, 
producing an orche.stra of sound.that filled the soul of the 
dreaming boy with love and delight and unutterable 
yearning. 

It fared no better in autumn, ^.-hcn the blackberry 
season set in. Joe went with his can to an old quarry 
where the brambles sent their runnel's over the masses of 
rubble thrown out from the pits, and warmed and ripened 
their fruit on the hot stones. It was a marvel to see iiow 
the blackberrie.s grew in this deserted quarry; how large 
the fruit swelled, how thick they were—like mulberries. 
On the road side of the quarry was a belt of pines, and 
the .sun drew out of their bark scents of unsurpassed- 
sweetness. About the blackberries holered spotted white 
and yellow and black moths, beautiful as buttcrflic.s.. 
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butterflies did not fail either. The red admiral was there, 
resting on the bark of the trees, asleep in the sun with 
wings expanded, or drifting about the clumps of yellow 
ragwort, doubtful whether to perch or not. 

Here, hidden behind the trees, among the leaves of 
overgrown rubble, was a one- story cottage of wood and clay, 
covered with thatch, in which lived Roger Gale, the postman. 

Roger Gale had ten miles to walk every- morning, de¬ 
livering^ letters, and the same number of miles every even¬ 
ing, for'Avliich twenty miles he received the liberal pa)^ of 
six shillings a week. He had to be at the post office at 
half-past six in the morning to rccci\ e the letters, and . t 
seven in the evening to deliver them.. His work took hirti 
about six hours. ' The miaul, of the day he had to him- 
.self. Roger Gale was an old soldier, and enjoyed a pension. 
He occupied himselfj’when at home, as a shoemaker; but 
the walks tool; so much out of Inm, being an old man, 
that he had not the strength and energy to do much 
cadjbling when at home. Thcrelorc he ioled a good deal, 
and he amused his idle hours with a violin. Now, when 
Joe Gander came to the quarry before the return of the 
postman from his rounds, he picked blackberries ; but no 
sooner had Roger Gale unlocked his door, taken down his 
fidflle, and drawn the oow across the string.s, than Joe set 
down the can and listened. And when old Roger began 
to play an air from the Daughter of the Regiment, then Joe 
crept towards his cottage in little stages of wonderment 
and hunger to hear mo ‘c and hear better, much in the 
same way as now and again in the wood the inquisitive 
rabbits'had approached his red jacket. Presently Joe was 
seated on the doorstep, with his car against the wooden 
door, and the blackberries and the can, and stepmother’s 
orders and father’s stick, and his hard bed and his meagre 
meals, even the whole world had passed away as a scroll 
that is rolled up and laid aside, and he lived only in the 
wc<:'d of music. 
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Though his great eyes were wide he saw nothing 
through them ; though tlic rain began to fall, and the 
north-east wind to blow, he felt nothing: he had but one 
faculty that was awake, and that was hearing. 

One day Roger came to his door and opened it sud¬ 
denly, so that the child, leaning against it, fell across his 
threshold. 

“Whom have we here? What is this? What do you 
want ? ” asked the postman. ' 

Then Gander Joe stood up, craning his long neck and 
staring out of his goggle eyes, with his rough flaxen hair 

.anding up in a rufifle ab{)ve his head and his great stomach 
firotruded, and said nolhdig. So Roger burst out laugh¬ 
ing. But he did not kick Mm off the step ; he gav^e him 
a bit of bread and a drop of cider, and presently drew 
from the boy the confession that iie^had been li.stcning t(j 
the fiddle. This was fl^attcring to the postman, and it was 
the initiation of a fricndshii) between them. 

«• ^ 

But when Jod came hcvne with an empty can and said : 
“ Oh, steppy, Master Roger Gale did fiddle so beautiful ! ’ 
the woman said : “ Fiddle! 1 11 fiddle your back pretty 
smartly, you idle vagabond ’’; and she was a truthful 
woman who never fell .short of her w’ord. 

To break him of his bad habits—that is, of his dreami¬ 
ness and u.seles.sncs.s—Mrs. Lambole took Joe to .school. 

At school he had a bad time of it. lie could not learn 
the letters. He was mentally incapable of doing a sub¬ 
traction sum. He sat on a bendh staring at the teacher, 
and v'as unable to answ'er an ordinary question w^hat the 
les.son was about. The school-children tormented him, 
the monitor scolded, and the master Deat. Then little Joe 
Gander took to absenting himself from school. He was 
sent off every morning by his stepmother, but in.stead of 
going to the school he went to the cottage in the quarry, 
and listened to the fiddle of Roger Gale, 

Tittle Joe got hold of an old box, and with a kniiJr he 
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cut holes in it; and he fashioned a bridge, and then a 
handle, and he strung horsehair over the latter, and made 
a bow, and drew very faint sounds from this improvised 
violin, that made the j)Ostman laugh, but which gave great 
pleasure to Joe. The sound that issued from his instru- 
mxnt was like the huminivg of flies, but he got, distinct 
notes out of his strings, though the notes were faint. 

After he had played truant for some time his father 
heard -what he had done, and he beat the boj' til! he was 
like a battered apple, that had been flung from the tree by 
a storm ujion a roarl. 

J^'or a while Joe did not venture to the quarr}’- except \n 
Saturdays and Sunda}’.\.._ He was forbidden by his father 
to go to church, because the’ )rgan and the .singing there 
diovc him half crazed When a beautiful, touching melodv 
was played his eyes became clouded and the tears ran dowti 
his cheeks ; ai d when the organ pla3’cd the “ Hallelujah 
Chorus,'* or some grand and stirring march, his ej'es flashed, 
and his little body quivered, arc! he macie such face.s that 
the congregation were disturbed and the parson remon- 
•strated with his mother. The child was cleeirly imbecile, 
and unfit to attend divine worship. 

Mr. Lambolc got cm idea ^nto his head, he 'uoulcl bring 
up Joe to be a butcher, anti he informed Joe that he was 
going to place him with a gentleman of that profession in 
town. Joe cried. He turned sick at the sight of blood, 
and the smell of raw meat was abhorrent to him. Hut 
Joe’s likings were of no account with his father, and he 
took him to the town and placed him with a butcher there. 
He was invested in a blue smock, and was informed that 
his duties would consist in taking meat about to the 
customer.s. Joe was left. It was the first time he had 
been from home, and he cried himself to sleep the first 
night, and he cried all the next day when sent around 
with meat on his shoulder. 

■Mow on his journey through the streets he had to pass 
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the window of a toy-shop. In the window were dolls and 
a 

horses and little carts. For these Joe did not care, but 
there were also some little violins, some high priced, and 
some very low, and over these Joe lingered with loving, 
covetous eyes. There was one little fiddle to which his 
heart went out, that cost only three shillings and sixpence. 
Each day, as he passed the shop, he was drawn to it, and 
stood looking ‘in, and longed daily more ardently than on 
the previous day for this three-and-sixpenny violin. • 

One day he was so lost in admiration and on the 
schemes he fr.imed as to how he might eventually become 
p»)ssesscd of the instrument, that he was unconscious of 

•some boys stealing the nteat out of the sort of trough on 
his shoulder in which he car,vea it about. 

This was the climax of his misdeeds—he had been 
reprimanded for his blunders, deliVe/ing the wrong meat 
at the customers’ doors ; for his dilatory ways in going 
on his errands. The butcher could endure him no more, 
and sent him home to his father, who thrashed him, as his 
welcome. 

But he carried home with iiim the haunting recollec¬ 
tions of that beautiful little red fiddle, with its fine black 
keys. The bow, he remembered, was strung with white 
horsehair. Joe had now a fixed' ambition—.^'-omething 
to live for. He would be perfectly happy if he could 
have that three-shillings-and-sixpenny fiddle. But how 
were three shillings and sixpence to be earned ? 

He confided his difficulty to postman Roger Gale, and 
Roger Gale said he would consider the matter. 

A couple of days after the postman said to Joe—' 
“ Gander, they want a lad to sweep the leaves in the 

drive at the great house. The squire’s coachman told 
me, and 1 mentioned you. You’ll have to do it on 
Saturday, and be paid sixpence." 

Joe’s face brightened. He went home and told his 
stepmother. ' 
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“For once’ you are going to be useful,” said Mrs. Lambole. 
“ Very well, you shall sweep the drive; then fivepence will 
come to us, and you shall have a penny every week to 
spend in sweetstuff at the post office.” 

Joe tried to reckon how long it would be before he could 
purchase the fiddle, but the calculation was beyond his 
powers ; so he asked the postman, who assured him it 
would take him forty weeks—that is, about ten months. 

Little Joe was not cast down. What was time with such 
an end in view? Jacob served fourteen years for Rachel, 
and this was cmly forty weeks for a fiddle! 

Joe was diligent every Saturday sweeping the drive. 
was ordered whenever a c''-i‘riagc entered to dive behind the 
rhododendrons and laurels and disappear. He was of a too 
ragged and idiotic appearance to shew in a gentleman’s 
grounds. 

Once or twice he encountered the s(|uire and stood 
c]uaking, with his fingers spread out, his mouth and eyes 
open, and the broom at his feet. The .squire .spoke kindly 
to him, but Joe Gander was tw frightened to reply. 

“ Poor fellow,” said the squire to the gardener. “ I 
suppo.se it is a charity to employ him, but I must say I 
should have preferred .someorTe else with his wits al)out him, 
I will see to having him sent to an asylum for idiots 
in wdiich I have some interest, 'fhere’s no knowing,” said 
the sejuire, “ no knowing but that with wholesome food, 
cleanliness, and kin,dnc.ss his feeble mind may be got to 
understand tliat two and two make four, which 1 learn he 
has no^ )*et mastered.” 

Every Saturday evening Joe Gander brought his sixpence 
home to his stepmother. The w'oman was not so regular 
in allowing him his penny out. 

“ Your edication costs such a lot of money,” she said. 
“ Steppy, need I go to .school any more?” He never 

could frame his mouth to call her mother. 
‘A^f course you must. You haven’t passed your standard.” 
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“ But I don’t think that I ever shall.” 
“ Then,” said Mrs. Lambole, “ what masses of good food 

you do eat. You’re perfectly insatiable. You co.st us 
more than it would to keep a cow.” 

“ Oh, .Stepp}', I won’t eat so much if I may have my 
penn}'! ” 

“Very well. Eating suen a lot does no one good. If 
you will be content with one slice of bread for breakfast 
instead of two, and the same for supper, }'OU .shall have 
your penny. If }’ou are so very hungry you can always 
gf;t a suede or a mangtjld out of l''armer Eggins’s field, 
5rwedes and mangolds arc cooling to the blood and sit 
light on the stomick,” said Mrs,‘'/ambole. 

o ^ I ” * 

So the compact was macle; but it nearly killed Joe. 
His checks and chest fell in deei'^cr and deeper, and his 
stomach protruded more than ever. His legs seemed 
hardly able to .support him, and his great pale blue 
wandering e}'cs appeared ready to start out of his head 
like the horns of a snail. As for his voice, it was thin 
and toneless, like the note^' on his improvised fiddle, on 
which he pla}’ed inces.santly. 

“ The child will always be a discredit to us,” said Lam¬ 
bole. “lie don’t look like a human child. He don’t 
think and feel like a Christian. The shovelfuls of dung 
he might have brought to cov'er our garden if he had only 
given hi.s heart to it!” 

“ I’v'c heard of changelings,” .saiu ’''^r.s. I..ambole ; “and 
with this creetur on our hands I mainly believe the tale. 
They do say that the pixies steal away the babies of 
Christian folk, and put their (jwn bantlings in their stead. 
The only way to find out is to heat a poker red-hot and 
ram it clown the throat of the child ; and when you do 
that the door opens, and in comes the pixy mother and 
runs off with her own child, and leaves your proper babe 
behind. That’s what we ought to ha’ done wi’ Joe.” 

“ I doubt, wife, the law wouldn’t have upheld us,” said 
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Lambole, thrusting hot coals back on to the hearth with 
his foot. 

“ I don’t suppose it would,” said Mrs. Lambole. “ And 
yet we call this a land of liberty! Law ain’t made for 
the poor, but for the rich.” 

“It is wickedness,” argued the father. “It is just the 
same with colts—all wickedness. You must drive it out 
with the stick.” 

And now a great temptation fell on little Gandfjr Joe. 
The squire and liis* family were at home, and the djiughtcr 
of the house. Miss Arnory, was musical. Her mother 
played on the piano and the j oung ladj' on the violin, 
'i'he fashion f(.>r ladies U) play on this instrument had 
come in, and Miss Amory had taken lessons from the best 
masters in town. She plaj'ed vastly better than poor 
I'ioger Gale, and .slie ‘played to an iiccompaniinent. 

Sometimes uhilst Joe was swecpiiig he heard the music; 
then he .stole nearer and nearer to.the house, hiding behind 
rhododendron bushes, and listening with eyes and mouth 
and no.strils and ear.s. The vnusic exeici.scd on him an 
irresistible attraction. He forgot his obligation tt) work ; 
lie forgot the .strict order.^ he had received not to approach 
the garden-front of the hou.s’e. The music acted on him 
like a spe’l. Occasionally he was roused from his dream 
by the gardener, ivho boxed his ears, knocked him over, 
and bade him get back to his sweeping. Once a servant 
came out from Mi;^s Amory to tell the ragged little boy 
not to .stand in front of the draw ing-rotnn w'indow staring 
in. 08_ another occasion he was found by Miss Amory 
crouched behind a ro,se bush i.)Utside her boudoir, listening 
wliilst she ])racti.sed. 

No one suppo.sed that the mu.sic drew him. They 
thought him a fool, and that he had the inquisitiveness 
of the half-witted to peer in at windows and see the 
pretty sights within. * 

lie was reprimanded, and threatened with dismissal. 
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The gardener complained to the lad’s father and advised 
a good hiding, such as Joe should not forget. 

“ These sort of chaps,” said the gardener, “ have no 
senses like rational beings, excc})t only the feeling, and 
you must teach them as you feed the bolar bears—with 
the end of a stick.” 

One day Miss Amory, seeing how thin and hollow-eyed 
the child was,'and hearing Mtn cough, brought him imt a 
cup of hot coffee and some bread. 

He took it without a word, only-pulling off his torn 
straw hat and throwing it at his feet, exposing the full 
s{iock of tow-like hair; then he .stared at her out of 

* his great eyes, sj^eechless. 
“joe,” she said, “poor little man, how old are you?” 
“ Dun’now,” he ausv'ered. 

% 

“ Can you read and .vrite ? ” 
“ No.” 
“ Nor do suras ? ” 
“ No.” 
“ What can you do ? ” 
“ Fiddle.” 
“ Have you got a fiddle? ” 
“ Yes.” 
“ I should like to see it, and hear you play.” 
Next day was Sunday. Little Joe forgot about the day, 

and forgot that Miss Amory would probably be in church 
in the morning. She had asked to sce^ his fiddle, so in the 
morning he took it and went down with it to the park. 
The church was within the grounas, and he had to .pass it. 
As he went by he heard the roll cT the organ and the 
strains of the choir. He stopped to hearken, then went 
up the steps of the churchyard, listening. A desire came 
on him to catch the air on his improvised violin, and he 
put it to his .shoulder and drew his bow across the slender 
cords. The sound was very faint, so faint as to be drowned 
by the greater volume of the organ and the choir. Ndfer- 
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theless he could hear the feeble tones close to his ear, and 
his heart danced at the pleasure of playing to an accom¬ 
paniment, like Miss Amory. The choir, the congregation, 
were singing the Advent hymn to Luther’s tunc— 

“r.rcat Cfod, whit do I sec and hear? 
Ihe end ot tluni *- < icaicd.'^ 

IJttle Joe, playitjg his inrudihle instrument, came creep¬ 
ing up the avenue, 1 rending on ihe fallen j'ellovv lim ‘ lea^'es, 
l)assing between'the toml)stones, drawn on by the solemn, 
beautiful music. J’resently he st<jod in the porch, then he 
went on ; he was unconscious of everything but the music 
and the joy of playing ,vith it; he walked on softly into 
the church without even romfwing his ragged straw cap, 
though the squire ai\d the squire’s wife, and the rector 
and the reverend the Mrs. Rector and the parish church¬ 
warden and the rector’s churchwarden, and the overseer 
and the waywarden, and all the farmers and their wives 
were present. lie had forgotten about bis broken cap in 
the delight that made the ^eivrs fill his ej’es and trickle over 
his pale checks. 

Then when with a shock the parson and the church¬ 
wardens saw the ragged urchin coming up the nave fiddling, 
with his hat on, regardless of the sacredness of the place, 
and above all of the sacredness of the presence of the 
squire, J.r. and D.L., the rector coughed very loud and 
looked hard at h’s churchwarden, Farmer Eggii\s, who 
turned red as the sun in a November fog, and rose. At 
the same instant the people’s churchwarden rose, and both 
advanc'^'d upon Jot- Gander from op[)osite sides of the 
church. 

At the moment that they touched him the organ and the 
singing ceased; and it was to Joe a sudden wakening 
from a golden dream to a black and raw reality. He 
looked up with dazea face first at one man, then at the 
other • both their faces blazed with equal indignation; 

s 
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both were equally speechless with wrath. They conducted 
him, each holding an arm, out of the porch and down the 
avenue. Joe heard indistinctly behind him the droning 
of the rector’s voice continuing the prayers. He looked 
back over his shoulder and saw the faces of the school- 
children .jtraining after him through the open door from 
their places near it. On reaching the steps—there was a 
flight of five leading to the ^road—the people’s church¬ 
warden, uttered a loud and disgusted “Ugh!” then with 
his heavy hand slapped the head of the child towards the 
pai'son’s churchwarden, who with his still heavuer hand 
boxed it back again ; then the people’s churchwarden gave 
him a blow which .sent’ him staggering forward, and this 
was supplemented by a kick from the parson’s church¬ 
warden, which sent ‘Joe Gander spinning down the five 
steps at once and cast him prostrate into the road, where 
he fell and crushed his extemporised violin. 

Then the churchwardens turned, blew their noses, and 
re-entered the church, whele they sat out the rest of the 
.service, grateful in their hearts that they had been enabled 
that day to show that their office was no sinecure. 

The churchwardens were unaware that in banging and 
kicking the little boy (jut of the churchyard and into the 
road they had flung him so that he fell w'ith his head upon 
the curbstone of the footpath, which stone was of slate, 
and sharp. They did not find this out through the prayers, 
nor through the sermon, l^ut when the jvhole congregation 
left the church they were startled to find little Joe Gander 
insensible, with his head cut, and a pool of blood ^n the 
footway. The squire was shocked, as were his vdfe and 
daughter, and the churchwardens were in consternation. 
Fortunately the squire’s stables were near the church, and 
there was a running fountain there, so that water was 
procured, and the child revived. 

Mrs. Amory had in the meantime hastened home and 
returned with a roll of diachylon plaster and a pair^f 
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snifill scissors. Strips of the adhesive plaster were applied 
to the wound, and the boy was soon sufficiently recovered 
to stand on his feet, when the churchwardens very con¬ 
siderately undertook to march him home. On reaching 
his cottage the churchwardens described what had taken 
place, painting the insult'ofTered to the worshippers in the 
most hideous colours, and rejacsenting the accident of the 
cut as due to tlie violent resistance offcrerl by the culju'it 
to their ejectment of him. Then each pressed a h<?]f-cro\vn 
into the hand of* Mr. Lambole and de])arted to his dinner. 

“Now then, young shaver,” exclaimed the father, "at 
your pranks again ! Ibjw often have I told you n<.)t to go 
intruding into a place cf worship i* Church ain’t for such 
as you. If you had’nt been puni.shed a bit alread)-, 
wouldn’t I larrup 5’o^i neither? Oh, no!” 

Little Joe’s head was bad for some days. IIis cheeks 
were flushed and his eyes bright, and he talked strangely 
—he who was usually so silent. What troubled him was 
the loss of his fiddle; he did not know what had become 
of it, w’hether it had been stolen or confiscated. He asked 
after it, and when at last it was produced, smashed to 
chips, with the .strings torn and hanging loo.se about it 
like the cordage of a broken vessel, he cried bitterly. 
Miss An.ory came to the cottage to sec him, and finding 
father and stepmother out, went in and pressed five shillings 
into his hand. Then he laughed with delight, and clapped 
his hand.s, and hid the money away in his pocket, but he 
said nothing, and Miss Amory went away convinced that 
the child was half a fool. But little Joe had .sense in his 
head, though his head w'as different from those of others; 
he knew that now he had the money wherewith to buy the 
beautiful fiddle he had .seen in the shop window many 
months before, and to get which he had worked and 
denied himself food. 

When Miss Amory was gone, and his stepmother had 
not returned, he opened the door of the cottage and stole 
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out. He wa.s afraid of bcin" seen, so he crept along in the 
hedge, and when he thought anyone was coming he got 
through a gate or lay down in a ditch, till he was some 
wa}’ on his road to the town, d'hcn he ran till he was 
tired. 1 Ic had a bandage round his head, and, as his head 
was hot, he took the rag off, flipped it in water, and tied it 
round his head again. Never in his life had his mind been 
clearer than it was now, for no'v he harl a distinct purpose, 
and an object easily attainable, before him. He held the 
money in his hand, and looked at it, and kisscil it; then 
liressed it to his beating heart, then ran on. 1 Ic lost breath. 
H e could run ikj more. He sat chnvn in the hedge and 
gasped. The perspiration was streaming off his face. 
Then he thought he heard .steps cfuning fast alf)ng the 
road he had run, and as he feared jiursuit, he got up and 
ran f>n. > 

lie went through the village four miles from home ju.st 
as the children w’crc leaving school, and when they saw 
him .some of the elder cried out that here was “ Gander 
Joe! quack! quack! Joe the* Gander! quack! quack! 
quack! ” and the little ones joined in the banter. The 
boy ran on, though hf)t and exhausted, and with his head 
swimming, to c.scape their merriment. 

He got some way beyond the village when die came 
to a turnjiikc. There he felt dizzy, and he timidly asked 
if he might have a jiicco of bread. lie ivould jiay for it if 
they would change a .shilling. The woman at the ’pike 
pitied the pale, holknv-eyed child, and questioned him ; 
but her questions bewildered him, atid he feared she would 
send him home, so that he either answered nothing, or in 
a way which made her think him distraught. She gave 
him some bread and water, and watched him going on 
towards the town till he was out f)f sight. The day 
was already declining; it would be dark by the time he 
reached the towm. But he did not think of that. He did 
not consider where he would sleep, whether he would ha'fre 
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strength to return ten miles to his home. He thought 
only of the beautiful red violin with the yellow bridge 
hung in the shop window, and offered for three shillings 
and sixpence. Three-and-sixpence! Why, he had five 
shillings. He had money to spend on other things beside 
the fiddle. He had bec»n sadly disai)pointed about his 
-savings from the w'cekdy si-tpence. He had asked for 
them ; he had earned them, not by his work only, but by 
his abstention from two pieces of bread jjcr diem. When 
he a.sked for the* money, his stepmother answered that .she 
had put it away in the .savings bank. If he had it he would 
waste it on sweet-stuff; if it ncre hoarded up it would 
hel]) him on in life when left to shift for himself; and if 
he died, why it would go towards his burying. 

So the child had been disa]i])oint<'d in his calculations, 
and had worked and starved for nothin ^. Then came 

itJ 

Miss Amory with her present, and he had run away with 
that, lest lii.s mother should t.ike it from him to put in 
the savings bank for setting 'him up in life or for his 
burying. What cared he for either? All his ambition 
was to have a fiddle, and a fiddle was to be had for three- 
and-sixpence. 

joe Gander was tired. • He was fain to sit down at 
intervals on the heajis of stones b}' the roadside to rest. 
His shoes were very poor, with S(.)le.s worn through, sc* that 
the atones hurt his feet. y\t this time of the ^'ear the 
highways were fre'-h metalled, and as he stumbled oxer 
the newl)' broken stones they cut hi.s soles and his ankles 
turned. He was foot .ore and weary in body, but his heart 
never failed' him. Before him shone the red violin with 
the yellow bridge, and the beautiful bow'^ strung with 
shining wdiite hair. When he had that all his weariness 
w'ould pass as a dream ; he would hunger no more, cry no 
more, feel no more sickness or faintness. He would draw 
the bow over the strings and play with his fingers on the 
vatgut, and the waves of music would tlirill and flow, and 
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away on those melodious waves his soul would float far 
from trouble, far from want, far from tears, into a shining, 
sunny world of music. 

So he picked himself up when he fell, and staggered to 
his feet from the stones on which he rested, and pressed on. 

The sun was setting as he entered the town. He went 
straight to the shop he so '-’'cll remembered, and to his 
ine.vpressiblc delight saw still in the window the coveted 
violin, price three shillings and sixpence. 

Then llie timidly entered the shop, and. with trembling 
hantl held out the money. 

“ What do you want?” 

•' It,” said the boy. It. To him the shop held but one 
article. The dolls, the wooden horses, the tin steam- 
engines, the bats, the kites, were imconsidered. He had 
seen and remembered only one thing—^^he red violin. 
“ It,” said the boy, and pointed. 

When little Joe had got the violin he pressed it to his 
.shoulder, and his heart bouided as though it would have 

burst the pigeon breast. His dull eyes lightened, and into 
his white sunken checks shot a hectic flame. He went 
forth with his head erect and with firm foot, holding his 
fiddle to the shoulder and the bow in hand. 

He turned hi.s face homeward. No\v he would ^jeturn to 
father and stepmother, to hi.s little bed at the head of the 
stabs, to his .scanty lucaU, to tlie s(:1k)i)1, to the sweeping 

of the park drive, and to hi.s stepmother'.s scoldings and hi.s 
father’s beatings. He had his fiddle, and he cared for 
nothing else. 

He waited till he was out of the town before he tried it. 
Then, when he wa.s on a lonely part of the road, he seated 
himself in the hedge, under a holly tree covered with 
scarlet berries, and tried his instrument. Alas! it h.ad 

hung many years in the .shop window, and the catgut was 
old and the glue had lost its tenacity. One string started ; 
then when he tried to screw up a second, it sprang as well? 
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and then the bridge collapsed and fell. Moreover, the 
hairs on the bow came out. They were unresined. 

Then little Joe’s spirits gave way. He laid the bow and 
the violin on his knees and began to cry. 

As he cried he heard the sound of approaching wheels 
. and the clatter of a horse’s hoofs. 

He heard, but he was immersed in sorrow and did not 
heed and raise his head to see who was coming. Had he 
done so he would have s'een nothing, as his eyes were 
swimming with .tears. I.ooking out of them he saw only 
as one sees who opens his eyes when diving. 

“ Halloa, young shaver! Dang you ! What do you 
mean giving me such a cursed hunt after you as thi; — 
you as ain’t worth the trouljlc, eh?” 

The voice was that of his father, who drew up before 
him. Mr. Lambo’e'had made inquiries when it was dis¬ 
covered that Joe was lost, first at the school, where it was 
most unlikely he would be found, then at the public-house, 
at the gardener’s and the gamekeeper’s; then he had 
looked down the well and then up the chimney. After 
that he went to the cottage in the quarry. Roger Gale 
knew nothing of him. Presently someone coming from 
the nearest village mentioued that he had been seen there ; 
whereuiJon Lambol.*, borrowed Farmer Kggins's trap and 
went after him, peering right and left of the road with his 
one e)'e. 

Sure enough he had been through the village. He had 
passed the turnpike. The woman there described him 
accurately as “a sort^of a tottle” (fool). 

Mr. Lambole was not a pleasant-looking man ; he was 
as solidly built as a navvy. The backs of his hands were 
hairy, and his fist was so hard, and his blows so weighty, 
that for sport he was wont to knock down and kill at a 
blow the oxen sent to Butcher Robbins for slaughter, and 
that he did with his fist alone, hitting the animal on the 
head between the horns, a little forward of the horns. 
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That was a great feat of strength, and Lambole was proud 
of it. lie had a long back and short legs. The back was 
not pliable or bending; it was hard, braced with sinews 
tough as hawsers, and supported a pair of shoulders that 
could sustain the weight of an ox. 

His face was of a coppery colour, caused by exposure to 
the air and drinking. His hair was light: that was almost 
the only feature his son had derived from him. It was 
very light, too light for his dark red face. It grew about 
his neckband under his chin as a Newgate collar; there 
was a great deal of it, and his face, encircled by the pale 
hair, looked like an angry moon surrounded by a fog bow. 

I^Ir. Lambole had a queer temper. He bottled up his 
anger, but when it blew the cork out it spurted over and 
splashed all his home; it flew in the faces and soused 
everyone who came near him. > „ 

Mr. Lambole took his son roughly by the arm and 
lifted him into the tax cart. The boy ofTered no resist¬ 
ance. His spirit was broken., his hopes extinguished. For 
months he had yearned for the red fiddle, price three-and- 
six, and now that, after great pJi.-.s and privations, he had 
acquired it, the fiddle would not sound. 

“ Ain’t you ashamed of yoursflf, giving your dear dada 
such trouble, eh. Viper ? ” 

Mr. Lambole turned the horse’s head homeward. He 
had his black patch towards the little Gander, seated in 
the bottom of the cart, hugging his wi'eckcd violin. When 
Mr. Lambole si)okc he turned his face roiiiid to bring the 
active eye to bear on the shrinking, crouching little figure 
below. 

The Viper made no answer, but looked up. Mr. Gam- 
bole turned his face away, and the .seeing eye watched the 
horse’s ears, and the black patch was towards a frightened, 
piteous, pleading little face, looking uj). with the light of 
the evening sky irradiating it, showing how wan it was, 
how hollow were the cheeks, how sunken the eyes, how 
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sharp the little pinched nose. The boy put up his arm, 
that' held the bow, and wiped his eyes with his sleeve. In 
so doing he poked his father in the ribs with the end of 
the bow. 

“ Now, then! ” exclaimed Mr. Lambole with an oath, 
“what darn’d insolence be,you up to now, Gorilla?” 

If he had not held the whip in one hand and the reins 
in the other he would hav^e taken the bow •from the child 
and flung it into the road. He contented himself with 
rapping Joe’s head with the end of the whip. * 

“ What’s that you’ve got there, eh ? ” he asked. 
The child replied timidly: “ Tlease, father, a fiddle.” 
“ Where did you get ’un—steal it, eh ? ” • 
Joe answered, trembling : “ No, dada, I bought it.” 
“ Bought it! Where did you get the money ? ” 
“ Miss Amory gave ft me.” 
“ How much ?” 
The Gander answered ; “ Her gave me five shilling.” 
“Five shillings! And what, did that'blessed ” (he did 

not say “ blessed,” but something quite the reverse) “ fiddle 
cost you ? ” 

“ Threc-and-sixpencc.” 
“ So you’ve only one-and-«ix left ? ” 
“ I’ve none, dada.” • 
“ Why not ? ” 
“ Because 1 spent (me shilling on a pipe for you, and 

sixpence on a thimble for stepmother as a present,” 
answered the chilcl, with a flicker of hojje in his dim 
eyes that this would ])ropitiate his father. 

“ H^sh me,” roared the roadmaker, “ if you ain’t worse 
nor Mr. Chiiinberlain, as would rob us of the cheap loaf! 
What in the name of Thunder and Bones do you mean 
squandering the precious money over fooleries like that 
for.? I’ve got my pipe, black as your back shall be be¬ 
fore to-morrow, and •mother has an old thimble as full 
0(’.holes as I’ll make your skin before the night is much 
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older. Wait till we get home, and I’ll make pretty music 
out of that there fiddle! just you see if I don’t.” 

Joe shivered in his seat, and his head fell. 
Mr. Lambole had a playful wit. He beguiled his journey 

home by indulging in it, and his humour flashed above the 
head of the child like summer h'ghtning. “You’re hardly, 
expecting the abundance the supper that’s awaiting 
you,” he said, with his black patch glowering down at the 
irresponsive heap in the corner of the cart. “No stinting 
of the dressing, I can tell you. You like your meat well 
basted, don’t 3'ou ? The basting shall not incur your 
disapproval as insufficient. Underdone ? Oh, dear, no ! 
Nothing underdone for me. Pickles? I can promise you 
that there is something in pickle for you, hot—very hot 
and stinging. Plenty of capers—mutton and capers. 
Mashed potatoes? Was the reque.^tTor that on the tip 
of your tongue? Sorry I can give you only half what 
you want—the mash, not the potatoes. There is nothing 
comparable in my mind^ to young pig with crackling. 
The hide is well striped, cut in lines from the neck to the 
tail. I think we'll have crackling on our pig before 
morning.” 

He now threw his seeing eye into the depths of the 
cart, to note the effect his fun had m the child, but he 
was disappointed. It had evoked no hilarity. Joe had 
fallen asleep, exhausted b\' his walk, worn out with dis¬ 
appointments, with his head on his fiddle, that lay on his 
knees. The jogging of the cart, the attitude, affected his 
wound; the plaster had given way, and the blood was 
running over the little red fiddle and dripping into its 
hollow body through the S-hole on each side. 

It was too dark for Mr. Lambole to notice this. He set 
his lips. His self-esteem was hurt at the child not relishing 
his waggery. 

Mrs. Lambole observed it when, shortly after, the cart 
drew up at the cottage and she lifted the sleeping child out. 



LITTLE JOE GANDER 267 

“ J must tcake the cart back to Farmer Eggins,” said her 
husband ; “ duty fust, and pleasure after.” 

When his father was gone Mrs. Lambole said, “ Now 
then, Joe, you’ve been a very wicked, bad boy, and God 
will never forgive you for the naughtiness you have com¬ 
mitted and the trouble to. which you have put your poor 
father and me.” She would have spoken more sharply but 
that his head needed her care and the sight of the blood 
disarmed her. Moreover, she knew that her husband would 
not pass over what had occurred with a reprimancf! “ Get 
off your clothes and gcj to bed, Joe,” she said when she 
had readjusted the plaster. “You may take a piece of dry 
bread with you, and I'll ,see if I* can’t persuade your father 
to put off whipping of you for a day or two.” 

Joe began to cry. 
“ There,” she said, * don’t cry. When wicked children 

do wicked things they must suffer for them. It is the law 
of nature. And,” she went on, “you^ought to be that 
ashamed of yourself that you’d be glad for the earth to 
open under you and swallow you up like Korah, Dathan, 
and Abiram. Running away from so good and happy a 
home and such tender parents! But I reckon you be lost 
to natural affection as you be to reason.” 

“ May J take my fltldle with me?” asked the boy. 
“Oh, take your fiddle if you like,” answered his mother. 

“ Much good may it do you. Mere, it is all .smeared wi 
blood. Let me it first, or you’ll mess the bedclothes 
with it. There,” she said as she gave him the broken 
instrument. “ Say yopr prayers and go to sleep ; though 
I rec^oji your pray<5)rs will never reach to heaven, coming 
out of such a wicked unnatural heart.” 

So the little Gander went to his bed. The cottage had 
but one bedroom and a landing above the steep and narrow 
flight of steps that led to it from the kitchen. On this 
landing was a small truckle bed, on which Joe slept. He 
tt)ok off his clothes and stood in his little short shirt of 
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very coarse white linen. He knelt down and said his 
prayers, with both his hands spread over his fiddle. 
Then he got into bed, and until his stepmother fetched 
away the benzoline lamp he examined the instrument. 
He saw that the bridge might be set up again with a 
little glue, and that fresh catgut-strings might be supplied . 
He would take his fiddle ne it day to Roger Gale and ask 
him to help to mend it for^him. He was sure Roger 
would take an interest in it. Roger had been mysterious 
of late, hinting that the time was coming when Joey 
would have a first-rate instrument and learn to play like a 
Paganini. Yes; the case of the red fiddle was not desperate. 

Just then he heard the door belaw open, and his father’s 
step. 

“Where is the toad?” said Mr. Lambolc. 
Joe held his breath, and his blood fan cold. He could 

hear every word, every sound in the room below. 
“ He’s gone to J)ed,” an.swercd Mrs. Lambole. “ Leave 

the poor little creetur alone to-night, Samuel; his head has 
been bad, and he don’t look well. He’s overdone.” 

“ Susan,” said the roadmaker, “ I’ve been simmering all 
the way to town, and bubbling and boiling all the way back, 
and busting is what I be now, and bust 1 will.” 

Little Joe sat up in bed, hugging the violin, and. his tow¬ 
like hair stood up on his head. His great stupid eyes 
.stared wide with fear; in the dark the iris in each had 
grown big, and deep, and solemn. 

“ Give me my stick,” .said Mr. Lambole. “ I’ve promi.scd 
him a taste of it, and a taste won’t suffice to-night; he 
must have a gorge of it.” ,, 

“ I’ve put it away,” said Mrs. Lambole. “Samuel, right 
is right, and I’m not one to stand between the child and 
what he deserveSj but he ain’t in condition for it to-night. 
He wants feeding up to it.” 

Without wasting another word on her the roadmaker 
went upstairs. • 
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The shuddering, cowering little fellow saw first the red 
face, surrounded by a halo of pale hair, rise above the floor, 
then the strong square shoulders, then the clenched hands, 
and then his father stood before him, revealed down to his 
thick boots. The child crept back in the bod against the 
wall, and would have disa^ipeared through it had. the wall 
been soft-hearted, as in fairy-tales, and opened to receive 
him. He clasped his little,violin tight t<3 his heart, and 
then the blood that had fallen into it trickled ^ut and 
ran down his siiirt, staining it — upon the bedclothes, 
staining them. lUit the father did not see this. He was 
effervescing with fury. His pulses went at a g.allop, and 
his great fists clutched«spasmo*dicalIy. • 

“You Judas Iscariot, come here!” he shouted. 
But the child only pressed closer against the wall. 
“ What! disobedient and daring,? Do you hear ? Come 

to me I ” 
The trembling child pointed to a pretty little pipe on 

the bedclothes. He had dra\#n it from his pocket and 
taken the paper off it, ajjrf laid it there, and stuck the 
silver-headed thimble in the bowl for his stepmother when 
she came upstairs to take the lamp. 

“ Come here, vagabond 1" 
Ho could not; he‘*liad not the courage nor the strength. 
He still pointed pleadingly to the little presents he had 

bought with his eighteenpence. 
“You won’t, y^ dogged, insulting being?” roared the 

roadmaker, and rushed at him, knocking over the pipe, 
whiejj fell and broke on the floor, and trampling flat the 
thimble “You wen’t yet? Always full of sulks and 
defiance ! Oh, you ungrateful one, you ! ” Then he had 
him by the collar of his nightshirt and dragged him from 
his bed, and with his violence tore the button off, and with 
his other hand he wrenched the violin away and beat the 
child over the back Vith it as he dragged him from the 

lied.. 
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“ Oh, my mammy! my mammy! ” cried Joe. 
He was not crying out for his stepmother. It was the 

agonised cry of his frightened heart for the one only being 
who had ever loved him, and whom God had removed 
from him. 

Sudde ily Samuel Lambole started back. 
Before him, and betweerr him and the child, stood a 

pale, ghostly form, and he know his first wife. 
He stood speechless and quaking. Then, gradually re¬ 

covering himself, he stumbled down the 'stairs, and seated 
himself, looking pasty and scared, by the fire below. 

“ What is the matter with you, Samuel ? ” asked his wife. 
■' “ I’ve seen her,” he gasped. “ Don’t ask no more ques¬ 
tions.” 

Now when he was gone, little Joe, filled with terror— 
not at the apparition, which he had not seen, for his eyes 
were too dazed to behold it, but with apprehension of 
the chastisement .that awaited him, scrambled out of the 
window and dropped on tne pigsty roof, and from thence 
jumped to the ground. 

Then he ran—ran as fast as his legs could carry him, 
still hugging his instrument—to the churchyard; and on 
reaching that he threw himself on his mother’s grave and 
sobbed : “ Oh, mammy, mammy! father wants to beat me 
and take away my beautiful violin—but oh, mammy! my 
violin won’t play.” 

And when he had spoken, from out the grave rose the 
form of his lost mother, and looked kindly on him. 

Joe saw her, and he had no fear. . , 
“ Mammy! ” said he, “ mammy, my violin co.^t three 

shillings and sixpence, and I can’t make it play noways.” 
Then the spirit of his mother passed a hand over the 

the strings, and smiled. Joe looked into her eyes, and 
they were as stars. And he put the violin under his chin, 
and drew the bow across the strings—and lo ! they sounded 
wondrously. His soul thrilled, his heart bounded, his dull 
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eye brighter ed. He was as though caught up in a chariot 
of and cWried to heavenly places. His bow worked 

■ such strains poured from the little instrument as 
never heard before. It was to him as though 

heavelk opened, and he heard the angels performing there, 
^''.nd ha with his fiddle wae taking a part in the mighty 
symph^y. He felt not the Oold, the night was not dark 
to him. ulis head no longer ^ched. It was as though after 

seeing ^rough life he had gained an undreamed-of 
prize, reaerfedfsome glorious consummation. 

There was'*a musical party that same evening at the 
Hall. Hiss Ajnory'|r!?^yed beautifully, with extraordinary- 

ffilimi'^anu execation, both with and without accompani- 
/ment on the piano. Several ladies and gentlemen sang 
and played ; there wbre duets and trios. 

During the performances the guests talked to each other 
in low tones about various topics. 

Said one lady to Mrs. Amory : “ How strange it is that 
among the English lower classes there is no love of 
music.” 

“ There is none at all,” answered Mrs. Amory; “ our 
rector’s wife has given hefrself great trouble to get up 
parochial ,entertainnfltnts, but we find that nothing takes 
with the people but comic songs, and these, instead of 
elevating, vulgarise them.” 

“ They have no music in them. The only people with 
music in their soufs are the Germans and the Italians.” 

“ Y.es,” said Mrs, Amory with a sigh; “ it is sad, but 
true: tjiere is neit|;^er poetry, nor picturesqueness, nor 
music among the English peasantry.” 

“ You have never heard of one, self-taught, with a real 
love of music in this country ? ” 

“ Never: such do not exist among us.” 

The parish churchwarden was walking along the road on 
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his way to his farmhouse, and the road passed under the 
churchyard w'all. 

As he walked along the way—with a not too steady siep, 
for he was returning from the public-house—he was sur¬ 
prised and frightened to hear music proceed from among 
the gra'^^es. 

It was too dark for him .0 see any figure then, jnly the 
tombstones loomed on him in ghostly shapes. He began 
to quake, and finally turned and ran, nor did he slav.k*=‘n 
his pace till he reached the tavern, \vher‘ he burst in 
shouting : “ There’s ghosts abroad, IVe heard ’em in the 
churchyard making music,” 

The revellers rose from their cu^.^. 
“ Shall we go and hear ? ” they asked. 
“ I’ll go for one,” said a man ; ” if others will go with me.’ 
“ Ay,” said a third, “ and if the ghosts be playing a jolly 

good tune, we’ll chip in,” 
So the whole half-tipsy party reeled along the road, 

talking very loud, to encourage themselves and the others, 
till they approached the church, the spire of which stood 
up dark against the night sky, 

“ There’s no lights in the windows,” said one, 
“ No,” observed the churchwarden, ” I didn’t notice any 

myself; it was from the graves the music came, as if all 
the dead was squeakin’ like pigs.” 

“ Hush ! ” All kept silence—not a sound could be heard. 
“ I’m sure I heard music afore,” said the churchwarden. 

” I’ll bet a gallon of ale I did.” 
“There ain’t no music now, though,” remarked one of 

the men. 
“ Nor more there ain’t,” said others, 
“ Well, I don’t care—I say I heard it,” asseverated the 

churchwarden, “ Let’s go up closer.” 
All of the party drew nearer to the wall of the grave¬ 

yard. One man, incapable of maintaining his legs unaided, 
sustained himself on the arm of another. _ * 



LITTLE JOE GANDER 273 

“ Well, I, do believe, Churchwarden Eggins, as how you 
hai^ been leading us a v/ild goose chase! ” said a fellow. Sie clouds broke, and a bright, dazzling pure ray 

n on a grave in the churchyard, and revealed a 
re lying on it. 
lelieve,” said one man, “ as how, if he ain’t led us 
lase, he’s brought u^ after a Gander—surely that 
oe.” • 
ncouraged, and their fears dispelled, the whole 

half-tipsy party stumbled up the graveyard steps, staggered 
among the tombs, some tripping on the mounds and 
falling prostrate. All laughed, talked, joked with one 
another. ' , 

only’'’5!Krsilent there was little Joe Gander—and he 
/ was gone to join in the great symphony above. 



A DEAD FINGEE 

< I WHY the National Gallery should not attract so many 
visitors as, say, the British Museum, I cannot ex¬ 

plain. The latter does not contain *^”ch that, one would 
suj^ose, appeals to the interest of the orr<»T»'>iy 
What knows such of prehistoric flints and scratched bones ? ' 
Of Assyrian sculpture ? Of Egyptiah hieroglyphics ? The 
Greek and Roman statuary is cold and dead. The paint¬ 
ings in the National Gallery glow with colour, and arc 
instinct with life. Yet, somehow, a few listless wanderers 
saunter yawning through the National Gallery, whereas 
swarms pour through the halls of the British Museum, and 
talk and pass remarks about the objects there exposed, of 
the date and meaning of whicb they have not the faintest 
conception. 

I was thinking of this problem, and endeavouring to 
unravel it, one morning whilst sitting in the room for 
English masters at the great collection in Trafalgar 
Square. At the same time another thought forced itself 
upon me. I had been through the rooms devoted to 
foreign schools, and had then come into that given over 
to Reynolds, Morland, Gainsborough, Constable, and 
Hogarth. The morning had been for a while propitious, 
but towards noon a dense umber-tinted fog had come on, 
making it all but impossible to see the pictures, and quite 
impossible to do them justice. I waft tired, and so seated 
myself on one of the chairs, and fell into the consideratioi^^ 

274 
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first of all of—why the National Gallery is not as popular 
as )i4-^should be; and secondly, how it was that the British 
Scftbol had no beginnings, like those of Italy and the 
Netherlands. We can see the art of the painter from its 
first mitiation in the Italian peninsula, and among the 
Flemiiigs. It starts on its progress like a child and we 
can tra'ce every stage of its growth. Not so with English 
art. It springs to life in fuP and splendid maturity. Who 

.jyrre thei-e before Reynolds and Gainsborough and Hogarth? 
The great names of those portrait and subject painters who 
have left their canvases upon the walls of our country 
houses were those of foreigners—Holbein, Kneller, Van 
Dyck, and Lely for •♦^’■aits, and Monnoyer for flower ''..J 

•• • 

/fiuit pieces. ’Landscapes, figure subjects were all importa¬ 
tions, none home-grown. How came that about? Was 
there no limner that was native? Was it that fashion 
trampled on home-grown pictorial beginnings as it flouted 
and spurned native music? 

Here was food for contemplation. Dreaming in the 
brown fog, looking through it without seeing its beauties, 
at Hogarth’s painting of Lavinia Fenton as I’olly I^eachum, 
without wondering how so indifferent a beauty could have 
captivated the Duke of Bolton and held him for thirty 
years, I was recalldu to myself and my surroundings by 
the strange conduct of a lady who had seated herself on a 
chair near me, also discouraged by the fog, and awaiting 
its dispersion. 

I had not noticed her particularly. At the present 
moment I do not remember particularly what she was like. 
So far as I fcan recollect she was mkldle-agcd, and was 
quietly yet well dressed. It was not her face nor her dress 
that attracted my attention and disturbed the current of 
my thoughts; the effect I speak of was produced by her 
strange movements and behaviour. 

She had been sitting listless, probably thinking of 
ttothing at all, or nothing in particular, when, in turning 

1 
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her eyes round, and finding that she could see nothing of 
the paintings, she began to study me. This did conj^rn 
me greatly. A cat may look at the king; but to’ be 
contemplated by a lady is a compliment sufficient to please 
any gentleman. It was not gratified vanity that troubled 
my thoughts, but the consciousness that my appearance. ^ 
produced—first of all a startled surprise, then undisguised 
alarm, and, fina'ily, indescribable horror. 

Now^a man can sit quietly leaning on the head of'-hi§ 
umbrella, and glow internally, warmed and illumined by 
the consciousness that he is being surveyed with admiration 
by a lovely woman, even when he is middle-aged and not 
la.i.'^ionably dressed; but ho man .. i maintain his com¬ 
posure when he discovers himsel; to be-hn object-Of) 
I i’ersion and terror.' v 

t 

What was it? I pa,ssed my hand over my chin and 
upper lip, thinking it not impossible that I might hav^e 
forgotten to shave that morning, and in my confusion not 
considering that the fog would prevent the lady from 
discovering neglect in this particular, had it occurred, 
which it had not. I am a little careless, perhaps, about 
shaving when in the country ; but when in town, never. 

The next idea that occurred to me was—a smut. Had a 
London black, curdled in that dense jTea-soup atmosphere, 
descended on my no.se and blackened it ? I hastily drew 
my silk handkerchief from my pocket, moistened it, and 
pas.sed it over my nose, and then each cheek. I then 
turned my eyes into the corners and looked at the lady, to 
see whether by this means I had got rid of what was 
objectionable in my personal appearance. ^ 

Then I saw that her eyes, dilated with horror, were 
riveted, not on my face, but on my leg. 

My legl What on earth could that harmless member 
have in it so terrifying? The morning had been dull; 
there had been rain in the night, and f admit that on leaving 
my hotel I had turned up the bottoms of my trqusei^. 
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That is a proceeding not so uncommon, not so outrageous 
as to account for the stony stare of this woman’s eyes. 

If that were all I would turn my trousers down. 
Then I saw her shrink from the chair on which she sat 

to one further removed from me, but still with her eyes fixed 
on my leg—about the level of my knee. She had let fall 
her umbrella, and was graspii.g the seat of her chair with 
both hands, as she backed f"om me. 

I need hardly say that I was greatly disturbed Jn mind 
and feelings, and*forgot all about the origin of the English 
schools of painters, and the question why the British 
Museum is more popular than the National Gallery. 

Thinking that I iuvsjht have been spattered by a hanr^siu 
whilst crossihg Oxford Street, I passed my hand down my 
side hastily, with a sense of annoyance, and all at once 
touched something cold, clammy, that sent a thrill to my 
heart, and made me start and take a step forward. At the 
same moment, the lady, with a cry of horror, sprang to her 
feet, and with raised hands fled from the room, leaving her 
umbrella where it had fallen. 

There were other visitors to the Picture Gallery besides 
ourselves, who had been passing through the saloon, and 
they turned at her cry, and looked in surprise after her. 

The policeman Stationed in the room came to me and 
asked what had happened. I was in such agitation that 
I hardly knew what to answer. 1 told him that I could 
explain what had occurred little better than himself. I 
had noticed that the lady had worn an odd expression, 
and had behaved in most extraordinary fashion, and that 
he had best' take charge of her umbrella, and wait for her 
return to claim it. 

This questioning by the official was vexing, as it pre¬ 
vented me from at once and on the spot investigating 
the cause of her alarm and mine—hers at something she 
must have seen on my leg, and mine at something I had 

"‘distinctly felt creeping up my leg. 
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The numbing and sickening effect on me of the touch of 
the object I had not seen was not to be shaken off at once. 
Indeed, I felt as though my hand were contaminated, and 
that 1 could have no rest till I had thoroughly washed the 
hand, and, if possible, washed away the feeling that had 
been produced. 

I looked on the floor, I exafhined my leg, but saw nothing. 
As I wore my overcoat, it was‘probable that in rising from 
my seat^ the skirt had fallen over my trousers and hidden 
the thing, whatever it was, I therefore* hastily removed 
my overcoat and shook it, then I looked at my trouser.s. 
There was nothing whatever on my leg, and nothing fell 

my overcoat when shaken. 
Accordingly I reinvested my.self, and" hastily left the 

Gallery ; then took niy w^ay as spcecjily as I could, without 
actually running, to Charing Cross Station and down the 
narrow way leading to the Metropolitan, where I went into 
Faulkner’s bath ai-.d hairdressing establishment, and asked 
for hot water to thoroughly wash my hand and w'ell soap 
it. I bathed my hand in w'ater as hot as 1 could endure it, 
employed carbolic soap, and then, after having a good brush 
down, especially on my left side where my hand had en¬ 
countered the object that had so affected me, I left. I had 
entertained the intention of going to tKe I’rinces.s’s Theatre 
that evening, and of securing a ticket in the morning; 
but all thought of theatre-going was gone from me. I 
could not free my heart from the sense of nausea and cold 
that had been produced by the touch, I went into Gatti’s 
to have lunch, and ordered something, I forget what but, 
when served, I found that my appetite^ was gone, I could 
eat nothing; the food inspired me with di.sgu.st, I thru.st 
it from me untasted, and, after drinking a couple of glasses 
of claret, left the restaurant, and returned to my hotel. 

Feeling sick and faint, I threw my overcoat over the 
sofa-back, and cast myself on my bed. 

I do not know that there was any particular reasop for 
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my doing so, but as I lay my eyes were on my great¬ 
coat. 

The density of the fog had passed away, and there was 
light again, not of first quality, but sufficient for a Londoner 
to swear by, so that I could see everything in my room, 
though through a veil, darkly. 

I do not think my minol was occupied in any way. 
About the only occasions on which, to» my knowledge, 
my mind is actually passive or inert is when crossing the 
Channel in The,Foam from Dover to Calais, wffen I am 
always, in every weather, abjectly seasick—and thought¬ 
less. But as I now lay on my bed, uncomfortable, 
squeami.sh, withOt-1 Vnowing, why—I was in the s?r.*e 
inactive mdntal- condition. But not for long. 

I saw something that startled me. 
First, it appeared fo me as if the lappet of my overcoat 

pocket were in movement, being rai.sed. 1 did not pay 
much attention to this, as I supposed that the garment 
was .sliding down on to the seat of the sofa, from the back, 
and that this displacement of gravity caused the movement 
I observed. But this I soon saw was not the case. That 
which moved the lappet was something in the pocket that 
was struggling to get out. I could see now that it was 
working its way the inside, and that when it reached 
the opening it lost balance and fell down again. I could 
make this out by the projections and indentations in the 
cloth; these moved as the creature, or whatever it was, 
worked its way up the lining. 

“ A mouse,” I said, and forgot my seediness; I was 
interested. ■ “ The little rascal! However did he contrive 
to seat himself in my pocket ? and I have worn that 
overcoat all the morning! ” But no—it was not a mouse. 
I saw something white poke its way out from under the 
lappet; and in another moment an object was revealed 
that, though revealfed, I could not understand, nor could 
I distinguish what it was. 
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Now roused by curiosity, I raised myself on my elbow., 
In doing this I made some noise, the bed creaked. In¬ 
stantly the something dropped on the floor, lay outstretched 
for a moment, to recover itself, and then began, with the 
motions of a maggot, to run along the floor. 

There Js a caterpillar called “ The Measurer,” because, 
when it advances, it draws its tail up to where its head 
is and then throws forward „its full length, and again 
draws up its extremity, forming at each time a loop; and 
with eadn step measuring its total length. The object 
I now saw on the floor was advancing precisely like the 
measuring caterpillar. It had the colour of a cheese- 
nft^q^ot, and in length was about thr'-c and a half inches. 
It was not, however, like a caterpillar, which is flexible 
throughout its entire length, but this was, as it seemed to 
me, jointed it two places, one joint being more conspicuous 
than the other. For some moments I was so completely 
paralysed by astopishment that I remained motionless, 
looking at the thing as it crawled along the carpet—a dull 
green carpet with darker green, almost black, flowers in it. 

It had, as it seemed to me, a glossy head, distinctly 
marked ; but, as the light was not brilliant, I could not 
make out very clearly, and, moreover, the rapid move¬ 
ments prevented close scrutiny. 

Presently, with a shock still more startling than that 
produced by its apparition at the opening of the pocket 
of my great-coat, I became convinced that what I saw 
was a finger, a human forefinger, and that the glossy head 
was no other than the nail. 

The finger did not seem to have beep amputated. , Ihere 
was no sign of blood or laceration where the knuckle 
should be, but the extremity of the finger, or root rather, 
faded away to indistinctness, and I was unable to make 
out the root of the finger. 

I could see no hand, no body behind this finger, nothing 
whatever except a finger that had little token of warm life^ 
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in .it, no coloration as though blood circulated in it; and 
this finger was in active motion creeping along the carpet 
towards a wardrobe that stood against the wall by the 
fireplace. 

I sprang off the bed and pursued it. 
Evidently the finger was alarmed, for it redoubled its 

pace, reached the wardrobe, and w'ent under it. By the 
time I had arrived at the •.rticlc of furnifure it had dis¬ 
appeared. I lit a vesta match and held it beneath the 
wardrobe, that was raised above the carpet by about two 
inches, on turned feet, but I could see nothing more of 
the finger. 

I got my umbrella'and thrust it beneath, and rabeo 
• forwards an^ backw^ards, right and left, and raked out 

flue, and nothing mo^c solid. 

II 

I packed my portmanteau next day and returned to 
my home in the country. All desire for amusement in 
town was gone, and the faculty to transact business had 
departed as well. 

A languor and qualms liad come over me, and my head 
was in a maze. I was unable to fix my thoughts on any¬ 
thing. At times I was disposed to believe that my wits 
were deserting me, at others that I was on the verge of a 
severe illness. Anyhow, whether likely to go off my head 
or not, or take to my bed, home was the only place for 
me, and homeward I sped, accordingly. On reaching my 
country,'habitation, my servant, as usual, took my port¬ 
manteau to my bedroom, unstrapped it, but did not 
unpack it. I object to his throwing out the contents 
of my Gladstone bag; not that there is anything in it 
he- may not see, but that he puts my things where I 
cannot find them again. My clothes—^he is welcome to 

^^lace them where he likes and where they belong, and 
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this latter he knows better than I do; but, then, I carry 
about with me other things than a dress suit, and changes 
of linen and flannel. There are letters, papers, books— , 
and the proper destinations of these are known only to 
myself. A servant has a singular and evil knack of 
putting*away literary matter and odd volumes in such 
places that it takes the owner half a day to find them 
again. Although I was uncomfortable, and my head in 
a whirl,. I opened and unpacked my own portmanteau. • 
As I was thus engaged I saw something" curled up in my 
collar-box, the lid of which had got broken in by a boot- 
heel impinging on it. I had pulled off the damaged cover 
fd^see if my collars had been spoiled, when something 
curled up inside suddenly rose on end and leapt, just like 
a cheese-jumper, out of the box, .over the edge of the 
Gladstone bag, and .scurried away acro.ss the floor in a 
manner already familiar to me. 

I could not doubt for a moment what it was—here was 
the finger again. It had come with me from London to 
the country. 

Whither it went in its run over the floor I do not know, 
I was too bewildered to observe. 

Somewhat later, towards evening, I seated myself in my 
easy-chair, took up a book, and tried to read. I* was tired 
with the journey, with the knocking about in town, and 
the discomfort and alarm produced by the apparition of 
the finger. I felt worn out. I was u^nable to give my 
attention to what I read, and before I was aware was 
asleep. Rou.sed for an instant by the fall of the.book 
from my hands, I speedily relap.sed into unconsciousness. 
I am not sure that a doze in an armchair ever does good. 
It usually leaves me in a semi-stupid condition and with 
a headache. Five minutes in a horizontal position on my 
bed is worth thirty in a chair. TI;at is my experience. 
In sleeping in a sedentary position the head is a difficulty^; 
it drops forward or lolls on one side or the other, and has 
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• to. be brought back into a position in which the line to 
the centre of gravity runs through the trunk, otherwise 
the head carries the body over in a sort of general capsize 
out of the chair on to the floor. 

I slept, on the occasion of which I am speaking, pretty 
healthily, because deadly weary; but I was brojight to 
waking, not by my head falling over the arm of the chair, 
and my trunk tumbling aft.er it, but by a feeling of cold 
extending from my throat to my heart. When I^awoke I 
was in a diagon^l position, with my right ear resting on 
my right shoulder, and exposing the left side of my throat, 
and it was here—where the jugular vein throbs—that I felt 
the greatestp'ntensity of cold. At once I shrugged my leic 
shoulder, rubbing my neck with the collar of my coat in 
so doing. Immediately something fell off, upon the floor, 
and I again saw the finger. 

My disgust—horror, were intensified when I perceived 
that it was dragging something after it, which might have 
been an old stocking, and which I took at first glance for 
something of the sort. 

The evening sun shone in through my window, in a 
brilliant golden ray that lighted the object as it .scrambled 
along. With this illumination I was able to distinguish 
what the object was. It is not easy to describe it, but I 
will make the attempt. 

The finger I saw was solid and material; what it drew 
after it was neither, or was in a nebulous, protoplasmic 
condition. The finger was attached to a hand that was 
curdling into matter and in process of acquiring solidity; 
attached to the hand was an arm in a very filmy condition, 
and this arm belonged to a human body in a still more 
vaporous, immaterial condition. This was being dragged 
along the floor by the finger, just as a silkworm might 
pull after it the tangle of its web. I could see legs and 
arms, and head, and coat-tail tumbling about and inter- 

' *lacirg and disentangling again in a promiscuous manner. 
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There were no bone, no muscle, no substance in the figure ; 
the members were attached to the trunk, which was spine¬ 
less, but they had evidently no functions, and were wholly 
dependent on the finger which pulled them along in a 
jumble of parts as it advanced. 

In s’l.ch confusion did the whole vaporous matter seem, 
that I think—I cannot say ‘for certain it was so, but the 
impression left bn my mind was—that one of the eyeballs 
was lool<ing out at a nostril, and the tongue lolling out of 
one of the ears. 

It was, howev'er, only for a moment that I saw this 
germ-body; 1 cannot call by another name that which 

'^had not more substance than smoke. I saw it only so 
long as it was being dragged athwart the ray of sunlight. ' 
The moment it was pulled jerkily put of the beam into 
the shadow beyond, I eould see nothing of it, only the 
crawling finger. 

1 had not sufficient moral energy or physical force in 
me to rise, pursue, and stamp on the finger, and grind it 
with my heel into the floor. Both seemed drained out of 
me. What became of the finger, whither it went, how it 
managed to secrete itself, 1 do not know. 1 had lost the 
power to inquire. I sat in my chair, chilled, staring before 
me into .space. 

“Please, sir,” a voice said, “there’s Mr. Square below 
electrical engineer.” 

“ Eh ? ” 1 looked dreamily round. 
My valet was at the door. 
“ Please, sir, the gentleman would be glad to be allowed 

to go over the house and see that all the electrical apparatus 
is in order.” 

“ Oh, indeed ! Yes—show him up.” 
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III 

I had recently placed the lighting of my house in the 
hands of an electrical engineer, a very intelligent man, 
Mr. Square, for whom I had contracted a sincere friendship. 

He had built a shed with a dynamo out of sight, and 
had entrusted the laying of the wires to subord'tj^tes, as 
he had been busy with other oiders and could not personally 
watch every detail. But he was not the fnaia to let any¬ 
thing pass unobserved, and he knew that electricity was 
not a force to bd played with. Bad or careless workmen 
will often insufficiently protect the wires, or neglect the 
insertion of the lead which serves as a safety-valve in the 
event of thp current being too strong. Houses ma}'^ be 
set on fire, human beings fatally shocked, by the neglect 
of a bad or slovenly yrorkman. 

The apparatus for my mansion was but just completed, 
and Mr. Square had come to inspect it and make sure that 
all was right. 

He was an enthusiast in the matter of electricity, and 
saw for it a vast perspective, the limits of which could not 
be predicted. 

“ All forces,” said he, “ are correlated. When you have 
force in one form, you may just turn it into this or that, as 
you like.. In one form it is motive power, in another it 
is light, in another heat. Now we have electricity for 
illumination. We employ it, but not as freely as in the 
States, for propelling vehicles. Why should we have 
horses drawing our buses? We should use only electric 
tranis. Why do we burn coal to warm our shins ? There 
is eleettricity, which throws out no filthy smoke as does 
coal. Why should we let the tides waste their energies in 
the Thames? in other estuaries? There we have Nature 
supplying us—free, gratis, and for nothing—with all the 
force we want for propelling, for heating, for lighting. I 

, will tell you something more, my dear sir,” said Mr. Square. 
“ I Jiave mentioned but three modes of force, and have 
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instanced but a limited number of uses to which electricity 
may be turned. How is it with photography? Is not 
electric light becoming an artistic agent? I bet you/’ said 
he, “ before long it will become a therapeutic agent as well.” 

“ Oh, yes ; I have heard of certain impostors with their 
life-belts.” 

Mr. S'q'uare did not relish this little dig I gave him. He 
winced, but returned to the charge. “ We don’t know 
how to direct it aright, that is all,” said he. “ I haven’t 
taken the matter up, but others will, I bet; and we shall 
have electricity used as freely as now we use powders and 
pill.s. I don’t believe in doctor.s’ stuffs myself. I hold 
ithat disease lays hold of a man because he lacks physical 
force to resi.st it. Now, is it not obvious that you are 
beginning at the wrong end when you attack the disease? 
What you want is to supjily force, make up for the lack 
of physical power, and force is force wherever you find it 
—here motive, there illuminating, and so on. I don’t see 
why a physician should not utilise the tide rushing out 
under London Bridge for restoring the feeble vigour of all 
who are languid and a prey to disorder in the Metropolis. 
It will come to that, I bet, and that is not all. Force is 
force, everywhere. Political, moral force, physical force, 
dynamic force, heat, light, tidal waves, and so on—all are 
one, all is one. In time we shall know how to galvanise 
into aptitude and moral energy all the limp and crooked 
consciences and wills that need taking in hand, and such 
there always will be in modern civilisation. I don’t know 
how to do it. I don’t know how it will be done, but in 
the future the priest as well as the doctor will tuw elec¬ 
tricity on as his principal, nay, his only agent. And he 
can get his force anywhere, out of the running stream, out 
of the wind, out of the tidal wave. 

“ I’ll give you an instance,” continued Mr. Square, 
chuckling and rubbing his hands, “ to .show you the grea^t 
possibilities in electricity, used in a crude fashion. In a ’ 
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certain great city away far west in the States, a go-ahead 
place, too, more so than New York, they had electric trams 
all up and down and along the roads to everywhere. The 
union men working for the company demanded that the 
non-unionists should be turned off. But the company 
didn’t see it. Instead, it turned off the union men. It 
had up its sleeve a sufficienc>iof the others, and iWfed all 
places at once. Union men ^idn't like it, apd passed word 
that at a given hour on a certain day every wire was to be 
cut. The company knew this by means of its spies, and 
turned on, ready for them, three times the power into all the 
wires. At the Axed moment, up the poles went the strikers 
to cut the cables,(and down they came a dozen timer 

.quicker than'they \vent up, I bet. Then there came wires 
to the hospitals from all quarters for stretchers to carry off 
the disabled men, seme with broken legs, arms, ribs ; two 
or three had their necks broken. ' I reckon the company 
was wonderfully merciful—it didn’t put on sufficient force to 
make cinders of them then and there; possibly opinion 
might not have liked it. Stopped the strike, did that. 
Great moral effect—all done by electricity.” 

In this manner Mr. Square was wont to rattle on. He 
interested me, and I came* to think that there might be 
something in whatfhe said—that his suggestions were not 
mere nonScnsc. I was glad to see Mr. Square enter my 
room, shown in by my man. I did not rise from my chair 
to shake his hand, for I had not sufficient energy to do 
so. In a languid >jne 1 welcomed him and signed to him to 
take a seat. Mr. Square looked at me with some surprise. 

“Why^ what’s the matter?” he said. “You seem unwell. 
Not got the ’flue, have you ? ” 

“ I beg your pardon ? ” 
“ The influenza. Every third person is crying out that 

he has it, and the sale of eucalyptus is enormous, not that 
eucalyptus is any good. Influenza microbes indeed! 

•What care they for eucalyptus? You’ve gone down some 
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steps of the ladder of life since I saw you last, squire. 
How do you account for that?” 

I hesitated about mentioning the extraordinary circum¬ 
stances that had occurred; but Square was a man who 
would not allow any beating about the bush. He was 
downright and straight, and in ten minutes had got the 
entire'^ory out of me. 

“ Rather boisterous for your nerves that—a crawling 
finger,” said he. “ It’s a queer story taken on end.” . 

Then'he was silent, considering. 
After a few minutes he rose, and said : “ I’ll go and look 

at the fittings, and then I’ll turn this little matter of yours 
j^^er again, and see if I can’t knock the bottom out of it, 
I’m kinder fond of these sort of things.” 

Mr. Square was not a Yankee, but he had lived for some 
time in America, and affected to spfe^ like an American. 
He used expressions, terms of speech common in the 
States, but had none of the Transatlantic twang. He 
was a man absolutely without affectation in every other 
particular; this was his sole weakness, and it was harmless. 

The man was so thorough in all he did that I did not 
expect his return immediately. He was certain to examine 
every portion of the dynamo engine, and all the connections 
and burners. This would necessarily engage him for some 
hours. As the day was nearly done, I knew he could not 
accomplish what he wanted that evening, and accord- 
ingly gave orders that a room should be prepared for him. 
Then, as my head was full of pain, u.nd my skin was 
burning, I told my servant to apologise for my absence 
from dinner, and tell Mr. Square that I was realty lorced 
to return to my bed by sickness, and that I believed I was 
about to be prostrated by an attack of influenza. 

The valet—a worthy fellow, who has been with me for six 
years—was concerned at my appearance, and urged me to 
allow him to send for a doctor. I hacl no confidence in the 
local practitioner, and if I sent for another from the neare^st 
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tojvn 1 should offend him, and a row would perhaps en¬ 
sue, so I declined. If I were really in for an influenza 
attack, I knew about as much as any doctor how to deal 
with it. Quinine, quinine—that was all. I bade my man 
light a small lamp, lower it, so as to give sufficient illumi¬ 
nation to enable me to -find some lime-juice at jjay bed 
head, and my pocket-handkeiichief, and to be able to read 
my watch. When he had dtone this, I bade him leave me. 

I lay in bed, burning, racked with pain in my head, and 
with my eyeballs‘on fire. 

Whether I fell asleep or went off my head for a while 
I cannot tell. I may have fainted. I have no recollecti(^ 
of anything, after having gone to bed and taken a sip ot 

• lime-juice that tasted to me like soap—till I was roused by 
a sense of pain in my fibs—a slow, gnawing, torturing pain, 
waxing momentarily more intense In half-consciousness 
I was partly rlreaming and partly aware of actual suffering. 
The pain was real; but in my fancy I thought that a great 
maggot was working its way into my side between my 
ribs. I seemed to see it. It twisted itself half round, 
then reverted to its former position, and again twisted 
itself, moving like a bradawl, not like a gimlet, which 
latter forms a complete revolution. 

This, obviously, must have been a dream, hallucina¬ 
tion only, as I was lying on my back and my eyes were 
directed towards the bottom of the bed, and the coverlet 
and blankets and sheet intervened between my eyes and 
my side. But in‘fever one sees without eyes, and in every 
direction, and through all obstructions. 

Roused thoroughly by an excruciating twinge, I tried to 
cry out, and succeeded in throwing myself over on my 
right side, that which was in pain. At once I felt the thing 
withdrawn that was awling—if I may use the word—in 
between my ribs. 

And now I saw, standing beside the bed, a figure that 
Tiad its arm under the bedclothes, and was slowly _ re- 



290 A BOOK OF GHOSTS 

moving it. The hand was leisurely drawn from under the 
• coverings and rested on the eider-down coverlet, with the 

forefinger extended. 
The figure was that of a man, in shabby clothes, with a 

sallow, mean face, a retreating forehead, with hair cut after 
the Fiv’^'ch fashion, and a moustache, dark. The jaws and 
chin were covered with a bristly growth, as if shaving had 
been neglected Tor a fortnight.' The figure did not appear 
to be thoroughly solid, but to be of the consistency of 
curd, and the face was of the complexion of curd. As 
I looked at this object it withdrew, sliding backward in 

odd sort of manner, and as though overweighted by 
the' hand, which was the most substantial, indeed the only 
substantial portion of it. Though the' figure retreated • 
stooping, yet it was rfo longer huddled along by the finger, 
as if it had no material existence. Tf the same, it had 
acquired a consistency and a solidity which it did not 
possess before. * 

How it vanished I do not know, nor whither it went. 
The door opened, and Square came in. 

“What!” he exclaimed with cheery voice; “influenza 
is it?” 

“ I don't know—I think it's tliat finger again.” 

IV 

“ Now, look here,” said Square, “ I’m not going to have 
that cuss at its pranks any more. Tell me all about it." 

I was now so exhausted, so feeble, that I was not able 
to give a connected account of what had taken place, but 
Square put to me just a few pointed ^questions and elicited 
the main facts. He pieced them together in his own orderly 
mind, so as to form a connected whole. “ There is a 
feature in the case,” said he, “ that strikes me as remark¬ 
able and important. At first—a finger only, then a hand, 
then a nebulous figure attached to the hand, without 
backbone, without consi.stency. Lastly, a complete forra,*^ 

•I - ‘'•**f'*'*i 



A DEAD FINGER 291 

•with consistency and with backbone, but the latter in a 
gelatinous condition, and the entire figure overweighted by 
the hand, just as hand and figure were previously over¬ 
weighted by the finger. Simultaneously with this compact¬ 
ing and consolidating of the figure, came your degeneration 
and loss of vital force Efnd, in a word, of health. What 
you lose, that object acquires, and what it acquires, it gains 
by contact with you. That^s clear enough, is it not ? ” 

“ I dare say. I don’t know. I can’t think.” ^ 
“ I suppose not*; the faculty of thought is drained out of 

you. Very well, I must think for you, and I will. Force 
is force, and see if I can’t deal with your visitant in such,a , 
way as will*prove just as truly a moral dissuasive as .;hat 

‘ employed on the union men on .strike in—never mind 
where it was. That’s.not to the point.” 

“ Will you kindly give me some lime-juice?” I entreated, 
I sipped the acid draught, but without relief. I listened 

to Square, but without hope. I vvanteo to be left alone. 
I was weary of my pain, weary of everything, even of life. 
It was a matter of indifference to me whether I recovered 
or slipped out of existence. 

“ It will be here again shortly,” said the engineer. “ As 
the French say, Vappetit vient en mangeant. It has been at 
you thricCj it won’t be content without another peck. And 
if it doe.s get another, I guess it will pretty well about 
finish you.’' 

Mr. Square rubbed his chin, and then put his hands into 
his trouser pockets. That also was a trick acquired in the 
State;s, an inelegant one. His hands, when not actively 
occupied, went into his pockets, inevitably they gravitated 
thither. Ladies did not like Square; they said he was 
not a gentleman. But it was not that he said or did any¬ 
thing “ off colour,” only he spoke to them, looked at them, 
walked with them, always with his hands in his pockets. 
I 4iave seen a lady turn her back on him deliberately 

^\)eca^se of this trick. 
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Standing now with his hands in his pockets,, he studied, 
my bed, and said contemptuously: “ Old-fashioned and 
bad, fourposter. Oughtn’t to be allowed, I guess; un¬ 
wholesome all the way round.” 

1 was not in a condition to dispute this. I like a four- 
poster''^*ith curtains at head aird fe<.:t ; not that I ever 
draw them, but it gives a sense of privacy that is wanting 
in one of vour Iialf-testcr bed?. 

If the^'c i.s a window at one’s feet, one can lie in "bed 
without the glare in one’s e)^es, and yet \<’ithout darkening 
the room by drawing the blinds. There is much to be 
^id for a fourposter, but this is not the place in which to 
sa},"’ it. 

Mr. Square pulled his hands out of his pockets and 
began fiddling with the elective point near the head of 
my bed, attached a wire, swei)t it in a .semicircle along 
the floor, and then thrust the knob at the end into my 
hand in the bed.* 

“ Keep your eye open,” said he, “ and your hand .shut 
and covered. If that finger comes again tickling your ribs, 
try it with the point. I’ll manage the switch, from behind 
the curtain.” 

Then he disappeared. 
I was too indifferent in my misery to turn my head and 

observe where he Avas. I remained inert, with the knob in 
my hand, and my eyes closed, suffering and thinking of 
nothing but the .shooting pains through my head and the 
aches in my loins ajid back and legs. 

Some time probably elap.sed before I felt the ^nger 
again at work at my ribs ; it groped,“but no longer bored. 
I now felt the entire hand, not a single finger, and the 
hand was substantial, cold, and clammy. I was aware, 
how, I know not, that if the finger-point reached the 
region of my heart, on the left side, Uie hand would, so to 
speak, sit down on it, with the cold palm over it, and tl)^t 
then immediately my heart would cease to beat, ayd it* 
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would be, as Square might express it, “gone coon” with 
me. 

In self-preservation I brought up the knob of the electric 
wire against the hand—against one of the fingers, I think 
—and at once was aware of a rapping, squealing noise. I 
turned iny head languidly, and saw the form, now more 
substantial than before, capering in an ecstasy'of pain, 
endeavoui'ing fruitlessly to* withdraw its arm from under 
the bedclothes, and the hand from the electric point. 

At the same moment Square stepped from b'&hind the 
curtain, with a dry laugh, and said : “ I thought we should 
fix him. He has the coil about him, and can’t escape. 
Now let us. drop to particulars. But I shan’t let yon *011" 
till I know all about you.” 

The last sentence ,was addressed, not to me, but to the 
apparition. 

Thereupon he bade me take the point away from the 
hand of the figure—being—whatever it was, but to be 
ready with it at a moment’s notice. He then proceeded 
to catechise my visitor, who moved restlessly within the 
circle of wire, but could not escape from it. It replied in 
a thin, .squealing voice that sounded as if it came from a 
distance, and had a querulous tone in it. I do not pretend 
to give all that was said. I cannot recollect ev'erything 
that pas.sed. My memory was affected by my illness, as 
well as my body. Yet I prefer giving the scraps that I 
recollect to what Scjuarc told me he had hcaid. 

“ Yes—I was unsuccessful, always was. Nothing an¬ 
swered with me. The world was against me. Society 
was. I hate Society, I don’t like work neither, never did. 
But 1 like agitating against what is established. I hate 
the Royal Family, the landed interest, the parsons, every¬ 
thing that is, except the people—that is, the unemployed. 
1 always did. I couldn’t get work as .suited me. When 1 
died they buried me. in a cheap coffin, dirt cheap, and 
ga''e me a nasty grave, cheap, and a service rattled away 
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cheap,and no monument. Didn’t want none. Oh! there 
are lots of us. All discontented. Discontent I That’s a 
passion, it is—it gets into the veins, it fills the brain, it 
occupies the heart; it’s a sort of divine cancer that takes 
possession of the entire man, and makes him dissatisfied 
with everything, and hate everybody. But we must have 
our share of happiness at some time. We all crave for it 
in one way or other. Some tMnk there’s a future state of 
blessedness and so have hope, and look to attain to it, for 
hope is a cable and anchor that attaches, to what is real. 
But when }'ou have no hope of that sort, don’t believe in 
any future state, you must look for happiness in life here- 
Vve didn’t get it when we were alive, so we seek to procure 
it after we are dead. We can do it, if we can get out of 
our cheap and nasty coffins. But no\ till the greater part 
of us is mouldered aw^y. If a finger or two remains, 
that can work its way up to the surface, those cheap deal 
coffins go to piecers quick enough. Then the only solid 
part of us left can pull the rest of us that has gone to 
nothing after it. Then w'e grope about after the living. 
The well-to-do if we can get at them—the honest working 
poor if we can’t—we hate them too, because they are 
content and happy. If w'e reach any of these, and can 
touch them, then we can draw their vital'force out of them 
into ourselves, and recuperate at their expense. That was 
about what I was going to do with you. Getting on 
famous. Nearly .solidified into a new' man ; and given 
another chance in life. But I’ve missed itl;his time. Just 
like my luck. Miss everything. Always have, e:^ept 
misery and disappointment. Get plenrty of that.” ' 

“ What are you all ? ” asked Square. ” Anarchists out of 
employ ? ” 

“ Some of us go by that name, some by other designa¬ 
tions, but we are all one, and own allegiance to but one 
monarch—Sovereign discontent. We are bred to havp 
a distaste for manual work; and we grow up loafers, 
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• gru.mbling at everything and quarrelling with Society that 
is around us and the Providence that is above us.” 

“ And what do you call yourselves now ? ” 
“ Call ourselves? Nothing; we are the same, in another 

condition, that is all. Folk called us once Anarchists, 
Nihilists, Socialists, Lc^’eUers, now they call us the In¬ 
fluenza. The learned talk of microbes, and bzfcilli, and 
bacteria. Microbes, bacilli', and bacteria be blowed ! We 
are the Influenza; we the social failures, the generally 
discontented, coming up out of our cheap and nsfcty graves 
in the form of physical disease. We are the Influenza.” 

“ There you are, 1 guess! ” exclaimed Square trium¬ 
phantly. .“ IDid 1 not say that all forces were correlatt.d ? 
If so, then all negations, deficiences of force are one in 
their several manifestations. Talk of Divine discontent 
as a force impelling to progress ! Rubbish, it is a paralysis 
of energy. It turns all it absorbs to acid, to envy, spite, 
gall. It inspires nothing, but rots the whole moral system. 
Here you have it—moral, social, political discontent in 
another form, nay aspect—that is all. What Anarchism 
is in the body Politic, that Influenza is in the body Physical. 
Do you see that ? ” 

” Ye-e-s-e-s,” 1 believe I answered, and dropped away 
into the land ol' dreams. 

I recovered. What Square did wn'th the Thing I know 
not, but believe that he reduced it again to its former 
negative and self-decomposing condition. 



« 

» 

IDO not know when I had spent a more pleasant 
evening, or had enjoyed a dinner more than that at 

Mr. Weather wood’s hospitable house. For one thing, the 
hostess knew how to keep her guests interested and in 
geTod-humour. The dinner ’was all that could be desired, 
and so were the wines. But what conduced above all to my 
pleasure was that at table I sat by Miss Fulton, a bright, 
intelligent girl, well read and entertain'ing. My wife had 
a cold, and had sent her excuses by me. Miss Fulton and 
I talked of this, that, and every thing. Towards the end 
of dinner she said: “ I shall be obliged to run away so soon 
as the ladies leave the room to you and your cigarettes 
and gossip. It is rather mean, but Mrs. Weatherwood 
has been forewarned, and understands. To-morrow is our 
village feast at Marksleigh, and I have a host of things on 
my hand. I shall have to be up at seven,''and I do object 
to cut a slice off my night’s rest at both ends.” 

“ Rather an unusual time of the year for a village 
feast,” said I. “These things are generally got over in 
the summer.” ' 

“ You see, our church is dedicated to St. Mark, and to¬ 
morrow is his festival, and it has been observed in one 
fashion or another in our parish from time immemorial. In 
your parts have they any notions about St. Mark’s eve ? ” 

“ What sort of notions ? ” 
“ That if you sit in the church porch /rom midnight till 

the clock strikes one, you will see the apparitions pass, 
before you of those destined to die within the year.” ^ 

296 
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. .“ I fancy our good people see themselves, and nothing 
but themselves, on every day and hour throughout the 
twelvemonth.” 

“Joking apart, have j'ou any such superstition hanging 
on in your neighbourhood ? ” 

“ Not that I am aware of. That sort of thing belonged 
to the Golden Age that has passed away. Board schools 
have reduced us to that of Jbad.” * 

“ At Marksleigh the villagers believe in it, and recently 
their faith has received corroboration.” * 

“ How so ? ”T asked. 
“ Last year, in a fit of bravado, a young carpenter 

ventured to. sit in the porch at the witching hour, and saw 
himself enter the church. He came home, looking as 
blank as a sheet, moped, lost flesh, and died nine months 
later.” * 

“ Of course he died, if he had made up his mind to do 
so.” 

“ Yes—that is explicable. But how do you account for 
his having seen his double ? ” 

“ He had been drinking at the public-house. A good 
many people see double after that.” 

“ It was not so. He was jicrfectly sober at the time.” 
“ Then I give it up.” 
“ Would you venture on a visit to a church porch on 

this night—St. Mark’s eve?” 
“ Certainly I would, if well wrapped up, and 1 had my 

pipe.” 
“ I bar the pipe,” said Miss Fulton. “No apparition can 

stand tobacco smokt. But there is Lady Kastleigh rising. 
When you come to rejoin the ladies, I shall be gone.” 

I did not leave the house of the Weatherwoods till late. 
My dogcart was driven by my groom, Richard. The 
night was cold, or rather chilly, but I had my fur-lined 
o.vcrcoat, and did not mind that. The stars shone out of 
a frpsty sky. All went smoothly enough till the road 
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dipped into a valley, where a dense white fog hung over, 
the river and the water-meadows. Anyone who has had 
much experience in driving at night is aware that in such 
a case the carriage lamps are worse than useless ; they 
bewilder the horse and the driver. I cannot blame Dick 
if he ran his wheel over a heap of stones that upset the 
trap. Vf e were both throwfl out, and I fell on my head. 
I sang out: “ Mind the cob, D^ck ; I am all right.” 

The boy at once mastered the horse. I did not'rise 
immediaVely, for I had been somewhat jarred by the fall; 
when I did I found Dick engaged in mending a ruptured 
trace. One of the shafts was broken, and a carriage lamp 
fiad^been shattered. 

“ Dick,” said I, ” there are a couple of steep hills to 
descend, and that is risky with a ^single shaft. I will 
lighten the dogcart by ^walking home, and do you take 
care at the hills.” 

“ 1 think we can* manage, sir.” 
“ 1 should prefer to walk the rest of the way. I am 

rather shaken by my fall, and a good step out in the cool 
night will do more to put me to rights than anything else. 
When you get home, send up a message to your mistress 
that she is not to expect me at once. 1 shall arrive in due 
time, and she is not to be alarmed.” 

” It’s a good trudge before you, sir. And I dare say we 
could get the .shaft tied up at F'ifewell.” 

“What—at this time of night? No, Dick, do as I .say.” 
Accordingly the groom drove off, and 1 started on my 

walk. I was glad to get out of the clinging fog, w^en I 
reached higher ground. I looked back, and by iSie star¬ 
light saw the river bottom filled with the mist, lying 
apparently dense as snow. 

After a swinging walk, of a quarter of an hour 1 entered 
the outskirts of Fifewell, a village pf some importance, 
with shops, the seat of the petty sessions, and with a sma|l 
boot and shoe factory in it. , 
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. .The street was deserted. Some bedroom v/indows were 
lighted, for’ our people have the habit of burning their 
paraffin lamps all night. Every door was shut, no one 

was stirring. 
As I passed along the churchyard wall, the story of the 

young carpenter, told by Miss Fulton, recurred to me. 
“ By Jove ! ” thought I, “it is now close upon mifinight, a 

rare opportunity for me to ^'sec the wonde\'s of St. Mark’s 
eve." 1 will go into the porch and rest there for a few 
minutes, and then I shall be able, when I meerthat girl 
again, to tell her that I had done what she challenged me 
to do, without any idea that I would take her challenge up.” 

I turned, in at "the gate, and walked up the path^vv^y. 
The headstones bore a somewhat ghostly look in the star¬ 
light. A cross of whjte stone, recently set up, 1 supposed, 
had almost the appearance of phosphorescence. The 

church windows were dark. 
I .seated myself in the roomy porch on a stone bench 

against the wall, and felt for my pipe. I am not sure 
that I contemplated smoking it then and there, partly 
because Miss Fulton had forbidden it, but also because 
I felt that it was not quite the right thing to do on 
consecrated ground. But it would be a satisfaction to 
finger it, and I might plug it, so as to be ready to light up 
so soon as I left the churchyard. To my vexation 1 found 
that I had lost it. The tobacco pouch was there, and the 
matche.s. My pipe must have fallen out of my pocket 
when I was pUched from the trap. That pipe was a 

favourite of mine. 
“What a howling nuisance,” said I. “If I send Dick 

back over the road to-morrow morning, ten chances to 
one if he finds it, for to-morrow is market-day, and people 

will be passing early.” 
As I said this, the, clock struck twelve. 
I counted each stroke. I wore my fur-lined coat, and 

was not cold—in fact, I had been too warm walking in it. 
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At the last stroke of twelve I noticed lines of very- 
brilliant light appear about the door into the church. The 
door must have fitted well, as the light did no more than 
show about it, and did not gush forth at all the crevices. 
But from the keyhole shot a ray of intense brilliancy. 

Whether the church windows ^vere illumined I did not 
see—in I'act, it did not occur to me to look, either then 
or later—but I‘am pretty certain that they were not, or 
the light streaming from them would have brought the 
gravestofi'es into prominence. When you come to think 
of it, it was remarkable that the light of-so dazzling a 
nature should shine through the erannies of the door, and 
fliat none should issue, as far as 1 could sec, from the 
windows. At the time I did not give this a thought; my 
attention was otherwise taken up. For I saw distinctly 
Miss Venville, a very nice girl of my acquaintance, coming 
up the path with that swinging walk so characteristic of 
an English young lady. 

How often it has happened to me, when I have been 
sitting in a public paik or in the gardens of a Cursaal 
abroad, and some young girls have passed by, that I have 
said to my wife ; “ I bet you a bob those are English.” 

“ Yes, of course,” she has replied ; “ you can see that by 
their diess.” 

“ I don’t know' anything about dress,” I have said ; “ I 
judge by the walk.” 

Well, there was Miss Venville coming towards the porch. 
“ This is a joke,” said I. “ She is going to sit here on 

the look-out for ghosts, and if I stand up or speak she 
will be scared out of her wits. Hang It, I wish I had my 
pipe now; if I gave a whiff it would reveal the presence 
of a mortal, without alarming her. I think I shall whistle.” 

I had screwed up my lips to begin ” Rocked in the 
cradle of the deep ”—that is my g'^eat song I perform 
whenever there is a village concert, or I am asked out to^ 
dinner, and am entreated afterwards to sing—I say I had 
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screwed up my lips to whistle, when I saw something that 
scared me so that I made no attempt at the melody. 

The ray of light through the keyhole was shut off, 
and 1 saw standing in the porch before me the form of 
Mrs. Venvillc, the girl’s mother, who had died two years 
before. The ray of white light arrested by her filled her 
as a lamp—was diffused as a mild glow from her^/ 

“Halloo, mother, what 4)rings you horc?” asked the 
girl.- 

“Gwendoline,-! hav-c come to warn j-ou bsick. You 
cannot enter ;.3/ou have not got the key.’’ 

The key, mother ? ’’ 
Yes, everyone’who would pasr> within must have hi.*rcr 

her own key.” 
“Well, where am I to get one?” 
“ It must be foi'ged for you, Gwen. You are wholly 

unfit to enter. What good have you ever done to deserve 
it?” 

“Why, mother, everj-one knows I’m an awfully good 
sort.” 

“ No one in here knows it. That is no qualification.” 
“ And I always dressed in good taste.” 
“ Nor is that.” 
“And I was siHendid at lawn tennis.” 
Her mother shook her head. 
“ Took here, little mummy. I won a brooch at the 

archery match.” 
“ That will jfot do, Gwendoline. What good have you 

ever done to anyone else beside j^our.self?” 
The girl considered a minute, then laughed, and said ; “ I 

put into a raffle at a bazaar—^no, it was a bran-pie for an 
orphanage—and 1 drew out a pair of braces. I had rare 
fun over those braces, I sold them to Captain Fitzakerly 
for half a crown, and that I gave to the charitj'.” 

“ You went for what you could get, not what 3'^ou could 
» >> 
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Then the mother stepped on one side, and the ray shot 
directly at the girl. I saw that it had something of the 
quality of the X-ray. It was not arrested by her gar¬ 
ments, or her flesh or muscles. It revealed in her breast, 
in her brain—penetrating her whole body—a hard, dark 
core. 

“Black Ram, I bet,” said 1. 
Now Black Ram is the local‘ name for a substance found 

in our land, especially in the low ground that ought to be 
the most^fertile, but is not so, on account’ of this material 
found in it. 

The substance lies some two or three feet below the 
suiVace, and forms a crust of the consistency of cast iron. 
No plough can possibly be driven through it. No water 
can percolate athwart it, and consequently where it is, 
there the superincumbent soil is resolved into a quag¬ 
mire. No tree can grow in it, for the moment the tap¬ 
root touches the Black Ram the tree dies. 

Of what Black Ram consists is more than I can say; the 
popular opinion is that it is a bastard manganese. Now 
I happen to own .several fields accur.sed with the presence 
in them of Black Ram—fields that ought to be luxuriant 
meadows, but which, in consequence of its presence, are 
worth almost nothing at all. 

“No, Gwen,” said her mother, looking sorrowfully at 
her, “there is not a chance of your admi.ssion till you have 
got rid of the Black Ram that is in you.” 

“ Sure,” said I, as I slapped my knee, “ I thought I knew 
the article, and now my opinion has been confirmed.” ^ 

“ How can I get rid of it?” asked fhK; girl, 
“ Gwendoline, you will have to pass into little Polly 

Finch, and work it out of your system. She is dying of 
scarlet fever, and you must enter into her body, and so rid 
yourself in time of the Black Ram.” .. 

“ Mother!—the Finches are common people." 
“ So much the better chance for you.” 
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“ And I am eighteen, Polly is about ter,” 
“You will have to become a little child if you would 

enter here.” 
" I don’t like it. What is the alternative ? ” 
“To remain without in the darkness till you come to a 

better mind. And now,^ Gwen, no time is to be lost; you 
must pass into Polly Finch’s body before it growQcold.” 

“ Well, then—here goes ! ’> 
Gwen Venville turned, and her mother accompanied her 

down the path. .The girl moved reluctantly, and pouted. 
Passing out of the churchyard, both traversed the street 
and disappeared within a cottage, from the upper window 
of which light froAi behind a white blind was diffused. • * 

I did not follow, I leaned back against the wall. T felt 
that my head was throbbing. 1 was. a little afraid lest my 
fall had done more Injury than I had at first anticipated. I 
put my hand to my head, and held it there for a moment. 

Then it was as though a book were opened before me— 
the book of the life of Polly Finch—or rather of Gwen¬ 
doline’s soul in Polly Finch’s body. It was but one page 
that I saw, and the figures in it were moving. 

The girl was struggling under the burden of a heavy 
baby brother. She coaxed him, she sang to him, she 
played with him', talked to him, broke off bits of her 
bread and butter, given to her for breakfast, and made 
him eat them; she wiped his nose and eyes with her pocket- 
handkerchief, she tried to dance him in her arms. He 
was a fractious archin, and most exacting, but her patience, 
her good-nature, never failed. The drops stood on her 
broM^ and her limbs tottered under the weight, but her 
heart, was strong, and her eyes shone with love. 

I drew my hand from my head. It was burning. I put 
my hand to the cold stone bench to cool it, and then 
applied it once more to my brow. 

Instantly it was as though another page were revealed. 
^ saw Polly in her widowed father’s cottage. She was 
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now a grown girl; she was on her knees scrubbing the flopr. 
A bell tinkled. Then she put down the soap and brush, 
turned down her sleeves, rose and went into the outer shop 
to serve a customer with half a pound of tea. That done, 
she was back again, and the scrubbing was renewed. 
Again a tinkle, and again she stood up and went into the 
shop to child who desired t.^ buy a pennyworth of lemon 
drops. 

On her return, in came Iver little brother crying—he had 
cut his ftnger. I’olly at once applied cobweb, and then 
stitched a rag about the wounded member. . 

“There, there, Tommy! don’t cry any more. I have 
kissed the bad place, and ii will soon be well.”. 

“ Poll! it hurts I it hurts ! ” sobbed the boy. 
“ Come to me,” said his sister. She drew a low chair to 

the fireside, took Tommy on her lap, and began to tell 
him the story of Jack the Giant-killer. 

I removed my hand, and the vision was gone. 
I put my other hand to my head, and at once saw a 

further scene in the hfc-story of Polly, 
She was now a middic-aged woman, and had a cottage 

of her own. She was despatching her children to school. 
They had bright, ro.sy faces, their hair was neatly combed, 
their pinafores were white as snow. One after another, 
before leaving, put up the cherry lips to kiss mariimy; and 
when they were gone, for a moment she stood in the door 
looking after them, then sharply turned, brought out a 
basket, and emptied its contents on the table. There were 
little girls’ stockings with “potatoes” in them to be darned, 
torn jackets to be mended, a little bo)'’s trousers to be re¬ 
seated, pocket-handkerchiefs to be hemmed. She laboured 
on with her needle the greater i)art of the day, then put 
away the garments, some finished, others to be fini.shed, 
and going to the flour-bin took forth flour and began to 
knead dough, and then to roll it out to make pasties for 
her husband and the children. 
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Poll! ” called a voice from without; she ran to the door. 
“ Back, Joe! I have your dinner hot in the oven.” 
“ I must say, Poll, you are the best of good wives, and 

there isn’t a mother like you in the shire. My word ! that 
was a lucky day when 1 chose you, and didn’t take Mary 
Matters, who was setting her cap at me. See, what a 
slattern she has turned out. VVhy, I do believe, l4)ll, if I’d 
took her she’d have drove me long ago to the public-house.’* 

I Saw the mother of Gwendoline standing bj^ me and 
looking out on this scene, and I heard her say: “ The 
Black Ram is run out, and the key is forged.” 
, All had vanished. I thought now I might as well ysq^ 
and continue my journey. But before 1 had left the bench 
I observed the rector of I'ifewell sauntering up the path, 
with uncertain step.^iU? he fumVjled in his coat-tail pockets, 
and said : “ Where the deuce is the key ? ” 

The Reverend William Hexworthy was a man of good 
private means, and was just the sort of man that a bishop 
delights to honour. He was one who would never cause 
him an hour’s anxiety; he was not the man to indulge in 
ecclesiastical vagaries. lie flattered himself that he was 
strictly a %>ia media man. He kept dogs, he was a good 
judge of horses, was fond of sport. He did not hunt, but 
he shot and fished. He was a favourite in Society, was of 
irreproachable conduct, and was a magistrate on the bench. 

As the ray from the keyhole smote on him he seemed 
to be wholly dark,—made up of nothing but Black Ram. 
He came on slowly, as though not very sure of his way. 

” Bless me! where can be the key ? ” he asked. 
Then irom out of the graves, and from over the wall of 

the churchyard, came rushing up a crowd of his dead 
parishioners, and blocked his way to the porch. 

“ Please, your reverence ! ” said one, “ you did not visit 
me when I was dying.” 

“ I sent you a bottle of my best port,” said the parson. 
“ A.y, sir, and thank you for it. But that went into- my 
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stomick, and what I wanted was medicine for my soul-- 
You never said a prayer by me. You never urged me to 
repentance for my bad life, and you let me go out of the 
world with all my sins about me.” 

“And I, sir,” said another, thrusting himself before 
Mr. He:gworthy—“ I was a ,young man, sir, going wild, 
and you never said a word to,restrain me; never sent for 
me and gave me a bit of warning and advice which would 
have checjced me. You just shrugged your shoulders" and 
laughed, and .said that a young chap like me must sow his 
wild oats.” 
j “ And we,” shouted the rest—“ we were never taught by 
you' anything at all.” 

“ Now this is realty too bad,” said the rector. “ I 
preached twice every Sunday.” 

“Oh, yes—right enough that. But precious little good 
it did when nothing came out of your heart, and all out 
of your pocket—and that you did give us was copied in 
your library. Wh}', sir, not one of }’Our sermons ever did 
anybody a farthing of good.” 

“We were your sheep,” protested others, “and you let 
us wander where we would! You didn’t seem to know 
yourself that there was a fold into whiclj to draw us.” 

“And we,” said others, “went off to chapel, and all the 
good we ever got was from the dissenting minister—never 
a mite from you.” 

“ And some of us,” cried out others, “ went to the bad 
altogether, through your neglect. What did you care 
about our souls so long as your terriers were washeck and 
combed, and your horses well groomed? You were a 
fisherman, but all you fished for were trout—not’ souls. 
And if some of us turned out well, it was in spite of your 
neglect—no thanks to you.” 

Then some children's voices were raised: “ Sir, you 
never taught us no Catechism, nor our duty to God and 
to man, and we grew up regular heathens.” 
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■“That was your fathers’ and mothers’ duty.” 
“But our fathers and mothers never taught us any¬ 

thing.” 
“ Come, this is intolerable,” shouted Mr. Hexworth5% 

“ Get out of the way, all of you. I can’t be bothered with 
you now. I want to go in tb'^re.” ^ 

“ You can’t, parson ! the jjoor is shut, aind you have not 
got your key.” 

Mr. Hexworthy stood bewildered and irrcs(j)ute. He 
rubbed his chin.* 

“ What the dickens am I to do ? ” he asked. 
Then the crowd closed abou*- him, and thrust him Iv'.cV: 

towards the gate. “You must go whither we send you,” 
they said. 

I stood up to folUiw. It was curious to see a flock drive 
its shepherd, who, indeed, had never attempted to lead. 
I walked in the rear, and it seemed as though wc were 
all swept forward as by a mighty wind. I did not gain 
my breath, or realise whither I was going, till I found 
myself in the slums of a large manufacturing town before 
a mean house such as those occupied by artisans, with the 
conventional one window on one side of the door and two 
windows above. Out of one of these latter shone a scarlet 
glow. 

The crowd hustled Mr. Hexworthy in at the door, 
which was opened by a hospital nurse. 

I stood hesitating what to do, and not understanding 
what had taken place. On the opposite side of the street 
was a mission church, and the windows were lighted. I 
entered, and saw that there were at least a score of people, 
shabbily dressed, and belonging to the lowest class, on 
their knees in prayer. There was a sort of door-opener 
or verger at the entrance, and I said to him : “ What is 
the meaning of all this ? ” 
. “ Oh, sir! ” said he, “ he is ill, he has been a^'tacked by 
smi^llpox. It has been raging in the place, and he has 
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been with all the sick, and now he has taken it himself, 
and we are terribly afraid that he is dying. So we are 
praying God to spare him to us.” 

Then one of those who was kneeling turned to me and 
said : “ I was an hungred, and he gave me meat.” 

And another rose up and ^said : “ I was a stranger, and 
he took me in.” , , 

Then a third said : “ I was naked, and he clothed me.” 
And a ^fourth : “ I was sick, and he visited me.” 
Then said a fifth, wdth bowed head, sobbing: “ I was in 

prison, and he came to me.” 
, Thereupon I went out and looked up at the red window, 
and I felt as if I must see the man for whom so many 
prayed, I tapped at the door, and a woman opened, 

“I should so much like to see him, if I may,” said I. 
“Well, sir,” spoke the v^oman, a plain, middle-aged, rough 

creatine, but her eyes were full of tears : “Oh, sir, I think 
you may, if you will go up softly. There has come over 
him a great change. It is as though a new life had entered 
into him.” 

I mounted the narrow staircase of very steep steps and 
entered the sick-room. There was an all-pervading glow 
of red. The fire was low—no flame, .and a screen was 
before it. The lamp had a scarlet shade oyer it. I 
stepped to the side of the bed, where stood a nurse. I 
looked on the patient. He was an awful object. His face 
had been smeared over with some dark solution, with the 
purpose of keeping all light from the skin, with the object 
of saving it from permanent disfigurement. < 

The sick priest lay with eyes raised, and I thought I 
saw in them those of Mr. Hexw athy, but with a new light, 
a new faith, a new fervour, a new love in them. The lips 
were moving in prayer, and the hands were folded over 
the breast. The nurse whispered Irt'me: “We thought 
he was passing away, but the prayers of those he lovecf^ 
have" prevailed. A great change has come over him. 
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The last words he spoke were: ‘ God’s will be done. If 
1 live, I will live only—only for my dear sheep, and die 
among them ’; and now he is in an ecsliasy, and says 
nothing. But he is praying still—for his people.” 

As I stood looking I saw what might have been tears, 
but seemed to be molten Black Ram, roll over the painted 
cheeks. The spirit of Mr. 11 ex worthy was in this body. 

Then, without a word, I tTirned to the door, went through, 
groped my way down the steps, passed out into the street, 
and found myself back in the porch of Fifcwell"Church. 

“ Upon my word,” said I, “ I have been here long enough.” 
I wrapped my fur coat about me, and prepared to go, 
when I saw a well-known figure, that of Mr. FotheTgiii, 
advancing up the path. 

I knew the old gentleman well. His age must have 
been seventy. He* was a spare man, he was rather bald, 
and had sunken cheeks. He was a bachelor, living in a 
pretty little villa of his own. He had 'a good fortune, and 
was a harmless, but self-centred, old fellow. He prided 
himself on his cellar and his cook. lie always dressed 
well, and was scrupulously neat. I had often played a 
game of chess with him. 

1 would have run toward.s him to remonstrate with him 
for exposing him.self to the night air, but I was fore¬ 
stalled. Slipping past me, his old manservant, David, 
went to meet him. David had died three years before. 
Mr. Fothergill had then been dangerously ill with typhoid 
fever, and the man had attended to him night and day. 
The old gentleman, as I heard, had been most irritable 
and exacting in his'illness. When his malady took a turn, 
and he was on the way to convalescence, David had 
succumbed in his turn, and in three days was dead. 

This man now met his master, touched his cap, and 
said : “ Beg pardon, sir, you will not be admitted.” 

“ Not admitted ? Why not, Davie ? ” 
“ I really am very sorry, sir. If my key would_ have 
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availed, you would have been welcome to it; but, sir, 
there’s such a terrible lot of Black Ram in you; sir. That 

must be got out first.” 

“ I don’t understand, Davie.” 

“ I’m sorry, sir, to have to say it; but you’ve never done 
anyone any good.” 

" I paid' you your wages regularly.” 
” Yes, sir, to be sure, sir, for thy services to yourself.” 
“ And I’ve always subscribed when asked for money.” 

“ Yes, ti'.at is veiy true, sir, but that was because you 

thought it was expected of you, not because you had any 
sympathy with those in need, and sickness, and suffering.” 

• “•I’m sure I never did anyone any hanVi.” 
“No, sir, and never anyone any good. You’ll excuse 

me for mentioning it.” 

“ But, Davie, what do you mean ? I*can’t get in ?” 

“ No, sir, not till you have the key.” 

“ But, bless my soul! what is to become of me ? Am I 
to stick out here?” 

“Yes, sir, unless-” 

“ In this damp, and cold, and darkness?” 

“There is no help for it, Mr. P'othcrgill, unless-” 

“ Unless what, Davie?” 

“ Unless you become a mother, sir !” 
“ What ? ” 

“ Of twins, sir.” 

“ Fiddlesticks ! ” 

“ Indeed, it is so, sir, and you will have to nurse them.” 

“ I can’t do it. I’m physically incapable.” 

"It must be done, sir. Very sorfy to merttiort it, but 
there is no alternative. There’s Sally Bowker is approach¬ 

ing her confinement, and it’s going terribly hard with her. 

The doctor thinks she’ll never pull through. But if you’d 

consent to pass into her and become a,mother-” 

“ And nurse the twins ? Oh, Davie, I shall need a great 
amount of stout.” , ' 
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^ “ I grieve to say it, Mr. Fothergill, but you’ll be too 
poor to afford it.” 

“Is there no alternative?” 
“ None in the world, sir.” 
“ I don’t know my way to the place.” 
“ If you’d do me the honour, sir, to take my arm, I 

would lead you to the house?’ ^ 
“ It’s hard—cruel hard an old bachelor. Must it be 

twig^ ? It’s a rather large order.” 
“It really must, .sir.” • 
Then I saw David lend his arm to his former master 

and conduct him out of the churchyard, across the street, 
into the house o# Seth Bowke/, the shoemaker. • 

I was so interested in the fate of my old friend, and so 
curious as to the result, that I follo'ved, and went into the 
cobbler’s house. ? found myself in the little room on the 
ground floor. Seth Bowker was sitting over the fire with 
his face in his hands, swaying himself, and moaning ; “ Oh 
dear ! dear life ! whatever shall I do without her ? and she 
the best woman as breathed, and knew all my little ways.” 

Overhead was a trampling. The doctor and the mid¬ 
wife were with the woman. Seth looked up, and listened. 
Then he flung himself on his knees at the deal table, and 
prayed : “ Oh, gftod God in heaven ! have pity on me, and 
spare me my wife. I shall be a lost man without her—and 
no one to sew on my shirt-buttons ! ” 

At the moment I heard a feeble twitter aloft, then it 
grew in volun>3, and presently became cries. Seth looked 
up; his face was bathed in tears. Still that strange sound 
like the chirping cf sparrows. He rose to his feet and 
mad^ for the stairs, and held on to the banister. 

Forth from the chamber above came the doctor, and 
leisurely descended the stairs. 

“ Well, Bowker,” said he, “ I congratulate you ; you have 
two fine boys.” 

“ And my Sally—my wife ? ” 
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“ She has pulled through. But really, upon my soul, .1 
did fear for her at one time. But she rallied marvellously.” 

” Can I go up to her ? ” 
” In a minute or two, not just now, the babes are being 

washed.” 
“ And my wife will get over it ? ” 
“ I trus/ so, Bowker; a n^y/^life came into her as she gave 

birth to twins.” <■ ^ 
“ God be praised ! ” Seth’s mouth quivered, all his^face 

worked, and he clasped his hands. 
Presently the door of the chamber upstairs was opened, 

the nurse looked down, and said ; “ Mr. Bowker, you may 
confe up. Your wife wants you. Lawk!’ you will see the 
beautifullest twins that ever was.” 

I followed Seth upstairs, and entered the sick-room. It 
was humble enough, with whitewashed walls, all scrupu¬ 
lously clean. The happy mother lay in the bed, her pale 
face on the pillowj but the eyes were lighted up with 
ineffable love and pride. 

“ Kiss them, Bowker,” said she, exhibiting at her side two 
little pink heads, with down on them. But her husband 
just stooped and pressed his lips to her brow, and after 
that kissed the tiny morsels at her side. 

“ Ain’t they loves ! ” exclaimed the miefwife. 
But oh! what a rapture of triumph, pity, fervour, love, 

was in that mother’s face, and—the eyes looking on tho.se 
children were the eyes of Mr. Fothergill. Never had I seen 
such an expression in them, not even when he had ex¬ 
claimed “ Checkmate ” over a game of chess. 

Then I knew what would follow. 'How night and day 
that mother would live only for her twins, how she would 
cheerfully sacrifice her night’s rest to them; how sne would 
go downstairs, even before it was judicious, to .see to 
her husband’s meals. Verily, with the mother’s milk that 
fed those babes, the Black Ram would run out of the 
Fothergill soul. There was no need for me to tarry. , I* 
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w£nt forth, and as I issued into the street heard the clock 

strike one.' 

“ Bless me! ” I exclaimed, “ I have spent &n hour in the 

porch. What will my wife say ? ” 

I walked home as fast as 1 could in my fur coat. When 

1 arrived I found Bessie up. 

“ Oh, Bessie! ” said I," with* your cold you ought to have 

been in bed.” ^ 

“ My dear Edward,” she replied, “how could I ? I had 

lain down, but when I heard of the accident 1‘could not 

rest. Have you been hurt ? ” 

“ My head is somewhat contused,” I replied. 

“Let me feel.* Indeed, it is burning. I will puf on 

some cold compresses.” 

“ But, Bessie, I haye a story to teil you.” 

“ Oh! never mind the story, we 11 have that another day. 

I’ll send for some ice from the fishmonger to-morrow for 

your head.” 

I did eventually tell my wife the story of my experience 

in the porch of Fifewell on St. Mark’s eve. 

I have since regretted that I did so; for whenever I 

cross her will, or express my determination to do some¬ 

thing of which sKc docs not approve, she says: “ Edward, 

Edward 1*1 very much fear there is still in you too much 

Black Ram.” 



- A HAPPY RELEASE 
« Mr. benjamin WOOLFIELD was a widpwer. 

Fer twelve months he put on. mourning. The 

mourning was external, and by no means represented the 
condition of his feelings; for his married life had not been 
happy. He and Kesiah had been unequally .yoked to¬ 
gether. The Mosaic law forbade the union of the ox and 
the ass to draw one plough; and two more uncongenial 
creatures than Benjamin and Ke.siah ’ could hardly have 
been coupled to draw the matrimonial furrow. 

She was a Plymouth Sister, and he, as she repeatedly 
informed him whenever he indulged in light reading, 
laughed, smoked, went out shooting, or drank a glass of 
wine, was of the earth, earthy, and a miserable worldling. 

For some years Mr. Woolfield had been made to feel 
as though he were a moral and religious pariah. Kesiah 

had invited to the house and,to meals,'chose of her own 
way of thinking, and on such occasions had spared no 
pains to have the table well served, for the elect are par¬ 
ticular about their feeding, if indifferent as to their drinks. 
On such occasions, moreover, when Benjamin had sat at 
the bottom of his own table, he had been made to feel that 
he was a worm to be trodden on. The topics of conversa¬ 

tion were such as were far beyond his horizon, and con¬ 

cerned matters of which he was ignorant. He attempted 
at intervals to enter into the circle of talk. He knew that 
such themes as football matches, horse races, and cricket 

were taboo, but he did suppose that home or foreign poli¬ 
tics might interest the guests of Kesiah. But he so^o.*^ 

3H 
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learned that this was not the case, unless such matters 
tended to the fulfilment of prophecy. 
. When, however, in his turn, Benjamin invited home to 
dinner some of his old friends, he found that all provided 
for them was hashed mutton, cottage pie, and tapioca 
pudding. But even these could have been stomached, had 
not Mrs. Woolfield sat stern ftnd silent at the hej.d of the 
table, not uttering a word, t)ut giving vent to occasional, 
very fiudible sighs. 

When the year of mourning was well over, Mr. Wool- 
field put on a light suit, and contented himself, as an indi¬ 
cation of bereavement, with a slight black band round the 
left arm. -He al5o beg.an to look about him for someone 
who might make up for the years during which he had felt 
like a crushed strawberry. 

And in casting Ifis inquiring eye about, it lighted upon 
Philippa Weston, a bright, vigorous young lady, well 
educated and intelligent. She was aged twenty-four and 
he was but eighteen years older, a difference on the right 
side. 

It took Mr. Woolfield but a short courtship to reach an 
understanding, and he became engaged. 

On the same evening upon which he had received a satis¬ 
factory answer to* the question put to her, and had pressed 
for an early marriage, to which also consent had been 
accorded, he sat by his study fire, with his hands on his 
knees, looking into the embers and building love-castles 
there. Then he smiled and patted his knees. 

He was .startled from his honey reveries by a sniff. He 
looked rouhd. Thei'e was a familiar ring in that sniff 
which was unpleasant to him. 

What he then saw dissipated his rosy dreams, and sent 
his blood to his heart. 

At the table sat^his Kesiah, looking at him with her 
beady black eyes, and with stern lines in her face. He was 

' _ 'v startled and shocked that he could not speak. 

\ . 
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“ Benjamin,” said the apparition, “ I know your purpose 
It shall never be carried to accomplishment. ' I will pre¬ 
vent it.” 

“ Prevent what, my love, my treasure ? ” he gathered up 
his faculties to reply. 

“ It is in vain that you assume that infantile look of 
innocence,” said his deceased wife. “You shall never— 
never—lead hci^ to the hymeneal altar.” 

“Lead whom, my idol ? You astound me.” 
“ 1 know’ all. 1 can read your heart. A lost being though 

you be, you have .still me to watch over you. When you 
quit this earthly tabernacle, if you have given up taking 
in ti^e/'Vc/^/, and have come'to realise your fallen condition, 
there is a chance—a distant chance—but yet one of our 
union becoming eternal.” 

“You don’t mean to say so,” said' Mr. Woolfield, his 
jaw falling. 

“ There is—there is that to look to. That to lead you to 
turn over a new leaf. But it can never be if you become 
united to that Flibbertigibbet.” 

Mentally, Benjamin said : “ I must hurry up with my 
marriage ! ” Vocally he said : “ Dear me ! Dear me ! ” 

“ My care for you is still so great,” continued the appari¬ 
tion, “that I intend to haunt you by nigfit and by day, till 
that engagement be broken off.” 

“ I would not put you to so much trouble,” said he. 
“ It is my duty,” replied the late Mrs. Woolfield sternly. 
“You arc oppressively kind,” sighed the widower. 
At dinner that evening Mr. Woolfield had a friend to 

keep him company, a friend to whohi he had' poured out 
his heart. To his dismay, he saw .seated opposite him the 
form of his decea.sed wife. 

He tried to be lively ; he cracked jokes, but the sight of 
the grim face and the stony eyes rivej ed on him damped 
his spirit.s, and all his mirth died away. 

“You seem to be out of sorts to-night,” said his friend. 

y 
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•“ I am sorry that I act so bad a host,” apologised Mr. 
Woolfield. ' “ Two is company, three is none.” 

“ Rut we are only two here to-night.” 
“ My wife is with me in spirit.” 
“ Which, she that was, or .she that is to be?” 
Mr. Woolfield looked with timid eyes towards her who 

sat at the end of the table. She was raising her hands 
in holy horror, and her face was black with frowns. 

His friend said to himself when he left; “Oh, these 
lovers! They afe never themselves so long fts the fit 
lasts.” 

Mr. Woolfield retired early to bed. When a man has 
screwed him.self up to proposing to a lady, it has tA:en 
a great deal out of him, and nature demands rest. It 
was so with Benjamin ; he was sleepy. A nice little fire 
burned in his grate. He undressed and slipped between 
the shectS. 

Before he put out the light he became aware that the 
late Mrs. Woolfield was standing by his bedside with a 
nightcap on her head. 

“ 1 am cold,” said she, “ bitterly cold.” 
“ I am sorry to hear it, my dear,” said Benjamin. 
“ The grave is^cold as ice,” she said. “ I am going to 

step into bed.” 
“No—never!” exclaimed the widower, sitting up. “It 

won't do. It really won’t. You will draw all the vital 
heat out of me, and I .shall be laid up with rheumatic 
fever. It will be ten times worse than damp sheets.” 

“ >I am coming to bed,” repeated the deceased lady, 
inflexible as ever ii'i carrying out her will. 

As‘she .stepped in Mr. Woolfield crept out on the side 
of the fire and seated himself by’ the grate. 

He sat there some considerable time, and then, feeling 
cold, he fetched his dressing-gown and enveloped him.self 
in that. 

He looked at the bed. In it lay the deceased lady, with 



A BOOK OF GHOSTS 318 

her long slit of a mouth shut like a rat-trap, and her hard 
eyes fixed on him. 

“ It is of no use your thinking of marrying, Benjamin,” 
she said. “ I shall haunt you till you give it up.” 

Mr. Woolfield sat by his fire all night, and only dozed 
off towards morning. , 

During the day he called at the house of Miss Weston, 
and was shown into the drawing-room. But there, stand¬ 
ing behind her chair, was his deceased wife with her'arms 
folded on'the back of the seat, glowering at him. 

It was impossible for the usual tender passages to ensue 
between the lovers with a witness presept, expressing by 
gesture her disapproval of such matters and her inflexible 
determination to force on a rupture. 

The dear departed did not attend ,Mr. Woolfield con¬ 
tinuously during the day, but appeared at intervals. He 
could never say when he would be free, when she would 
not turn up. 

In the evening he rang for the housemaid. “Jemima,” 
he said, “ put two hot bottles into my bed to-night. It is 
somewhat chilly.” 

“ Yes, sir.” 
“ And let the water be boiling—not w;th the chill off.” 
“ Yes, sir.” 

' f 

When somewhat late Mr. Woolfield retired to his room 
he found, as he had feared, that his late wife was there 
before him. She lay in the bed with her mouth snapped, 
her eyes like black balls, staring at him. 

“My dear,” said Benjamin, “I hope yoij are more 
comfortable.” 

“ I’m cold, deadly cold.” 
“ But I trust you are enjoying the hot bottles.” 
“ I lack animal heat,” replied the late Mrs. Woolfield. 
Benjamin fled the room and retiirned to his study, 

where he unlocked his spirit case and filled his pipe. The 
fire was burning. He made it up. He would sit there •! 
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night. Daring the passing hours, however, he was not 
left quite alone. At intervals the door was gently opened, 
and the night-capped head of the late Mrs. Woolfield was 
thrust itf. 

“ Don’t think, Benjamin, that your engagement will lead 
to anything,” she would* say, “ because it will not. I shall 
stop it.” • 

So time passed. Mr. Woolfield found'it impossible to 
escape this persecution. He lost spirits ; he lost flesh. 

At last, after sad thought,‘he saw but one waj^ of relief, 
and that was to submit. And in order to break off the 
engagement he must have a prolonged interview with 
Philippa. He.went to the theatre and bought two stall* 
tickets, and sent one to her with the earnest request that 
she would accept it, and meet him that evening at the 
theatre. He had something to communicate of the 
utmost importance. 

At the theatre he knew that he would be safe; the 
principles of Kesiah would not suffer her to enter there. 

At the proper time Mr. Woolfield drove round to Miss 
Weston’s, picked her up, and together they went to the 
theatre and took their places in the stalls. Their seats 
were side by side.^ 

“ I am so glad you have been able to come,” said Benja¬ 
min. “ 1 nave a most .shocking disclosure to make to you. 
I am afraid that—but I hardly know how to say it—that 
—I really must break it off.” 

“ Break what off? ” 
” Our engagement.” 
“ Nonsense. I have been fitted for my trousseau.” 
“ Ybur what ? ” 
“ My wedding-dresses.” 
“ Oh, I beg pardon. I did not understand your French 

pronunciation. I thought—but it does not matter what 
I thought.” 

'* Fray what is the sense of this ? ” 
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“Philippa, my affection for you is unabated. Do not 
suppose that I love you one whit the less. ' But I am 
oppressed by' a horrible nightmare—daymarc as well. 
I am haunted.” 

“ Haunted, indeed ! ” 
“Yes ; by my late wife. She allows me no peace. She 

has madt^ up her mind that 1 ^hall not marry you.” 
“ Oh ! Is that all ? I am haunted also.” 
“Surely not?” 
“It is a-fact.” 
“ Hush, hush ! ” from persons in front and at the side. 

Neither Ben nor Philippa had noticed that the curtain had 
ii-seh and that the play had begun. 

“ We are disturbing the audience,” whi.spered Mr. Wool- 
field. “ Let us go out into the pa-s.'^aeje and promenade 
there, and then we can talk freely.” 

So both rose, left their stalls, and went into the couloir, 
“ Look here, Philippa,” said he, offering the girl his arm, 

which she took, “ the case is .serious, I am badgered out 
of my reason, out of my health, by the late Mrs. Wool- 
field. She always had an iron will, and she has intimated 
to me that she will force me to give you up.” 

“ Defy her,” 
“ I cannot.” 
“Tut! these ghosts are exacting. Give them an inch 

and they take an ell. They are like old .servants; if you 
yield to them they tyrannise over you.” 

“But how do you know, Philippa, dcaresL?” 
“ Because, as I said, I also am haunted.” 
“ That only makes the matter more hopeless.” 
“ On the contrary, It only show.s how well suited we are 

to each other. We are in one box.” 
“ Philippa, it is a dreadful thing. When my wife was 

dying she told me she was going tev- a better world, and 
that we should never meet again, yiuil she has not kept 
her wprdr ( 
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. The gir! laughed, " Rag her with it.” 
“ How can I ? " 
“You can do it perfectly. Ask her why •she is left out 

in the cold. Give her a piece of your mind. Make it 
unpleasant for her. I give Jehu no good time." 

“ Who is Jehu ? ” 
“Jehu Post is the ghost wl?o haunts me. Whjn in the 

flc.sh he was a great admirer of mine, and'in his cumbrous 
way tried to court me; but I never liked him. and gave 
him n\ encouragement. I stubbed him unmereifully, but 
he wa^ one of those self-satisfied, self-assured creatures 
incapalX^ of taking a snubbing. He was a Plymouth 
Brother." • * • 

“ My wife was a Plymouth Sister." 
“ I know she was, and I always felt for you. It was so 

sad. Well, to go cfh*with my story. In a frivolous mood 
Jehu took to a bicycle, and the very first time he scorched 
he was thrown, and so injured his back that he died in 
a week. Before he departed he entreated that I would see 
him ; so I could not be nasty, and I went. And he told 
me then that he was about to be wrapped in glory. I asked 
him if this were so certain. ‘ Cocksure ’ was his reply ; and 
they were his last words. And he has not kept his word." 

“And he haunfs you now ?” 
“ Yes. ‘He dangles about with his great ox-eyes fixed 

on me. But as to his envelope of glory I have not seen 
a fag end of it, and I have told him so.” 

“ Do you really mean this, Philippa ? ” 
“ I do. He wrings his hands and sighs. He gets no 

change out' of me, > promise you.” 
“ This is a very strange condition of affairs.” 
“ It only shows how well matched we are. I do not 

suppose you will find two other people in England so 
situated as we are, and therefore so admirably suited to one 
another.” 

“ There is much in what you say. But how are we 
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to rid ourselves of the nuisance—for it is a nuisance being 
thus haunted. We cannot spend all our time in a theatre." 

“ We must defy them. Marry in spite of them." 
“ I never did defy my wife when she was alive. I do 

not know how to pluck up courage now that she is dead. 
Feel my hand, Philippa, how it tre^ibles. She has broken 
my nerve. When I was you^g I could play spellikins— 
my hand was so steady. Now I am quite incapable 
of doing anything with the little sticks." 

“Well, kearken to what I propose," said Miss V eston. 
“ I will beard the old cat-" 

“ Hush, not so disrespectful; she was my wife.".. 
“Well, then, the ghostly old lady, in her den. You 

think she will appear if I go to pay you a visit ? ” 
“ Sure of it. She is' consumed witlj jealousy. She had 

no personal attractions herself, and you have a thousand. 
I never knew whether sbe loved me, but she was always 
confoundedly jealous of me." 

“Very well,then. You have often spoken to me about 
changes in the decoration of your villa. Suppose I call 
on you to-morrow afternoon, and you shall show me what 
your schemes are." 

“ And your ghost, will he attend you ? " 
“ Most probably. He also is as jealous as a ghost can 

well be." 
“Well, so be it. I shall await your coming with im¬ 

patience. Now, then, we may as well go to our respective 
homes.” 

A cab was accordingly summoned, and after Mr. Wool- 
field had handed Philippa in, and sKd had taken her seat 
in the back, he entered and planted himself with hia back 
to the driver. 

“ Why do you not sit by me ? " asked the girl. 
“ I can’t,” replied Benjamin. “ Pe-haps you may not 

see, but I do, my deceased wife is in the cab, and occupies 
the place on your left.” 
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• “ Sit on her," urged Philippa. 
“ I haven’t the effrontery to do it," gasped Ben. 
“ Will you believe me," whispered the young lady, lean¬ 

ing over to speak to Mr, Woolficld, "1 have seen Jehu 
Post hovering about the theatre door, wringing his white 
hands and turning up. his eyes. I suspect he is running 
after the cab." • ^ * 

As soon as Mr. Woolfield had deposited his bride-elect 
at her residence he ordered the cabman to drive him 
home., Then he was alond in the conveyance with the 
ghost. * As each gaslight was passed the flash came over 
the cadaverous ,face opposite him, and sparks o(, firj 
kindled momentarily in the stony eyes. • 

" Benjamin !" she said, “ Benjamin ! Oh, Benjamin! Do 
not suppose that 1. shall permit it. You may writhe and 
twist, you may plot and contrive how you will, I will stand 
between you and her as a wall of ice.”. 

Next day, in the afternoon, Philippa We.ston arrived at 
the house. The late Mrs. Woolfield had, however, appar¬ 
ently obtained an inkling of what was intended, for she was 
already there, in the drawing-room, seated in an armchair 
with her hands raised and clasped, looking stonily before 
her. She had a,white face, no lips that showed, and her 
dark hair was dressed in two black slabs, one on each side 
of the temples. It was done in a knot behind. She wore 
no ornaments of any kind. 

In came Miss Weston, a pretty girl, coquettishly dres.sed 
in colours, witfi sparkling eyes and laughing lips. As she 
had pre^dicted, she was followed by her attendant spectre, 
a tall, gaunt young man in a black frock-coat, with a 
melancholy face and large ox-eyes. He shambled in 
shyly, looking from side to side. He had white hands 
and long, lean fingers. Every now and then he put his 
hands behind him, 'up his back, under the tails of his coat, 
and rubbed his spine where he had received his mortal 
injury in cycling. Almost as soon as he entered he 
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noticed the ghost of Mrs. Woolheld that was, ^nd jnade 
an awkward bow. Her eyebrows rose, and a faint’ wintry 
smile of recognition lighted up her cheeks. '* 

“ I believe I have the honour' of saluting Sister 
Kesiah,” said the ghost of Jehu Post, and he assumed, a 
posture of ecstasy. ^ 

“ It is e/en so, Brother Jehu,.” 
“ And how do you find yourself, sister—out of the 

flesh ? ” 
The latd' Mrs. Woolfield loe)ked discorfcerted, hesitated 

a moment, as if she found some difficulty in ansv'ering, 
and then, after a while, said : “ I suppose, much as, Jo you, 
fcrother.” ' . 

“ It is a melancholy duty that detains me here below,” 
said Jehu Post’s ghost. 

“The same may be said of me,” observed the spirit of 
the deceased Mrs. Woolfield. “ Pray take a chair." 

“ I am greatly obliged, sister. My back-” 
Philippa nudged Benjamin, and unobserved by the 

ghosts, both slipped into the adjoining room by a doorway 
over which hung velvet curtains. 

In this room, on the table, Mr. Woolfield had collected 
patterns of chintzes and books of wall-papers. 

There the engaged pair remained, discussing what 
curtains would go with the chintz coverings oi the sofa 
and chairs, and what papers would harmonise with both. 

“ I see,” said Philippa, “ that you have plates hung on the 
walls. I don’t like them; it is no longer in good form. If 
they be worth anything you must have a cabinet with glass 
doors for the china. How about the carpets ? ” 

“ There is the drawing-room,” said Benjamin. ’ 
“ No, we won’t go in there and disturb the ghosts,” 

said Philippa. “ We’ll take the drawing - room for 
granted.” * 

“ Well—come with me to the dining-room. We can 
reach _i,t by another door." ^ 
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• In the room they now entered the carpet was in fairly 
good condition, except at the head and bottom of the ^ 
table, where it was worn. This was especrally the case at * 
the bottom, where Mr. Woolfield had usually sat. There, 
when his wife had lectvyed, moralised, and harangued, he ^ 

had rubbed his feet up hnd jjown and had fretted the nap 
off the Brussels carpet. '• •' 

“ I think,” remarked Philippa, “ thaT we can turn it 
about, and by taking out one width and putting that under 
the bookcase arid inserting 4he strip that was4.here in its 
room, we can save the expense of a new carpet. But— 
the engravings—those Landseers. What do you think of 
them, Ben, dear"*? ” 

She pointed to the two familiar rpngravings of the " Deer 
in Winter,” and “ pignity and I mp'udence.” 

“ Don’t you think, Ben, that one has got a little tired 
of those pictures?" 

“ My late wife did not object to them, they were so 
perfectly harmless.” 

“ But your coming wife does. We will have something 
more up-to-date in their room. By the way, I wonder how 
the ghosts are getting on. They have let us alone so far. 
I will run back^ and have a peep at them through the 
curtains.” 

The lively girl left the dining apartment, and her 
husband-elect, studying the pictures to which Philippa 
had objected. Presently she returned. 

“Oh,Ben!^uch fun!” she said, laughing. “My gho.st 
ha(i dr^n up his chair close to that of the late Mrs. Wool- 
field, and is fondlin*g her hand. But I believe that they 
are only talking goody-goody." 

“ And now about the china,” said Mr. Woolfield. “ It is 
in a closet near the pantry—that is to say, the best china. 
I will get a benzolr.'.e lamp, and we will examine it. We 
had it out only when Mrs. Woolfield had a party of her 
elect brothers and .sisters. I fear a good deal is broken. 
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I know that the soup tureen has lost a lid, and I believe 
we are short of vegetable dishes. How many plates 
remain I do riot know. We had a parlour-maid, Dorcas, 
who was a sad smasher, but as she was one who had made 
her election sure, my late wife would not part with her.” 

“ And how are you off for ^lass)? ” 
“ The wine-glasses are fairly^mplete. I fancy the cut- 

glass decanters in a bad way. My late wife chipped 
them, I really believe out of spite.” 

It took ihe couple some time to go- through the china 
and the glass. 

“ And the plate ? ” asked Philippa. 
• ” Oh, that is right. All’ th*e real old silver is at the bank, 
as Kesiah preferred pl^ed goods.” 

“ How about the kitoien utensils? ”, 
“ Upon my word J cannot say. We* had a rather nice- 

looking cook, and so my late wife never allowed me to 
step inside the kitchen.” 

“ Is she here still?” inquired Philippa sharply. 
“ No; my wife, when she was dying, gave her the sack.” 
“ Bless me, Ben! ” exclaimed Philippa. “ It is growing 

dark. I have been here an age. I really must go home. 
I wonder the ghosts have not worried us. I’ll have another 
look at them.” 

She tripped off. 
In five minutes she was back. She stood for a minute 

looking at Mr. Woolfield, laughing so heartily that she had 
to hold her sides. • 

” What is it, Philippa?” he inquired. , 
“ Oh, Ben! A happy release. THey will never dare 

to show their faces again. They have eloped together.” 



THE UP-TRAIN 
# IN a well-authenticated ghost story^names and dates 

should be distinctly specified. In the following story 
I am unfortunately able to give only the y«ar and the 
month, for I have forgotten the date of the day, and I do 
not keep a diary. With regard to names, my own figures 
as a guarantee as that of the principal personage to -tvhoiii 
the following extraordinary circumstances occurred, but 
the minor actors ^re provided wUh fictitious names, for 
I am not warranted to make their r6^1 ones public. I may 
add that the believer in ghosts may make use of the facts 
which I relate to establish his theories, if he finds that they 
will be of service to him—when he has read through and 
weighed well the startling account which I am about to 
give li m my own experiences. 

On a fine evening in June, iS6o, I paid a visit to Mrs. 
Lyons, on my way to the Hassocks Gate Station, on the 
London and Brighton line. This station is the first out of 
Brighton. 

As I rose to leave, I mentioned to the lady whom 1 was 
visiting that 1 expected a parcel of books from town, and 
that I was going to the station to inquire whether it had 

arj-ived 
“ Oh! ” said she, readily, “ I expect Dr. Lyons out from 

Brighton by the 9.30 train ; if you like to drive the pony 
chaise down and meet him, you are welcome, and you can 
bring your parcel back with you in it.” 

I gladly accepted her offer, and in a few minutes I was 
seat^ in a little low basket-carriage, drawn by a pretty 
iron-grey Welsh pony. 

327 
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The station road commands the line of the South Downs 
from Chanionbury Ring, with its cap of dark firs, to Mount 
Harry, the scerie of the memorable battle of Lewes. Wool- 
sonbury stands out like a headland above the dark Danny 
woods, over which the rooks wei:e wheeling and cawing 
previous to settling themselve^s in fo^ the night. Ditchling 
beacon—its steep sides gashed with chalk-pits—was faintly 
flushed with lightr" The Clayton windmills, with their sails 
motionless, stood out darkly against the green evening 
sky. Closd' beneath opens the tunnel id which, not so 
long before, had happened one of the most fearful railway 
accidents on record. 
• The evening was exquisite. The sky was kindled with 

light, though the sun w^ set. A few gilded bars of cloud 
lay in the west. Two or three stars Jooked forth—one 
I noticed twinkling green, crimsori, and gold, like a gem. 
From a field of you.ng wheat hard by I heard the harsh, 
grating note of the corncrake. Mist was lying on the low 
meadows like a mantle of snow, pure, smooth, and white; 
the cattle stood in it to their knees, The effect was so 
singular that I drew up to look at it attentively. At the 
same moment I heard the scream of an engine, and on 
looking towards the downs I noticed the qp-train shooting 
out of the tunnel, its red signal lamps flashing brightly 
out of the purple gloom which bathed the roots of the 
hills. 

Seeing that I was late, I whipped the Welsh pony on, 
and proceeded at a fast trot. 

At about a quarter mile from the station there is'va tu»i- 
pike—an odd-looking building, tenanted then by a strange 
old man, usually dressed in a white smock, over whiclh his 
long white beard flowed to his breast. This toll-collector— 
he is dead now—had amused himself in bygone days by 
carving life-size heads out of wood, anti these were stuck 
along the eaves. One is the face of a drunkard, round 
and blotched, leering out of misty eyes at the passers-by; 



THE 9,30 UP-TRAIN 329 

the next has the crumpled features of a miser, worn out 
with toil and moil; a third has the wild scowl of a maniac; 
and a fourth the stare of an idiot. 

I drove past, flinging the toll to the door, and shouting 
'o the old man to pick\ It up, for I was in a vast hurry to 
reach the station before Dr. f^yons left it. 1 whipped the 
little pony on, and he begai* to trot down a cutting in the 
greensand, through which leads the station road. 

Suddenly, Taffy stood still, planted his feet resolutely 
on the ground, threw up his head, snorted, #nd refused 
to move a peg. I “gee-uped,” and “tshed,” all to no 
purpose; not a step would the little fellow advance. I saw 
that he was thoroughly alarmed; his flanks were quivering* 
and his ears were thrown back. I was on the point of 
leaving the chaise,,when the pony made a bound on one 
.side and ran the carriage up into th=* hedge, thereby up¬ 
setting me on the road. I picked myself up, and took the 
beast’s head. I could not conceive what had frightened 
him; there was positively nothing to be seen, except a pufif 
of dust running up the road, .such as might be blown along 
by a passing current of air. There was nothing to be 
heard, except the rattle of a gig or tax-cart with one wheel 
loose: probably ^ vehicle of this kind was being driven 
down the London road, which branches off at the turnpike 
at right angles. The sound became fainter, and at last 
died away in the distance. 

The pony now no longer refu.sed to advance. It trembled 
violently and was covered with sweat. 

‘'.Wei', upon my word, you have been driving hard!” 
exclaimed Dr. Lyons, when 1 met him at the station. 

“ I have not, indeed,” was my reply; " but something 
has frightened Taffy, but what that something was, is more 

than I can tell.” 
“ Oh, ah ! ” said the doctor, looking round with a certain 

degree of interest in his face; “ so you met it, did you ? ” 
“ Met what ? ’’ 



330 A BOOK OF GHOSTS 

“ Oh, nothing ;—only I have heard of horses being 
frightened along this road after the arrival of the 9.30 up- 
train. Flys never leave the moment that the train comes 
in, or the horses become restive—a wonderful thing for 
a fly-horse to become restive, isn’t it ? ” 

“ But what causes this alarm ? f saw nothing ! ” 
•‘You ask me more than I c^n answer. I am as ignorant 

of the cause as yourself. I take things as they stand, and 
make no inquiries. When the flyman tells me that he 
can’t start^for a minute or tw,o after the train has arrived, 
or urges on his horses to reach the station before the 
arrival of this train, giving as his reason that his brutes 
*beco«ne wild if he does not do so, then I ‘merely say, ‘ Do 
as you think best, cabby,’ and bother my head no more 
about the matter.” * 

“I shall search ^ais matter out,”^ said I resolutely. 
“ What has taken /plade so strangely corroborates the 
superstition, tha^ I shall not leave it uninvestigated.” 

“Take my advice and banish it from your thoughts. 
When you have come to the end, you will be sadly dis¬ 
appointed, and will .find that all the mystery evaporates, 
and leaves a dull, commonplace residuum. It is best that 
the few mysteries w'hich remain to us unexplained should 
still remain mysteries, or we shall disbelieve in supernatural 
agencies altogether. We have searched out the arcana 
of nature, and exposed all her secrets to the garish eye 
of day, and we find, in despair, that the poetry and romance 
of life are gone. Are we the happier fo» knowing that 
there are no ghosts, no fairies, no witches, no men laids, no 
wood spirits ? Were not our forefatlibrs happier m think¬ 
ing every lake to be the abode of a fairy, every foiest to 
be a bower of yellow-haired sylphs, every moorland sweep 
to be tripped over by elf and pixie ? I found my little boy 
one day lying on his face'm a fairy-rir\g, crying: ‘You dear, 
dear little fairies, I tvill believe in you, though papa says 
you are all nonsense.’ I used, in my childish days, to 
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. think, when a silence fell upon a company, that an angel 
was passing through the room. Alas! 1 now know that {*■ 
re.sults only from the subject of weather having been talked 
to death, and no new subject having been started. Believe 
me, science has done gOod to mankind, but it has done 
rrilschief too. If we wish to be poetical or romantic, we 
must shut our eyes to facts;^ The head and the l\cart wage 
mutual war now. A lover preserves a loak of his mistress’s 
hair as a holy relic, yet he must know perfectly well that 
for all practical purposes a bit of rhinoceros hid^ would do 
as well—the chemical constituents are identical. If ?"adore 
a fair lady, and feel a thrill through all my veins when I 
touch her hano, a moment’s consideration tells me thafc 
phosphate of lime No. i is toueijing phosphate of lime 
No. 2—nothing morp. If for a moA’ent I forget myself so 
far as to wave my cap and cheet for king, or queen, 
or prince, I laugh at my folly dext moment for having 
paid reverence to one digesting machine above another.” 

I cut the doctor short as he was lapsing into his favourite 
subject of discussion, and asked him whether he would 
lend me the pony-chaise on the following evening, that 
I might drive to the station again and try to unravel the 
mystery. 

“ I will lend you the pony,” said he, " but not the chaise, 
as I am afraid of its being injured should Taffy take fright 
and run up into the hedge again. I have got a saddle.” 

Next evening I was on my way to the station consider¬ 
ably before th.: time at which the train was due. 

^ stoj^ped at the turnpike and chatted with the old man 
who kept it. I asRed him whether he could throw any 
light ^on the matter which I was investigating. He 
shrugged his shoulders, saying that he “ knowed nothink 
about it.” 

“ What! Nothing at all ? ” 
“ I don’t trouble my head with matters of this sort,” was 

the reply. " People do say that something out of the 
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common sort passes along the road and turns down the 
other road leading to Clayton and Brighton; but I pays no 
attention to \vliat them people says.” 

” Do you ever hear anything ? ” 
“ After the arrival of the 9,30 train I does at times he? 

the rattle as of a mail-cart and the trot of a horse along 
the road; and the sound is ?s though one of the wheels 
was loose. I’ve 'k' been out many a time to take the toll; 
but, Lor’ bless ’ee! them sperits—if sperits them be—don’t 
go for to piiy toll.” • 

“ Have you never inquired into the matter?” 
“ Why should I ? Anythink as don’t go for to pay toll 

^on’r concern me. Do ye think as I knows ’ow many 
people and dogs goes>through this heer gcatt in a day? 
Not I—them don’t pay toll, so them’s no odds to me.” 

“ Look here, my mim ! ” said I. “ Do you object to my 
putting the bar acrcyL the road, immediately on the arrival 
of the train ? ” 

“ Not a bit! rica.se yerscl’; but you han’t got much 
time to lose, for theer comes thickey train out of Clayton 
tunnel.” 

I .shut the gate, mounted Taffy, and drew up across the 
road a little way below the turnpike. I heard the train 
arrive—I saw it puff off. At the same moment I di.stinct'y 
heard a trap coming up the road, one of the whedls rattling 
as though it were loose. I repeat deliberately that I heard 
it—I cannot account for it—but, though I heard it, yet 
I saw nothing whatever. * 

At the same time the pony became restlcs.s, it ^issed-its 
head, pricked up its ears, it .started, pranced, and then made 
a bound to one .side, entirely regardless of whip and rein. 
It tried to scramble up the sand-bank in its alarm, and 
I had to throw myself off and catch its head. I then cast 
a glance behind me at the turnpike. .» I saw the bar bent, 
as though someone were pressing against it; then, with a 
click,-’t flew open, and was dashed violently back against 
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the white post to which it was usually hasped in the day¬ 
time. There it remained, quivering from the shock. 

Immediately I heard the rattle—rattle—^rattle—of the 
tax-cart. I confess that my first impulse was to laugh, 

^ *he idea of a ghostly taxrcart was so essentially ludicrous; 
biu the reality of the wholc^scene soon brought me to a 
graver mood, and, remountuag Taffy, I rode down to the 
station. ’ 

The officials were taking their ease, as another train was 
not due for somt while; sc^ I stepped up to the station- 
master and entered into conversation with him. 'After 
a few desultory remarks, I mentioned the circumstances 
which had occurred to me on the road, and my inabilfi,y to* 
account for them. ' 

“ So that’s what vau’re after ! ” said the master somewhat 
bluntly. “ Well, I can tell you nothing alxnit it; sperits 
don’t come in my way, saving an3 ex.'epting those which 
can be taken inwardly ; and mighty comfortable warming 
things they be when .so taken. If you ask me abo'it other 
sorts of sjjerits, I tell you fiat I don’t believe in ’em, though 
1 don’t mind drinking the health of them what does,” 

“ Perhaps you may have the chance, if you are a little 
more communicative,” said I. 

“ Well, I’ll tell you all I know, and that is precious 
little,” answered the worthy man. “ I know one thing for 
certain—that one compartment of a second-class carriage 
is always left vacant between Brighton and Hassocks 
Gate, by the 9.30 up-train.” 

‘t»For ^/hat purpose ? ” 
“AhJ that’s more than I can fully explain. Before the 

orders came to this effect, people went into fits and that 
like, in one of the carriages.” 

“Any particular carriage?” 
“ The first compie tment of the second-class carriage 

nearest to the engine. It is locked at Brighton, and 
1 unlock it at this station.” 
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“ What do you mean by saying that people had fits ? ” ' 
“ I mean that I used to find men and women a-screeching 

and a-hollerin*g like mad to be let out; they’d seen some’ut 
as had frightened them as they was passing through the 
Clayton tunnel. That was before they made the arrange¬ 
ment I told y’ of." 

" Very strange! ” said I meditatively. 
“ Wery much so, but true for all that. / don’t believe in 

nothing but sperits of a warming and cheering nature, and 
theijfi„ sorf' ain’t to be founu in Clayton tunn’l to my 
thinking." 

There was evidently nothing more to be got out of my 
’friend. I hope that he drank my health that night; if he 
omitted to do so, it was his fault, not mine. 

As I rode home n.v'olving in my‘mind all that I had 
heard and seen, I became more and more settled in my 
determination to tlrbroughly investigate the matter. The 
best means that I could adopt for so doing would be 
to come out from Brighton by the 9.30 train in the very 
compartment of the second-class carriage from which the 
public were considerately excluded. 

Somehow I felt no shrinking from the attempt; my 
curiosity was so intense that it overcame all apprehension 
as to the consequences. 

My next free day was Thursday, and I hoped then to 
execute my plan. In this, however, 1 was disappointed, as 
I found that a battalion drill was fixed for that very 
evening, and I was desirous of attending it, being some¬ 
what behindhand in the regulation number dulLs. 
I was consequently obliged to postpone my Brighton trip. 

On the Thursday evening about five o’clock I started in 
regimentals with my rifle over my shoulder, for the drilling 
ground—a piece of furzy common near the railway station. 

I was speedily overtaken by Mr. Ball, a corporal in the 
rifle corps, a capital shot and most efficient in his drill. 
Mr. Ball was driving his gig. He stopped on seeing me 
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.and offered me a seat beside him. ' I gladly accepted, as 
the distance to the station is a mile and thsee-quarters by 
the road, and two miles by what is commonly supposed to 
be the short cut across the fields. 
''xAfter some conversation on volunteering matters, about 
wiflch Corporal Ball ,was 3<i enthusiast, we turped out 
of the lanes into the statidh road, and I took the oppor¬ 
tunity of adverting to the subject which was uppermost in 
my mind. 

“Ah! 1 have Beard a goBd deal about thaf,” .saij^the 
corporal. “ My workmen have often told me some cock- 
and-bull stories^ of that kind, but 1 can’t say hag ’ow^ 
I believed them. What you tell me is, ’owever, very 
remarkable. I never ’ad it on sucjt good authority afore. 
Still, I can’t belieii& that there’s h\nything supernatural 
about it.’’ 

“ I do not yet know what to beliwe,” I replied, “ for 
the whole matter is to me perfectly inexplicable." 

“You know, of course, the story which gave rise to the 
superstition?” 

“Not I. Pray tell it me.” 
“Just about seven years agone—why, you must remem¬ 

ber the circumstiinces as well as I do—there was a man 
druv over from I can’t say where, for that was never 
exact-Iy hascertained,—but from the Henfield direction, in 
a light cart. He went to the Station Inn, and throwing 
the reins to John Thomas, the ostler, bade him take the 
trap and bring it round to meet the 9.30 train, by which he 
calculated to return from Brighton. John Thomas said as 
'ow th^ stranger was quite unbeknown to him, and that 
he looked as though he ’ad some matter on his mind when 
he went to the train ; he was a queer sort of a man, with 
thick grey hair and beard, and delicate white ’ands, jist 
like a lady’s. The (srap was round to the station door as 
bordered by the arrival of the 9.30 train. The ostler 
observed then that the man was ashen pale, and thly^t his 
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’ands trembled as he took the reins, that the stranger 
stared at him in a wild habstracted way, and that he would 
have driven oVf without tendering payment had he not 
been respectfully reminded that the ’orse had been given a 
feed of boats. John Thomas made a hobservation to the-' 
gent relative to the wheel which was loose, but that hJo- 
servatioii,.met wdth no corresponding hanswer. The driver 
whipped his ’orst and went off. He passed the turnpike, 
and was seen to take the Brighton road hin.stead of that 
by which he had come. A v'orkman hebserv'^ed the trap 
next^dn the downs above Clayton chalk-pits. He didn’t 
pay much attention to it, but he saw that the driver was 

■on his legs at the ’ead of the ’orse. Next morning, when 
the quarrymen went to che pit, they found a .shattered tax- 
cart at the bottom, ;md the ’orse apd driver dead, the 
latter with his neck "broken. What was curious, too, was 
that an 'andkerchief^ was bound round the brute’s heyes, so 
that he must have been driven over the edge blindfold. 
Ilodd, wasn’t it? Well, folks say that the gent and his 
tax-cart pass along the road every hevening after the 
arrival of the 9.30 train ; but I don’t believe it; I ain’t 
a bit superstitious—not I ! ” 

Next week I was again di.sappointed in my expectation 
of being able to put my scheme in execution ; but on the 
third Saturday after my conversation with Corporal Ball, 
I walked into Brighton in the afternoon, the distance being 
about nine miles. 1 spent an hour on the shore watching 
the boats, and then I sauntered round the Ba /ilion, ardently 
longing that fire might break forth and consume ^at 
architectural monstrosity. I believe'that I afterwards had 
a cup of coffee at the refreshment-rooms of the station, 
and capital refreshment-rooms they are, or were—very 
moderate and very good. I think that I partook of a bun, 
but if put on my oath I could not iiwear to the fact; a 
floating reminiscence of bun lingers in the chambers 
of memory, but I cannot be positive, and I wish in this 
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paper to advance nothing but reliable facts. I squandered 
precious time in reading the advertisenjents of baby- 

jumpers—which no mother should be without—which are 

indispensable in the nursery and the greatest acquisition 

in the parlour, the greatest discovery of modern times, 

etc., etc. I perused a,notice of the advantage of metallic 

brushes, and admired the young lady with her hair white 
on one side and black on the other ; I studied the Chinese 
letter commendatory of Horniman’s tea and the inferior 

English translatfon; and coifnted up the numbffr o^ggents 

in Great Britain and Ireland. At length the ticket-office 

opened, and I booked for Hassocks Gate, second clas.s^ 
fare one shilling. 

I ran along the platform till I came to the compartment 

of the second-clasj .carriage whiwt\l wanted. The door 

was locked, so I shouted for a guard. 

“ Put me in here, please.” V 

“ Can’t there, s’r ; next, please, nearly empty, one woman 

and baby.” 

" I particularly wish to enter this carriage,” said I. 

“ Can’t be, lock’d, orders, comp’ny,” replied the guard, 

turning on his heel. 

‘‘What reason,is there for the public’s being excluded, 

may I ask ? ” 

“ Dn’ov^, ’spress ord’rs—c’n’t let you in ; next caridge, 

pl’se ; now then, quick, pl’se.” 

I knew the guard and he knew me—by sight, for I often 

trav'elled^ to atTd fro on the line, so I thought it best to be 

ca’^did with him. I briefly told him my reason for making 

the request, and begged him to assist me in executing my 
plan. He then consented, though with reluctance. 

“ ’Ave y’r own way,” said he ; “ only if an’thing ’appens, 

don’t blame me ! ” 
“ Nevdi- fear,” laughed I, jumping into the carriage. 

The guard left the carriage unlocked, and in two minutes 

we were off. v 
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I did not feel in the slightest degree nervous. There 
was no light in the carriage, but that did not matter, as 
theiV' was twilight. I sat facing the engine on the left 
side, and every now and then I looked out at the downs 
with a soft haze of light still hanging over them. We 
swept into a cutting, and I Wc^tched the lines of flint in 'Ije 
chalk, and4 longed to be geologiising among them with my 
hammer, picking out “.shepherds’ crowns” and sharks’ 
teeth, the delicate rhynconella and the quaint ventriculite. 
I remembeied a not very distant occasion on which I had 
actually ventured there, and been chased off by the guard, 
after having brought down an avalanche of chalk debris 
in a .manner dangerous to traffic whilst endeavouring to 
extricate a magnificent ammonite which I found, and— 
alas! left—protruding* from the side jof the cutting. I 
wondered whether that ammonite was still there; I looked 
about to identify the> exact spot as we whizzed along ; and 
at that moment we .shot into the tunnel. 

There are two tunnels, with a bit of chalk cutting be¬ 
tween them. We passed through the first, which is short, 
and in another moment plunged into the second. 

I cannot explain how it was that notv^ all of a sudden, a 
feeling of terror came over me ; it seemed to drop over me 
like a wet sheet and wrap me round and round. 

I felt that someone was seated opposite me—someone in 
the darkness with his eyes fixed on me. 

Many persons possessed of keen nervous .sensibility are 
well aware when they are in the presence of another, even 
though they can see no one, and I believe that I possess 
this power strongly. If I were blindfolded, I thuak that 
I should know when anyone was looking fixedly at me, 
and I am certain that I should instinctively know that 
I was not alone if I entered a dark room in which another 
person was seated, even though he * made no noise. I 
remember a college friend of mine, who dabbled in anatomy, 
tellinc: me that a little Italian violinist once called on him 
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•to give a lesson on his instrument. The foreigner—a 
singularly nervous individual—moved res,tlessly from Jhe 
place where he had been standing, casting many a4u/tive 
glance over his shoulder at a press which was behind him. 
,At last the little fellow tos.scd aside his violin, saying— 

“I can note give.de lesson if someone weel look at 
me from behind ! Dare “is somebodee in da cupboard, 
I know ! " * 

“You are right, there is!” laughed my anatomical 
friend, flinging bpen the ddbr of the press ancf di|£.gjjsgring 
a skeleton. 

The horror which oppressecj me was numbing. For 
a few moments I could neither lift my hands nor stir a 
finger. I was tongue-tied. I seemed paralysed in every 
member. I fancied that I felt eyet. staring at me through 
the gloom. A cold breath seemed to play over my face. 
I believed that fingers touched my chest and plucked 
at my coat. I drew back against the partition ; my heart 
stood still, my flesh became stiff, my muscles rigid. 

I do not know whether I breathed—a blue mist swam 
before my eyes, and my head span. 

The rattle and roar of the train dashing through the 
tunnel drowned.,every other sound. 

Suddenly we rushed past a light fixed against the wall 
in the side, and it sent a flash, instantaneous as that 
of lightning, through the carriage. In that moment I saw 
what I shall never, never forget. I saw a face opposite 
me, livid as tflat of a corpse, hideous with passion like that 
of a gorilla. 

I (jinnot describe it accurately, for I saw it but for 
a second ; yet there rises before me now, as I write, the 
low broad brow seamed with wrinkles, the shaggy, over¬ 
hanging grey eyebrows; the wild ashen eyes, which 
glared as those oi a demoniac; the coarse mouth, with 
its fleshy lips compressed till they were white; the pro¬ 
fusion of wolf-grey hair about the cheeks and chiu ; the 



A BOOK OF GHOSTS 340 

thin,bloodless hands, raised and half-open,extended towards" 
mo as though t^ey would clutch and tear me. 

In u;e madness of terror, I flung myself along the seat 

to the further window. 
Then I felt that it was moving slowly down, and was 

opposite me again. I lifted my hand to let down ti’ie 
window, alid I touched something: I thought was a 
hand—yes, yes ! it was a hand, for it folded ov jr mine and 
l)<igan to contract on it. I felt each finger separately; 
the)^ij^'^fe cold, dully cold. I* wrenched *my hand away. 
I slipped back to my former place in the carriage by the 
open jvindow, and in frantic horror I opened the door, 
clinging to it with both my hands round the window-jamb, 
swung myself out with my feet on the floor and my head 
turned from the carriage. If the coild fingers had but 
touched my woven lianas, mine would have given w-ay; 
had I but turned my head and seen that hellish counten¬ 
ance peering out at me, I must have lost my hold. 

Ah! I saw the light from the tunnel mouth; it smote 
on my face. The engine rushed out w'ith a piercing 
whistle. The roaring echoes of the tunnel died away. 
The cool fresh breeze blew over my face and tossed my 
hair; the speed of the train was relaxed ; ,the lights of the 
station became brighter. I heard the bell ringing loudly ; 
I saw people waiting for the train ; I felt the viSration as 
the brake was put on. We stopped ; and then my fingers 
gave way. I dropped as a sack on the platform, and then, 
then—not till then—I awoke. There now‘i from begin¬ 
ning to end the whole had been a frightful dream caus'^d 
by my having too many blankets over my bed. must 
append a moral—Don't sleep too hot. 

/ 
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Having realised a competence in Australia, and 

having a hankering after country lif# forthe re¬ 

mainder of my days in the old home, on my ^etuFn to 

England I went to an agent with the object of renting 

a house with shooting attached, over at least three thou¬ 
sand acres, with the option of a pur.'hasc should the place 

suit me. I wiis n« more intcndirlg to buy a country seat 

without having tried what it was like, than is a king dis¬ 

posed to go to war without knowing .something of the force 

that can be brought against him. i was rather taken with 
photographs of a manor called Fernwood, and I was still 

further engaged when I saw the place itself on a beautiful 

October day, when St. Luke’s summer was turning the 

country into a world of rainbow tints under a warm sun, 

and a soft vap.9rous blue haze tinted all shadows cobalt, 

and gave to the hills a stateliness that made them look 

like mountains. Fernwood was an old house, built in the 

shape of the letter H, and therefore, presumably, dating 

from the time of the early Tudor monarchs. The porch 
opened into'the hall which was on the left of the cross- 

5>J;roke, and the drawing-room was on the right. There 

was 9-Ae inconvenience about the house; it had a staircase 

at each extremity of the cross-.stroke, and there was no 

upstair communication between the two wings of the 

mansion. But, as a practical man, I saw how this might 

be remedied. The .front door faced the south, and the hall 

was windowless on the north. Nothing easier than to run 

a corridor along at the back, giving communication both 

34» 
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upstairs and downstairs, without passing through the hall. 
The whole thing could be done for, at the outside, two hun¬ 
dred jfQunds, ahd would be no disfigurement to the place. 
I agreed to become tenant of Fernwood for a twelve- 
month, in which time I should be able to judge whether 
the place would suit me, the ripighbours be pleasant, 
the climate, agree with my wifei^ We went down to Fern- 
wood at once, and* settled ourselves comfortably in by the 
first week in November. 

The housL was furnished ; ft was the property of an 
elderly gentleman, a bachelor named Framett, who lived 
in rooms in town, and spent most of his time at the club. 
He was supposed to have been jilted by his intended, 
after which he eschewed female society, and remained 
unmarried. 

I called on him before taking up our residence at Fern- 
wood, and found him a'somewhat blase, languid, cold¬ 
blooded creature, not at all proud of having a noble 
manor-house that had belonged to his family for four 
centuries ; very willing to sell it, so as to spite a cousin 
who calculated on coming in for the estate, and whom 
Mr. Framett, with the malignity that is sometimes found 
in old people, was particularly desirous of (disappointing. 

The house has been let before, I suppose ? ” said I. 
“ Oh, yes,” he replied indifferently, “ I believe so, several 

times.” 
” For long ? ” 
“ No—o. I believe, not for long.” 
“ Have the tenants had any particular reasons for noi 

remaining on there—if I may be so bold as to inqufi^^ ? ” 
“ All people have reasons to offer, but what they offer 

you are not .supposed to receive as genuine.” 
I could get no more from him than this. “ I think, sir, 

if 1 were you I would not go down to Fernwood till after 
November was out.” 

“ Buti” said I, “ I want the shooting.” 
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“ Ah, to be sure—the shooting, ah ! I should have pre¬ 
ferred if you could have waited till December began.” 

“That would not suit me,” I said, and so tlie matter;;y3i<^ed. 
When we were settled in, we occupied the right wing 

of the house. The left or west wing was but scantily 
fu'-’^ished and looked cheer^pss, as though rarely tenanted. 
We were not a large family, my wife and myself alone; 
there was «. ^nsequently ample accommodation in the east 
wing for us. The servants were placed above the kitchen, 
in a portion of the house* I have not yet described. It 
was a half-wing, if I may so describe it, built on tfeVlfbrth 
side parallel with the upper arm of the western limb of 
the hall and tlie H. This block* had a gable to the north 
like the wings, and a broad lead valley was between them, 
that, as I learnet^ Jfrom the agent, had to be attended to 
after the fall of the leaf, and in times of snow, to clear it. 

Access to this valley could be had from within by means 
of a little window in the roof, formed as a dormer. A 
short ladder allowed anyone to ascend from the passage 
to this window and open or shut it. The western 
staircase gave access to this passage, from which the 
servants’ rooms in the new block were reached, as also the 
untenanted apartments in the old wing. And as there 
were no windows in the extremities of this passage that 
ran due north and south, it derived all its light from the 
aforementioned dormer window. 

One night, after we had been in the house about a week, 
1 was sitting up smoking, with a little whisky-and-water at 
rny elbow, reading a review of an absurd, ignorantly 
writt^fi book on New South Wales, when I heard a tap 
at the door, and the parlourmaid came in, and said in 
a nervous tone of voice: “ Beg your pardon, sir, but cook 
nor I, nor none of us dare go to bed.” 

“ Why not ? ” I asked, looking up in surprise. 
“ Please, sir, we dursn’t go into the passage to get to our 

rooms.” 
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“ Whatever is the matter with the passage ? ” 
“ Oh, nothing, sir, with the passage. Would you mind, 

si^viyst coming* to see ? We don’t know what to make 
of it.”'‘ 

I put down my review with a grunt of dissatisfaction, 
laid my pipe aside, and followed the maid. 

She led me through the hall,»and up the staircase at the 
western extremity^ 

On reaching the upper landing I saw all the maids there 
in a cluster, ^and all evidently much scared: 

..ever is all this nonsense about ? ” I asked. 
“ Please, sir, will you look ? We can’t say.” 

• The parlourmaid pointed fo an oblong patch of moon¬ 
light on the wall of the p'assage. The night was cloudless, 
and the full moon shone slanting in through the dormer 
and painted a brilliant silver strip on the wall opposite. 
The window being on th^ side of the roof to the east, we 
could not see that, but did see the light thrown through it 
against the wall. This patch of reflected light was about 
seven feet above the floor. 

The window itself was some ten feet up, and the pass¬ 
age was but four feet wide. I enter into these particulars 
for reasons that will presently appear. 

The window w'as divided into three parts by w^ooden 
mullions, and was composed of four panes of glass in each 
compartment. 

Now I could distinctly see the reflection of the moon 
through the window with the black bars up afid down, and 
the division of the panes. But I saw more than thal^: 
I saw the shadow of a lean arm with” a hand and^thin, 
lengthy fingers across a portion of the window, apparently 
groping at where was the latch by which the casement 
could be opened. 

My impression at the moment was 'that there was a 
burglar on the leads trying to enter the house by means 
of this dormer. 
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. ■ Without a minute’s hesitation I ran into the passage 
and looked up at the window, but could see only a portion 
of it, as in shape it was low, though broad, ipd, as alr^u^dy 
stated, was set at a great height. But at that moment 
something fluttered past it, like a rush of flapping draperies 
obs'uring the light * 

I had. olaced the ladder, which I found hool^d up to 
the wall, in position, and planted my fo6t on the lowest 
rung, when my wife arrived. She had been alarmed by 
the housemaid, aChd now sh« clung to me, an4i protested 
that I was not to ascend without my pistol. 

To satisfy her I got my Colt’s revolver that I always 
kept loaded, an^ then, but only hesitatingly, did she allow 
me to mount. I ascended to the casement, unhasped it, 
and looked out. could see nothing. The ladder was 
over-short, and it required an effort to heave oneself from 
it through the casement on to the* leads. I am stout, and 
not so nimble as I was w'hen younger. After one or two 
efforts, and after presenting from below an appearance 
that would have provoked laughter at any other time, I 
succeeded in getting through and upon the leads. 

1 looked up and down the valley—there was absolutely 
nothing to be seen except an accumulation of leaves carried 
there from the trees that were shedding their foliage. 

The situation w'as vastly puzzling. As far as I could 
judge there was no w'ay off the roof, no other window 
opening into the valley ; I did not go along upon the leads, 
as it was night, and moonlight is treacherous. Moreover, 
1 .was wholly unacquainted with the arrangement of the 
roof, Et ld had no wish to risk a fall. 

I descended from the w indow with my feet groping for 
the upper rung of the ladder in a manner even more 
grotesque than my a.scent through the casement, but. 
neither my wife—usually extremely alive to anything 
ridiculous in my appearance—nor the domestics were in 
a mood to make merry. I fastened the window after me. 
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and had hardly reached the bottom of the ladder before 
again a shadow flickered across the patch of moonlight. 
^'>1 was fairly''perplexed, and stood musing. Then I re¬ 
called that immediately behind the house the ground rose ; 
that, in fact, the house lay under a considerable hill. It 
was just possible by a.scending the slope to reach the J'-vel 
of the gutter and rake the loads from one extremity to 
the other with my eye. 

I mentioned this to my wife, and at once the whole set 
of maids trailed down the stains after'us. They were 
afi^fA cu remain in the passage, and they were curious to 
see if there was really some person on the leads. 

We went out at the back of the hous^, and ascended 
the bank till we were bn a level with the broad gutter 
between the gables. I now saw that, this gutter did not 
run through, but stopped against the hall roof; con¬ 
sequently, unless there wfere some opening of which I knew 
nothing, the person on the leads could not leave the place, 
save by the dormer window, when open, or by swarming 
down the fall pipe. 

It at once occurred to me that if what I had .seen were 
the shadow of a burglar, he might have mounted by means 
of the rain-water pipe. But if so—how Jiad he vanished 
the moment my head was protruded through the window ? 
and how was it that I had seen the shadow flicker past 
the light immediately after I had descended the ladder ? 
It was conceivable that the man had concealed himself in 
the .shadow of the hall roof, and had taken*-advaptage of 
my withdrawal to run past the window so as to reach tfee 
fall pipe, and let himself down by thaf. 

I could, however, .see no one running away, as I must 
have done, going outside so soon after his supposed 

..descent 
But the whole affair became more* perplexing when, 

looking towards the leads, I saw in the moonlight some¬ 
thing with fluttering garments running up and down them. 
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. ■ There could be no mistake—the object was a woman, 
and her garments were mere tatters. We could not hear 
a sound. •• * 

I looked round at my wife and the servants,—thdy saw 
this weird object as distinctly as myself. It was ipore like 
a glg’^ntic bat than a human Joeing, and yet, that it was a 
woman could not doubtf for. the arms were jiow and 
then throwti above the head in wild gcsflculation, and at 
moments a profile was presented, and then we saw, or 
thought we saw,’long flapping hair, unbound.# 

“I must go back to the ladder,” said I; “youfJeiitSTn 
where you are, watching.” 

“ Oh, Edward^ not alone,” pleaded my wife. 
“ My dear, who is to go with me ? ” 
I went. I had,left the back door unlocked, and 1 

ascended the staircase and entered the passage. Again 
I sav the shadow flicker past thfc moonlit patch on the 
wall opposite the window. 

I ascended the ladder and opened the casement. 
Then I heard the clock in the hall strike one. 
I heaved myself up to the sill with great labour, and 

I endeavoured to thrust my short bod)^ through the win¬ 
dow, when 1 heard feet on the stair.s, and next moment my 
wife’s voice from below, at the foot of the ladder. “ Oh, 
Edward, Edward ! please do not go out there again. It 
has vanished. All at once. There is nothing there now 
to be .seen.” 

1 returned, touched the ladder tentatively with my feet, 
refastened the window, and descended — perhaps in- 
cleganliiry. I then went down with my wife, and with her 
returned up the bank, to the spot where stood clustered 
our servants. 

They had seen nothing further; and although I re¬ 
mained on the spot watching for half an hour, 1 also saw 
nothing more. 

The maids were too frightened to go to bed, ajid so 
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agreed to sit up in the kitchen for the rest of the night 
by a good fire, and I gave them a bottle of sherry to mull, 
and make themselves comfortable upon, and to help them 
to rec'over their courage. 

Although I went to bed, I could not sleep. I was com¬ 
pletely baffled by what I had seen. I could in ng way 
explain-what the object was ^nd how it had left the leads. 

Next day I sernt for the village mason and .aked him to 
set a long ladder against the well-head of the fall pipe, 
and examine the valley between the gabies. At the same 
tJWM I-'vould mount to the little window and contemplate 
proceedings through that. 

Th2 man had to send for a ladder sufficiently long, and 
that occupied some tim'e. However, at length he had it 
planted, and then mounted. When, he api:)roached the 
dormer window— 

“ Give me a hand,” said I, “ and haul me up; I would 
like to satisfy my.self with my own eyes that there is no 
other means of getting upon or leaving the lead.s,” 

He took me under both shoulders and heaved me out, 
and I stood with him in the broad lead gutter. 

“There’s no other opening whatever,” said he, “and, 
Lord love you, sir, I believe that what vou saw was no 
more than this,” and he pointed to a branch of a noble 
cedar that grew hard by the west side of the house. 

“ I warrant, sir,” said he, “ that what you saw was this 
here bough as has been carried by a storm and thrown 
here, and the wind last night swept it up end down the 
leads.” 

“ But was there any wind ?" I asned. “ do not re¬ 
member that there was.” 

“ I can’t say,” said he ; “ before twelve o’clock I was fast 
asleep, and it might have blown a gale and I hear nothing 
of it.” . ' 

“ I suppose there must have been some wind,” said I, 
“and that I was too surpri.sed and the women too frightened 
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.tt) observe it” I laughed. "So this marvellous spectral 
phenomenon receives a very prosaic and natural explana-j 
tion. Mason, throw down the bough and ffe will burn it 
to-night.” ^ 

The brr>nch was cast over the edge, and fell atjthe back 
of house. I left the lea^s, descended, and going out 
picked jftj} the cedar branch; J^rought it into the hall, sum¬ 
moned theV'4;vants, and said derisively; "Here is an illus¬ 
tration of the way in which weak-minded women get 
scared. Now wef will burn the burglar or gh(>st that we 
saw. It turns out to be nothing but this brancif; bRJ^n 
up and down the leads by the wind.” 

“ But, Edward,” said my wire, " there was not a breath 
stirring.” 

“ There must ha^'a been. Only where we were wc v'ere 
sheltered and did not observe it. Aloft, it blew across the 
roofs, and formed an eddy that cahght the broken bough, 
lifted it, carried it first one wa)', then spun it round and 
carried it the reverse way. In fact, the wind between the 
two roofs assumed a spiral movement. 1 hope now you 
are all satisfied. I am.” 

So the bough was burned, and our fears—I mean those 
of the fems'’e.s—jvere allayed. 

In the evening, after dinner, as I sat with my wife, she 
said to me: " Half a bottle would have been enough, 
Edward. Indeed, I think half a bottle would be too much; 
you should not give the girls a liking for sherry, it may 
lead to t)ad it:sults. If it had been elderberry wine, that 
would have been different.” 

"Bulr there is no elderberry wine in the house,” I 
objected. 

“ Well, I hope no harm will come of it, but I greatly 
mistrust-” 

“ Please, sit, it is*there again.” 
The parlourmaid, with a blanched face, was at the 

door. " * 
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“ Nonsense,” said I, “ we burnt it.” 
“ This comes of the sherry,” observed my wife. “ They 

will be seeing'^hosts every night.” 
” B'fet, my dear, you saw it as well as myself! ” 
I rose, my wife followed, and we went to the landing as 

before, ahd, sure enough, against the patch of moonlight 
cast thi'ough the window in ^he roof, was the armf again, 
and then a flutter of shadows, as if cast by fTiCtments. 

‘‘It was not the bough,” said my wife. ‘‘If this had 
been seen-immediately after the sherry I should not have 
bfeeVi surprised, but—as it is now it is most extraordinary.” 

“ ril have this part of the house shut up,” said I. Then 
I bade the maids once more spend the nignt in the kitchen, 
“ and make yourselves lively on tea,” I said—for I knew 
my wife would not allow anothe’* bottle of sherry to be 
given them. “To-morrow your beds shall be moved to 
the east wing.” 

“ Beg pardon,” said the cook, “ I speaks in the name of 
all. We don’t think we can remain in the house, but 
must leave the situation.” 

“That comes of the tea,” said I to my wife. “ Now,” to 
the cook, “ as you have had another fright, I will let you 
have a bottle of mulled port to-night.” 

“ Sir,” said the cook, “ if you can get rid of the ghost, 
we don’t want to leave so good a master. We withdraw 
the notice.” 

Next day I had all the servants' goods transferred to 
the east wing, and rooms were fitted up for ‘Lhem to sleep 
in. As their portion of the house was completely cut off 
from the west wing, the alarm of the domestics died away. 

A heavy, stormy rain came on next week, the first token 
of winter misery. 

I then found that, whether caused by the cedar bough, 
or by the nailed boots of the mason, ^ cannot say, but the 
lead of the valley between the roofs was torn, and water 
came ,in, streaming down the walls, and threatening to 
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severely damage the ceilings. I had to send for a plumber 
as soon as the weather mended. At the same time 
started for town to see Mr. Framett. I had. made up my^ 
mind that Fernwood was not suitable, and by the terms of 
my agreement I might be off my bargain if I gaye notice 
the first month, and then my^tenancy would be for the six 
monthj;,.gnly. I founa the fjfluire at his club. * 

“ Ah!” suM he, “ I told you not to go there in l^ovember. 
No one likes I^ernwood in November; it is all right at other 
times.” • . 

“ What do you mean ? ” 
“ There is no bother except in November." 
“ Why should there be bother,'as you term it, ther ? ” » 
Mr. Framett shrugged his shoulders. ‘‘ How the deuce 

can I tell you? I’v^ never been a spirit, and all that sort 
of thing. Mme. Isiavatsky might possibly tell you, I 
can’t. But it is a fact.” • 

" What is a fact ? ” 
“Why, that there is no apparition at any other time. 

It is only in November, when she met with a little mis¬ 
fortune. That is when she is seen.” 

“ Who is seen ? ” 
“ My aunt Eliza—I mean my great-aunt.” 
“ You speak mysteries.” 
“ I don’t know much about it, and care less,” said Mr. 

Framett, and called for a lemon squash. “ It was this: I 
had a great-aunt who was deranged. The family kept it 
quiet, and did not send her to an asylum, but fastened her 
ii^a room in the west wing. You see, that part of the 
house is partially separated from the rest. I believe she was 
rather shabbily treated, but she was difficult to manage, 
and tore her clothes to pieces. Somehow, she succeeded in 
getting out on the roof, and would race up and down there.^ 
They allowed her to do so, as by that means she obtained 
fresh air. But one night in November she scrambled up 
and, I believe, tumbled over. It was hushed up. , Sorry 
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you went there in November. I should have liked you 
to buy the place. I am sick of it.” 

I did buy Fernwood. What decided me was this : the 
plumbers, in mending the leads, with that ingenuity to do 
mischief which they sometimes display, succeeded in setting 
fire to the roof, and the result was that the west wing.was 
burnt down. Happily, a wall,,so completely separ?.e(l the 
wing frorh the rest of the house, that the fire w as arrested. 
The wing was not rebuilt, and I, thinking that with the 
disappearance of the leads should be freed from the 
af;^./arithn that haunted them, purchased Fernwood. I am 
happy to say we have been undisturbed since. 



AINT.JOANNA 

N the Land’s End district is the little church town 
of Zennor.' There is tio village to speriiv of—ajew 

scattered farms, and here and there a cluster of^cottages. 
The district is bleak, the spil does not lie deep over 
granite that ^cers through the surface on exposeS spot§, 
where the furious gales from the ocean sweep the land. 
If trees ever exisjad there, they have been swept away by 
tlie blast, but the golden furze or gorsc defies all winds, 
and clothes the moorland with a robe of splendour, and 
the heather flushes the slopes with crimson towards the 
decline of summer, and mantles them in soft, warm brown 
in winter, like the fur of an animal. 

In Zennor is a little church, built of granite, rude and 
simple of construction, crouching low, to avoid the gales, 
but with a towq" that has defied the winds and the lashing 
rains, because wholly devoid of sculptured detail, which 
would hm'e afforded the blasts something to lay hold of 
and eat away. In Zennor parish is one of the finest 
cromlechs in Cornwall, a huge slab of unwrought stone 
like a tablef poised on the points of standing upright 
blocks as rude as the mass they sustain. 

Near this monument of a hoar and indeed unknown 
antiquity lived an old woman by herself, in a small 
cottage of one story irt height, built of moor stones set in 
earth, and pointed only with lime. It was thatched with 
heather, and possessed but a single chimney that rose but 
little above the apex of the roof, and had two slates set 
on the top to protect the rising smoke from being blown 
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down the chimney into the cottage when the wind was 
*'om the west or from the east. When, however, it drove 
from north or south, then the smoke must take care of 
itself. 'On such occasions it was wont to find its way out 
of the do^r, and little or none went up the chimney. 

The only fuel burnt in this cottage was peat—not the 
solid black, peat from deep bogs, but turf of only '-^'spade 
graft, taken from the surface, and composed of u'ndissolvcd 
roots. Such fuel gives flame, which the other does not; 
but, on the other hand, it does not throw out the same 
amount of heat, nor does it last one half the time. 

The woman who lived in the cottage was callefl by the 
people of the neighbourhood Aunt Joanna. What her 
family name was but few remembered, nor did it concern 
herself much. She had no relations .a<- all, wnth the ex¬ 
ception of a grand-niece, wdio w'as married to a snaill 
tradesman, a wheelwright near the church. But Joanna 
and her great-niece w'ere not on speaking terms. The girl 
had mortally offended the old w^oman by going to a dance 
at St. Ives, against her express orders. It was at this 
dance that she had met the wheelwright, and this meeting, 
and the treatment the girl had met with from her aunt for 
having gone to it, had led to the marriage. For Aunt 
Joanna w'as very strict in her Wesleyanism, and bitterly 
hostile to all such carnal amusements as dancing and play¬ 
acting. Of the latter there was none in that w'ild west 
Cornish district, and no temptation ever afforded by a 
strolling company setting up its booth wiLhin reach of 
Zennor. But dancing, though denounced, still drew the 
more independent spirits together. Rose Penaluna had 
been with her great-aunt after her mother’s death. She 
was a lively girl, and when she heard of a dance at St. Ives, 
and had been asked to go to it, although forbidden by 
Aunt Joanna, she stole from the cottage at night, and 
found her way to St. Ives. 

Her conduct was reprehensible certainly. But that of 
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Aunt Joanna was even more so, for when she discovered 
that the girl had left the house she baried her door, ar.Q 
refused to allow Rose to re-enter it. The poor girl had 

been obliged to take refuge the same night at th(j nearest 
farm and sleep in an outhouse, and next morrAng to go 

int(,'^St. Ives and enlrpat anticquaintance to take her in till 
she coijld enter into service, fhto servije she did not go, 
for when At^aham Hext, the carpenter, heard how she had 

been treated, he at once proposed, and in three weeks 

married her. .^ihee then no communicatiofl Irad tJiiicn 

place between the old woman and her grand-niece. As 
Rose knew, Joanna was implacable in her resentments, 

and considered that she had been acting aright in what she 

had done. 
The nearest famf to Aunt Joanna’s cottage was occupied 

b^ the Hockins. One day Elizabeth, the farmer’s wife, 

saw the old w’oman outside the cottage as she was herself 
returning from market; and, noticing how bent and feeble 

Joanna w'as, she halted, and talked to her, and gave her 

good advice. 
“ See you now, auntie, you’m gettin’ old and crimmed 

wi’ rheumatics. How can you get about ? An’ there’s no 

knowin’ but you might be took bad in the night. You 
ought to have some little lass wi’ you to mind you.” 

“ I don't w'ant nobody, thank the Lord.” 

“ Not just now, auntie, but suppose any chance ill-luck 
were to come on you. And then, in the bad weather, 
you’in not ht; to go abroad after the turve.s, and you 

c .n’t get all you want—tay and sugar and milk for your¬ 

self now. It would be handy to have a little maid by 

you.” 
“ Who should I have ? ” asked J oanna. 
“Well, now, you couldn’t do better than take littlfi 

Mary, Rose Hext’s "eldest girl. She’s a handy maid' and 

bright and pleasant to speak to.” ‘ 

“ No,” an.swered the old woman, “ I’ll have none* o’ they 
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Hexts, not I. The Lord is agin Rose and all her family, 
"V know it. I’ll have none of them.” 

“ But, auntie;•you must be nigh on ninety.” 
“ I bd^ower that. But what o’ that? Did.i’t Sarah, the 

wife of Aforaham, live to an hundred and seven and twenty 
years, and that in spite of ly'm worritin’ of her wi’ „that 
owdacious, maid of hern, .Hagar? If it hadn’t for 
their goings on, of Abraham and Hagar, ij’s my belief 
tliat she’d ha’ held on to a hundred and fifty-seven. I 
th^nk the Lord I’ve never had no man-to* worrit me. So 
why 1 sl?!)uldn’t equal Sarah’s life I don’t see.” 

Then she went indoors and shut the door. 
Aftcfr that a week elapsed without Mrs.'Hockin seeing 

the old woman. She passed the cottage, but no Joanna 
was about. The door was not open, apd usually it was. 
Elizabeth spoke about this to her husband. “ Jabez,” said 
she, “I don’t like the.looks o’ this; I’ve kept my eye open, 
and there be no Auntie Joanna hoppin’ about. Whativer 
can be up? It’s my opinion us ought to go and see.” 

“Well, I’ve naught on my hands now,” said the farmer, 
“ so I reckon we will go.” 

The two walked together to the cottage. No smoke 
issued from the chimney, and the door xyas shut. Jabez 
knocked, but there came no answer; so he entered, 
followed by his wife. ■» 

There was in the cottage but the kitchen, with one 
bedroom at the side. The hearth was cold. 

“ There’s some’ut up,” said Mrs. Hockin. 
“ I reckon it’s the old lady be down,” replied her husband, 

and, throwing open the bedroom door, he said : “ Sure 
enough, and no mistake—there her be, dead as a dried 
pilchard.” 
• And in fact Auntie Joanna had died in the night, after 
having so confidently affirmed her ^bnviction that she 
wouloilive to the age of a hundred and twenty-seven. 

“ Whativer shall we do ? ” asked Mrs. Hockin. 

/. 
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“ I reckon,” said her husband, “ us had better take 
inventory of wb'’t is here, lest wicked rascals come in • 
and steal anything and everything.” 

“ Folks bain’t so bad as that, and a corpse in t^ house,” 
observed Mrs. Hockin. „ f 

“ ^n’t be sure o’ that—these be terrible wicked times,” 
said tJSK: husband ” And > sez^ sez I, no harm^i:? done in 
seein’ what tVie old creetur had got.” 

“ Well, su’'ely,” acquiesced Elizabeth, “ there is no harm 
in that.” • . • ^ ^ 

In the bedroom was an old oak chest, and* this the 
farmer and his wife oiiened. ,To their surprise they found 
in it a silver teapot, and half a dpzen silver spoons? * 

“Well, now,” exclaimed Elizabeth Hockin, “fancy her 
havin’ these—ancLme only Britannia metal.” 

“ I reckon she came of a good family,” said Jabez. 
“Leastwise, I’ve heard as how she were once well off.” 

“ And look here ! ” exclaimed Elizabeth, “ there’s fine 
and beautiful linen underneath—sheets and pillow-cases.” 

“But look here!” cried Jabez, “blessed if the taypot 
bain’t chock-full o' money! Whereiver did she get it 
from ? ” 

“ Her’s been in the way of showing folk the Zennor 
Quoit, visitors from St. Iv'es and Penzance, and she’s had 
scores o’ shillings that way.” 

“Lord I” exclaimed Jabez. “ I wish she’d left it to me, 
and I could buy a cow ; I want another cruel bad.” 

“ Ay, we Uo, terrible,” .said Elizabeth. “ But just look 
to her be<^, what torn and wretched linen be on that—and 
here these fine bedclothes all in the chest.” 

“ Who’ll get the silver taypot and spoons, and the 
money?” inquired Jabez. 

“ Her had no kin—none but Rose Hext, and her couldn'.t 
abide her. Last words her said to me was that she’cU'have 
never naught to do wi’ the Hexts, they and all tfilbir be¬ 
longings.’ ” 
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“ That was her last words ? ” 
- /“ The very last words her spoke to me—or to anyone.” 

“ Then,” said.^abez, “ I’ll tell ye what, Elizabeth, it’s our 
moral dvpty to abide by the wishes of Aunt Joanna. It 
never dod^f to go agin what is right. And as her expressed 
herself that strong, why us, as Jionest folks, must carry out 
her wishes, and see that nope of all her savings go tgi^hem 
darned and drattefl Hexts.” 

” But who be they to go to, then ? ” ^ 
“ Well—wg’ll see. Fust us •.vill have- her removed, and 

prfTt'idc tkat her be daycent buried. Them Hexts be in a 
poor way, and couldn’t afford the expense, and it do seem 
t« me, ♦Elizabeth, as it would-be a liberal anfi a kindly act 
in us to take all the charges on our.selves. Us is the closest 
neighbours.” , ^ 

“ Ay—and her have had milk of me these ten or twelve 
y^ears, and I’ve never charged her a penny, thinking her 
couldn’t afford it. But her could, her were a-hoardin’ of 
her money—and not paying me. That were not hone.st, 
and what I say is, that I have a right to some of her 
savin’s, to pay the milk bill—and it’s butter I’ve let her 
have now and then in a liberal way.” 

“Very well, Elizabeth. Fust of all, we’ll take the .silver tay- 
pot and the spoons wi’ us, to get ’em out of harm’s wa3^” 

“ And I’ll carry the linen sheets and ]iillow-ca.'-cs. My 
word !—why didn’t she use ’em, instead of them rags?” 

All Zennor declared that the llockins were a most 
neighbourly and generous couple, v hen it was* known that 
they took upon themselves to defray the funeral expenses., 

Mrs. Hext came to the farm, and said that she was 
willing to do what she c(mld, but Mr.s. Hockin replied : 
“ My good Rose, it’s no good. I seed your aunt when her 
was ailin’, and nigh on death, and her laid it on me solemn 
as ed<,dd be that we was to bury her, and that she’d have 
nothin^to do wi’ the Hexts at no price.” 

Rose sighed, and went away. 
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Rose had not expected to receive anything from her 
aunt. She had never been allowed to look at t^ie. 
treasures in the oak chest. As far as she*had been aware,, 
Aunt Joanna had been extremely poor. Bub she re¬ 
membered that the old woman had at one time oefriended 
her, and she was ready to forgive the harsh treatment to 
whi^she had finally been»sub;ected. In fact.^she had re- * 
peatedly made overtures to her great-auht to be reconciled, 
but these overtures had been always rejected. She was> 
accordingly, ndt surprised to learn from Mrs* Hockin that 
the old woman’s last words had been as reported. * 

But, although disowned and disinherited, Rose, her 
husband, ancf children dressed^ in black, and were chfef 
mourners at the funeral. Now it had .so happened that 
when it came to laying out of Aunt J oanna, Mrs. Hockin 
had looked at the beautiful linen .sheets she had found in 
the oak chest, with the object of'furnishing the corpse with 
one as a winding-sheet. But—she said to herself—it would 
really be a shame to spoil a pair, and where else could she 
get such fine and beautiful old linen as was this ? So she 
put the sheets away, and furnished for the purpose a clean 
but coar.se and ragged .sheet .such as Aunt Joanna had in 
common use. That was good enough to moulder in the 
^rave. It would be positively sinful, because wasteful, 
to give up to corruption and the worm such fine white 
linen as Aunt Joanna had hoarded. The funeral was 
conducted, otherwise, liberally. Aunt Joanna was given 
an elrp, at?d not a mean deal board coffin, such as is 

j^provided for* paujiers; and a handsome escutcheon of 
white metal was i5ut on the lid. 

Moreover, plenty of gin was drunk, and cake and cheese 
eaten at the hou.se, all at the expen.se of the Hockins. 
And the conversation among those who attended, ^d 
ate and drank, and wiped their eyes, was rather,*vment 
the generosity of the Hockins than of the virtues of the 
departed. 
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Mr. and Mrs. Hockin heard this, and their hearts swelled 
Avifhin them. Nothing so swells the heart as the conscious¬ 
ness of virtue being recognised. Jabez in an undertone 
informed>a neighbour that he were’nt goin’ to stick at the 
funeral e»penses, not he; he’d have a neat stone erected 
above the grave with work on i% at twopence a letter. The 

‘name and»the date of depasturwof Aunt Joanna, atfO her 
age, and two lines* of a favourite hymn of hj,s, all about 
earth being no dwelling-place, heaven being properly her 
home. » • • * 

If was fcot often that Elizabeth Hockin cried, but she 
did this day; .she wept tears of .sympathy with the deceased, 
aitd happiness at the ovatipn accorded to herself and her 
husband. At length, as the short winter day closed in, 
the last of those who had attended tho /imeral, and had 
returned to the farm to recruit and regale after it, departed, 
and the Hockins were. left* to themselve.s. 

*' It were a beautiful day,” said Jabez. 
“ Ay,” responded Elizabeth, “ and what a sight o’ people 

came here.” 
” This here buryin’ of Aunt J oanna have set us up tre¬ 

mendous in the estimation of the neighbours.” 
” I’d like to know who else would ha’ done it for a poor 

old creetur as is no relation ; ay—and one as owed a 
purty long bill to me for milk and butter through ten or 
twelve years.” 

“Well,” .said Jabez, “I’ve alius heard .say that a good 
deed brings its own reward wi’ it—and it’s a filie proverb 
1 feels it in my insides.” 

“ P’raps it’s the gin, Jabez.” 
“ No—;it’s virtue. It’s warmer nor gin a long .sight. Gin 

gives a smouldering spark, but a good conscience is a blaze 
■ of Jurze.” 

I'h^.^arm of the Hockins was small, acicl Hockin looked 
after his* cattle himself. One maid was kept, but no man 
in the house. All were wont to retire early to bed; neither 
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Hockin nor his wife had literary tastes, and were no^ 
disposed to consume much oil, so as to read at night. 

During the night, at what time she did not know, Mrs. 
Hockin awoke with a start, and found that her Wusband 
was sitting up in bed listening. There was a nroon that 
night^and no clouds in the* sky. The room was full of 
silver ffght. Elizabetli Hotfkin .heard a sound p? feet in 
the kitchen, vvhich was immediately under the bedroom of 
the couple. 

“ There’s someone about,'' she whispered ; l»“ go down, 
Jabez.” ** ^ 

“ I wonder, now, who it be. ^P’raps its Sally.” 
” It can’t bc^ally—how can it, when she can’t get ouf 

o’ her room wi’out passin' through ours ? ” 
“ Run down, Elizabeth, and see.” 
“ It’s your place to go, Jabez.” 
‘‘ But if it was a woman—and rne in my night-shirt ? ” 
“ And, Jabez, if it was a man, a robber—and me in my 

night-shirt? It ’ud be shameful.” 
” I reckon us had best go down together.” 
“ We’ll do so—but I hope it’s not-” 
” What ? ” 
Mrs. Hockin .did not answer. She and her husband 

crept from bed, and, treading on tiptoe across the room, 
descendeo the stair. 

There was no door at the bottom, but the staircase was 
boarded up at the side; it opened into the kitchen. 

They desiSended very softly and cautiously, holding 
e-^ch other, and wj^en they reached the bottom, peered 
timorously into the apartment that served many purposes 
—kitchen, sitting-room, and dining-place. The moonlight 
poured in through the broad, low window. 

By it they saw a figure. There could be no mistaki^ 
it—it was that of* Aunt Joanna, clothed in the tattc/ra 
sheet that Elizabeth Hockin had allowed for her grave- 
clothes. The old woman had taken one of the fiite linen 
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sheets out of the cupboard in which it had been placed,, 
and had spread it over the long table, and was smoothing 
it down with hor bony hands. 

The Hockins trembled, not with cold, though it was 
mid-winrer, but with terror. They dared not advance, , 
and they felt powerless to retreat. 

Then •cl^ey saw Aunt Jcjanmi go to the cupboard^open 
it, and return with the silver spoons ; she placed all six on 
the sheet, and with a lean finger counted them. 

She turned her face towards those wJih were watching 
her proceedings, but it was in shadow, and they could not 
distinguish the features nor note the expression with which 
she regarded them. , * 

Presently she went back to the cupboard, and returned 
with the silver teapot. She stood at on§ end of the table, 
and now the reflection of the moon on the linen sheet was 
cast upon her face, and fhey saw that she was moving her 
lips—but no sound issued from them. 

She thrust her hand into the teapot and drew forth the 
coins, one by one, and rolled them along the table. The 
Hockins saw the glint of the metal, and the shadow cast 
by each piece of money as it rolled. The fir.st coin lodged 
at the further left-hand corner and the second rested near 
it; and so on, the pieces were rolled, and ranged them- 
.selves in order, ten in a row. Then the next ten were run 
across the white cloth in the same manner, and dropped 
over on their sides below the first row ; thus also the third 
ten. And all the time the dead woman was Miouthing, as 
though counting, but still inaudibly. 

The couple stood motionless observing proceedings, till 
suddenly a cloud passed before the face of the moon, so 
dense as to eclip.se the light. 

Then in a paroxysm of terror both turned and fled up 
tnh stairs, bolted their bedroom door, anci jumped into bed. 

There was no sleep for them that night. In the gloom 
when the moon was concealed, in the glare when it shone 
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forth, it' was the same, they could hear the light rolling 
of the coins along the table, and the click as they fell 
over. Was the supjjly inexhaustible? It,was not so, but 
apparently the dead woman did not weary of counting the 
coins. When all had been ranged, she could be heard 
moving to the further end, of the tabic, and there re- 
-eommencing the same procsedii^ of coin-rolling^, ^ 

Not till near daybreak did this sound tease, and not till 
the maid, Sali/, had begun to stir in the inner bedchamber 
did Hockin and his wife venture to rise. Neither would 
suffer the servant girl to descend till they had been do'<^n 
to see in what condition the kitchen was. They found 
that the table “nad been cleared, ‘the coins were all back iK> 
the teapot, and that and the sjjoons were where they had 
themselves placed, them. The sheet, moreover, was neatly 
folded, and replaced where it had been before. 

The Hockins did not speak Lo one another of their 
experiences during the past night, so long as they were in 
the house, but when Jabez was in the field, Elizabeth went 
to him and said : “ Husband, what about Aunt Joanna? ” 

“ I don’^now—maybe it were a dream.” 
“ Curious ug should ha’ dreamed alike.” 
“ I don’t know that; ’twere the gin made us dream, and 

us both had gin, so us dreamed the same thing.” 
“’Tvieie rr^orc like real truth than dream,” observed 

Eliztibeth. 
“We’ll take it as dream,” said Jabez. “ Mebbe it won’t 

happen again.” 
.c'But precisely the same sounds were heard on the follow¬ 
ing filghf. The moon was obscured by thick clouds, and 
neither of the two had the courage to descend to the 
kitchen. But they could hear the patter of feet, and then 
the mil and Click of the coins. Again sleep was im- 
pos^ble. 

“ Whatever shall we do ?” asked Elizabeth Hockin next 
morning of her husband. - “Us can’t uo on likeJthis wi’ 
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the dead woman about our house nightly. There’s no 
tellin’ she might take it into her head to come upstairs and 
pull the sheets cfif us. As we took hers, she may think it 
fair to carry off ours.” 

“ I think,” said Jabez sorrowfully, “we’ll have to return 
’em,” 

“But how?” 
After some consultation the couple resolved on convey¬ 

ing all the deceased woman’s goods to the churchyard, 
by night, an'^ placing them on her grave. 

“ I reckon,” said Hockin, “ we’ll bide in the porch and 
watch what happens. If they be left there till mornin’, 
v/hy we may carry ’em back wi’ an easy conscience. We’ve 
spent some pounds over her buryin’.” 

“ What have it come to ?" 
“ Three pounds five and fourpence, as I make it out.” 
“ Well,” said Elizabeth, “ we must risk it.” 
When night had fallen murk, the farmer and his wife 

crept from their house, carrying the linen .sheets, the teapot, 
and the silver spoon.s. They did not start till late, for fear 
of encountering any villagers on the way, and rot till after 
the maid, Sally, had gone to bed. 

They fastened the farm door behind them. The night 
was dark and stormy, with scudding clouds, so dense as to 
make deep night, when they did not part and allow the 
moon to peer forth. 

They walked timorously, and side by side, looking 
about them a.s they proceeded, and on reaching the 
churchyard gate they halted to pluck up courage before 
opening and venturing within. Jabez'had furnished him¬ 
self with a bottle of gin, to give courage to himself and 
his wife. 

Together they heaped the articles that Iiad belonged to 
Aunt Joanna upon the fresh grave, but as they did so the 
wind ca^ught the linen and unfurled and flapped it, and 
they we'-e forced to place stones upon it to hold it down. 
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Then, quaking with fear, they retreated to the cljurch 
porch, and Jabez, uncorking the bottle, first took a long 
pull himself, and then presented it to his 

And now down came a tearing rain, driven by a blast 
from the Atlantic, howling among the grav^estones, and 
screaming in the battlements of the tower and its bell- 

,^amber windows. The night was so dark, and the rain 
fell so heavil)’^, that they could see nothing for Tull half an 
liour. But t.’cn the clouds were rent asunder, and the 
moon glared white and ghastly over the churchyard. 

Elizabeth caught her htTsband by the arm and pointed. 
There was, however,‘noticed for her to indicate that on 
which his eyou were fixed already. ♦ 

' Both saw a lean hand come up out of the grave, and lay 
hold of one of tlie;fine linen sheets and drag at it. They 
saw it drag the .sheet by one corner, and then it went 
down underground, and the sheet followed, as though 
sucked down in a vortex; fold on fold it descended, till 
the entire sheet had disappeared. 

“ Her have taken it for her windin’ sheet,” whispered 
Elizabeth. “ Whativer will her do wd’ the rest ? ” 

“ Have a^fop o’ gin ; this be terrible tryin’,” said Jabez 
in an undertone; and again the couple put their lips to 
the bottle, which came away considerably lighter after the 
draughts? 

“ Look ! ” ^sped Elizabeth. 
Again the lean hand with long fingers appeared above 

the soil, and this was seen groping about the grass till it 
.^jaid hold of •the teapot. Then it groped again, and 

gatfl^red' up the spoons, that flashed in the moonbeams. 
NexvVp came the second hand, and a long arm that 
stretclyfed along the grave till it reached the other sheets. 
At qnfce, on baiqg raised, these sheets were caught by the 
wind,-and flapped apd fluttered like half-hoisted s'ails. The 
hands retained them for a while till they bellied with the 
wind, and then let them g^, and they were swept ^way by 
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the blast across the churchyard, over the wall, and lodged 
in the carpenter’s yard that adjoined, among his timber. 

“She have sent 'em to the I Texts,” whispered Elizabeth. 
Next the hands began to trifle with the teapot, and to 

shake out some of the coins. 
In a minute some silver pieces were flung with so true 

an aim that they fell clinking down on the floor of th2 

porch. * 
How many coins, how much money was cast, the couple 

were in no wiood to estimate.'' . 
‘^Then "hey saw the hands coiicct the pillow-cases, and 

proceed to roll up the teapot and silver spoons in them, 
c^nd, that done, the whib' bundle was cast into the air, and 
caught by the wind and carried over the churchyard w3tll 
into the wheelwright’s yard. 

At once a curtain of vapour rushed across the face of 
the moon, and again the graveyard was buried in darkness. 
Half an hour elapsed before the moon shone out again. 
Then the Hockins saw that nothing was stirring in the 
cemetery. 

“ I reckon us may go now,” said Jabez, 
“ Let us gather up what she chucked tc us,” advised 

Elizabeth. 
.So the couple felt about the floor, and collected a 

number of coins. What they were they could not tell till 
they reached their home, and had lighted a candle. 

“ How much be it?” asked Elizabeth. 
“Three pound five and fourpence, exact*/’’‘answered 

J abez. 
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A PERCENTAGE of the South African Boers—how 
large or hlDW- small that percentage is h^as not been 

determined — is posses,st^!r^of a rudimentary ccmsciencfc, 
much as the oyster has incipient eyes, and the snake 
initiatory articulations for feeCv^ich in the course of long 
ages may, under suitable conditions, develop into an active 
faculty. , • 

If Jacob Van Heeren possessed any conscience at all it 
was the merest protoplasm of on^. 

He occupied Heerendorp, a ramshackle farmhouse under 
a kopje, and had cattle and horses, also a wife and grown¬ 
up sons and daughters. 

When war broke out Jacob hoisted the white flag 
at the gablcNpnd he and his sons indulged their sporting 
instincts by shopting down such officers and men of the 
British army as went to the farm, unsuspecting treachery. 

Heerendorp by this means obtained an evil notoriety, 
and it was or(fbred to be burnt, and the women of Jacob’s 
family to be transferred to a concentration camp where 
they woukWiie mollycoddled at the expense of the English 
l^axpayer. ThfUTs J acob and his sons were delivered from all 
anxifcty as to their Womankind, and were given a free field 
in whioli to exercise their mischievous ingenuity. As to 
their c'^tle and horses that had been commandeered, they 
held receipts winch would entitle them to claim full value 
for the beasts at the termination of hostilities. ‘ 

Jacob and his sons might have joined one of the com¬ 
panies under a Boer ge^ral, but they pi'eferwxj inde- 

367 
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pervdent action, and their peculiar tactics, which proved 
eminently successful. 

That achievj^ment in which Jacob exhibited most slim¬ 
ness, and of which he was pre-eminently proud, was as 
follows : feigning himself to be wounded, he I’ollcd on the 
ground, waving a white kerclv'ef, and crying out for water. 
A young English lieutenant a#- once nllcd a cup and ran.t” 
his assistance, when Jacob shot him through the heart. 

When the war was over Van Heeren got/uis farm rebuilt 
and re.stocked at the expen.so of the B-ritish taxpayer, and 
rtceived, his wife and daughtdis .from the concentration 
camp, plump as partridges. 

So 9s)on as the new Heerendorp was read).- for occupation, 
Jacob took a large knife and cut seventeen notches in the 
doorpost. 

“What is that for, Jacob?” asked his wife. 
“ They are reminders of the Britishers 1 have shot.” 
“ Well,” said she, “ if I hadn’t killed more Rooineks than 

that, I’d be ashamed of myself.” 
“ Oh, I shot more in open fight. I didn’t count them ; I 

only reckon such as I’ve been slim enough to^ befool with 
the white flag,” said the Boer. 

Now the lieutenant whom Jacob Van Heeren had killed 
when bringing him a cup of cold water, was Aneurin Jones, 
and he was the only son of his mother, anc^ sha a widow 
in North Wales. On Aneurin her heart Ilad been set, in 
him was all her pride. Beyond him she had no ambition. 
About him every fibre of her heart was ent-’ivene^. Life 
had to her no charms apart from him. When the new= 
of his death reached her, unaccompanied by particulars, 
she was smitten with a sorrow that almost reached de.spair. 
The joy was gone out of her life, the light from her sky. 
The prospect was a blank before her^. - She sank into 
profound despondency, and would have welcomed death 
as an end to an aimless, a hopeless life. 

But peace was concluded, and some comrades of 
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Aneurin returned home, the story of how he had met his 
death was divulged to her. 

Then the passionate Welsh mother’s hcKt became as a 
live coal within her breast. An impotent rage against his 
murderer consumed her. She did not know the name of the 
man who had killed him,she4)ut ill understood where her son 

-i-Sad fallen. Had she*kno\^, ha4 she been able, she would ‘ 
have gone out to South Africa, and have gloried in being 
able to stab t<5.lhe heart the man who had so treacherously 
murdered her Aneurin. how was he to tie Identified ? 

The fact that she was.jP{owerless to avenge his ^eath was 
a torture to her. She could ij^qt sleep, she could not eat, 
she writhed, sfie moaned, she bit. her fingers, she chafed a' 
her incapacity to execute justice on the murderer. A 
feverish flame wa? lit in her hollow cheeks. Her lips 
became parched, her tongue dry, her dark eyes glittered as 
if sparks of unquenchable fire had been kindled in them. 

She sat with clenched hands and set teeth before her 
dead grate, and the purple veins swelled and throbbed in 
her temples. 

Oh! if fu?ly she knew the name of the man who had 
shot her An^rin ! 

Oh! if only ^he could find out a way to recompense 
him for the wrong he had done ! 

These *verei her only thoughts. And the sole passage 
in her Bible shfc could read, and which she read over and 
over again, wai the story of the Importunate Widow who 
cried to ti«?*judge, “ Avenge me of mine adversary! ” and 

^ ’yho was heard'Tor her persistent asking. 
Thus passed a fdrtnight. She was visibly wasting in 

flesh, bpt the fire within her burned only the fiercer as her 
bodily"strength failed. 

Then, all at an idea shot like a meteor through her 
brain. ‘ She rcmeml ered to have heard of the Curs’ing Well 
of St. Elian, near Colwyn. She recalled thQ fact that the 
last “ Priest of the Well,” iVi old man who ha’dlTITSd hard 

2 li 
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by, and who had initiated postulants into the mysteries of 
the well, had been brought before the magistrates for 

‘ obtaining money under false j)retences, and had been sent 
to gaol at Chester; and th.at the parson of Llanelian had 
taken a crowbar and had ripped up the wall tliat enclosed 
the spring, and had done what lay in his power to destroy 
it and bloCout the remembrance’ of tfie powers of the well, 
or to ruin its efficacy. 

But the spring still flowed. Had it Ic-.t its virtues? 
Cpuld a pardon, could magistrates bring to naught what 
had been for centuries ? 

She remembered, further, ,that the granddaughter of the 
Priest’ of the Well” was then an inmate of the workhouse 

at Denbigh. Was it not possible that she should know 
the ritual of St. Elian’s spring?—should be able to assist 
her in the desire of her heart? 

Mrs. Winifred Jones resolved on trying. She went to 
the workhouse and sought out the woman, an old and 
infirm creature, and had a conference with her. She found 
the woman, a poor, decrepit creature, very shy of speaking 
about the well, very unwilling to be drawn into ^ confession 
of the extent of her knowledge, very much afraid of the 
magistrates and the master of the workhouse punishing 
her if she had anything to do with the well; but the in¬ 
tensity of Mrs. Jones, her vehemence in ^-osecuting her 
inquiries, and, above all, the gift of half a sovereign pressed 
into her palm, with the promise of anothef. if she assisted 
Mrs. Winifred in the prosecution of her pu/pw.sr, finally 
overcame her scruples, and she told all that she knew. 

“You must visit St. Elian’s, maddm,” said she, “when 
the moon is at the wane. You must write the name of 
him who.se death you desire on a pebble, and drop iV into 
the watef, and recite the sixty-ninth Ps^hij.” 

“ But,” objected the widow, “ I do .not know his name, 
« 

and I have no means of discovering it. I want to kill the 
man who murdered my son.” 
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The old woman considered, and then said : '‘In this 
case it is different. There is a way under these circum¬ 
stances. Murdered, was your son ?” •* 

“Yes, he was treacherously shot.” 
“ Then you will have to call on your son by name, as 

you let fall the pebble, antl*say: ‘Let him be wiped out of, 
fhc book of the living. -Averfge me gf min^.. adversary, 
O my God.’ ^ And you must go on dropping in pebbles, 
reciting the sajpe prayer, till you see the water of the 
spring boil up black Then you will know that 
your prayer has been h'eard*, and that the curse has wrought.” 

Winifred Jy\es departed in-some elation. 
She waited till the moon changed, and then .she went 

to the spring. It was near a hedge; there were trees by 
it. Apparently it had been unsought for many years. 
But it still flowed. About it lav scattered a few stones 
that had once formed the bounds. 

She looked about her. No one was by. The sun was 
declining, and would soon .set. She bent over the water 
—it was perfectly clear. She had collected a lapful of 
rounded t*tc-^es. 

Then she ctied out: “ Aneurin ! come to my aid against 
your murderer* Let him be blotted out of the book of 
the living. Avenge me on my adversary, O my God ! ” 
and she dropjied a pebble into the water. 

Then rose albubble. That was all. 
She pau.sed" but for a moment, then again she cried ; 

“ Aneutin ! coi^jc to my aid against your murderer. Let 
aim be hk)tted out i)f the book of the living. Avenge me 
on my adversary, O my God!” 

.Oj^ce more a pebble was let fall. It splashed into the 
spring, but th<grc was no change save that ripples were 
sent against the :.ide. 

A third—then a fourth—she went on ; the sua sent a 
shaft of yellow glory through the trees oveMhejsjjiing. 

Then someone passed klong the road hard by, and 
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Mfs. Winifred Jones held her breath, and desisted till the 
footfall had died away. 

• But then she*continued, stone after stone was dropped, 
and the ritual was followed, till the seventeenth had dis¬ 
appeared in the well, when up rose a column of black fluid 
boiling as it were from belotv, the colour of ink; and 
the widow pressed^her hands together, and drew a sigh of 
relief; her prayer had been heard, and her curse had taken 
effect. 

• • 

.She cast Sway the rest of -^hg pebbles, let down her 
skirt, and'went away rejoicing. „ 

It so* fell out that on *^'this very evening Jacob Van 
Heeren had gone to bed early, as he had risen before 
daybreak, and had been riding all day.' ' Ilis family were 
in the outer room, when they were startled by a hoarse cry 
from the bedroom. He was a short-tempered, imperious 
man, accustomed to yell at his wife and children when he 
needed them ; but this cry was of an unusual character, it 
had in it the ring of alarm. His wife went to him to 
inquire what was the matter. She found t,he« old Boer 
sitting up in bed with one leg extended, his lace like dirty 
stained leather, his eyes starting out of hi'i head, and his 
mouth opening and shutting, lifting and depressing his 
shaggy, grey beard, as though he were tryine’to speak, but 
could not utter words. a 

“Pete!” she called to her eldest son, “Jome here, and 
see what ails your father.” ^ '*" * 

Pete and others entered, and sto<pd about -.the bed$ 
.staring stupidly at the old man, unable to comprehend 
what had come over him. 

“ Fetch him some brandy, Pete,” said the. mother “ he 
looks as j{ he had a fit.” 

When some spirits had been poured down his throat 
the farmer was? revived, and said huskily : “ Take it away ! 
Quick, take it off! ” 
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“ Take what away ? ” 
" The white flag.” 

" “ There is none here.” , 
“It is there—there, wrapped about my foot.” 
The wife looked at the outstretched leg, and saw 

nothing. Jacob became ^ngry, he swore at her, and 
j^elled : “ Take it off; it 1%chilling me to the bene.” • 

“ There is nothing there.” 
“ But I sa^’ it is. I saw him come in-” 
“ Saw whom,* father ? ” asked one of the sons. 
“ I saw that Rooipe4l’ lieutenant I shot whg-n he fl^as 

bringing me drink, tfiinkihg I was wounded. He came in 
through the dbtr-” 

“ That is not possible—he must have pas.sed us.” 
“ I say he did come. I saw him, and he held the 

white rag, and he came upon me and gave me a twist 
j\’ith the flag about my foot, and there it is—it numbs 
me. I cannot move it. Quick, quick, take it away.” 

“ 1 repeat there is nothing there,” said his wife. 
“ Pull off his stocking,” said Pete Van Hecren ; “ he has 

got a chill in his foot, and fancies this nonsense. He has 
been drekming.” 

“It was not a dream,” roared Jacob; “I saw him as 
clearly as I see you, and he wrapped my foot up in that 
accursed flag.” 

“ Accursed »flag ! ” exclaimed Samuel, the second son, 
“ That’s a ficp way to speak of it, father, when it served 
you sp 

“ Take it of?, you dogs ! ” yelled the old man, “ and don’t 
stand staring and marking round me.” 

The stocking was removed from his leg, and then it was 
setn that his foot—the left foot—had turned a livid white. 

“ Go and host a brick,” said the housewife to one of her 
daughters ; “ it is just the circulation has stopped.” 

But no artificial warmth served to restore thfe flow of 
blood, and the natural hdfcit. \ 

h t. 
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Jacob passed a sleepless ni£jht. 
'Next morning he rose, but limped ; all feeling had gone 

out of the foot. ^ His wife vainly urged him to keep to his 
*bed. He was olistinatc, and would get up ; but he could 
not walk without the help of a stick. When clothed, he 
hobbled into the kitchen and piit the numbed foot to the 

.fire, and the stocking sole begi^n to smoke, it was .singed 
and went to pieces^ but his‘foot was insensible to the heat. 
Then he went forth, aided by the stick, to ^Kis farmyard, 
hoping that movement would ^store feeling and warmth ; 
buP this also was in v^ain. In vthe evening he .seated 
himself on a bench outside th^ dobr, whilst his family 
a^e supper. He ordered >liem to bring;. ‘Sood to him. 
He felt easier in the open air than within door.s. 

WTilst his wife and children were about the table at 
their meal, they heard a scream without, more like that 
of a wounded horse than a man, and all rushed forth, to 
find Jacob in a paroxysm of terror only less severe than 
that of the preceding night. 

“ He came on me again,” he gasped ; “ the same man, I 
do not know from whence—he seemed to spring out of 
the di.stance. I saw him first like smoke, -bu'c with a 
white flicker in it; and then he got nearer and became 
more distinct, and I knew it was he ; and he had another 
of those white napkins in his hand. I could no^ call for 
help—I tried, I could utter no sound, till he-wrapped it— 
that white rag—round my calf, and then. With the cold 
and pain, I cried out, and he vani.shed.” 

“ Father,” said Pete, “ you fell asleep and ‘ireamt thi.s.” 
“ I did not. I saw him, and I felt whrfc he did. Give me 

your hand. I cannot rise. I mu.st go within. Good Lord, 
when will thi.s come to an end ? ” • 

When lifted from his seat it was seen that his left leg 
dragged. /’He had to lean heavily on ln.s' son on one side 
and his xVife on the other, and he allowed himself, without 
remonstrcuirs:. to be put to bed. / 
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It was then seen that the dead whiteness, as of a corpse, 
had spread from the foot up the calf. 

lie is going to have a paralytic stroke^ that is it,^’ said 

Pete. “You, Samuel, must ride for a doctor to-morrow 

morning, not that he can do much good, if what I think 

be the case.” 

^ On tlie^sccond dc2y the^old man persisted in his deter-, 
mination to rise. lie was deaf to ail remonstrance, he 

would get u^i and go about, as far as he was able. But 

his ability wa^ small. In^the evening, as the sun went 

down, he was sitting^ c^fouched over the fird? Jbe fantily 

had finished supper,*and cdl had left the room except his 
wife, who V. removing the' dishes, when she, heard,a 

gasping and struggling by the fire, and, turning her head, 

saw her husband writhing on his stool,* clinging to it 

with his hands, with his left leg out, his mouth foaming, 

and lie was snorting with terror or pain. 

She ran to him at once. 
“ Jacob, what is it ? ” 

“ He is at me again ! Beat him off with the broom ! ” 

he .screamed. “ Keep him away. He is wrapi;)ing the 

white flrfg round my knee.” 

Pete and the others ran in, and raised their father, who 

was falling out of his .seat, and conveyed him to bed. 
It wa:: m>w seen that his knee had become hard and 

stiff, his calf was as if frozen ; the whiteness had ex¬ 

tended upwards to the knee. 

Nexty^ay a surgeon arrived. He examined the old man, 

and cxprcs.scd’ his conviction that he had a stroke. But 

it was cf paralytic attack of an unusual chfiracter, as it had 
in no way affected his speech or his left arm and hand. 

}-Ie reqpmmcnded hot fomentation-s. 

^iitill the farmer would not be confined to bed; he in.sisted 

on being dressed and as.sisted into the kitchen. 
One stick was not now sufficient for him, an8 Samuel 

contrived for him crutclVes. With thes«P he rftuld drag 
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himself about, and on the fourth evening he laboriously 
worlced his way to a cowstall to look at one of his beasts 

that was ill. , 

Whilst there lie had a fourth attack. Pete, who was 

without, heard him yell and beat at the door with one 

of his crutches. He entered, ind found his father lying 

.on the floor, quivering with tem'or, a/id splutteiing unirw - 
telligible words. He lifted him, and drew him without, 
then shouted to Samuel, who came un, and together they 

carried him to the house. » ■ *' 

Only when there, and when he Imd drunk some brandy, 

was he able to give an accounf^of wfiat had taken place. 

He had. been looking at cow, and f/eK-ng it, when 

down out of the hayloft had come leaping the form of 

the Rooinek lieutenant, which had sprung, in between him 

and the cow, and, stooping, had wrapped a white rag 

round his thigh, above the knee. And now the whole Q,f^, 

his leg was dead and livid. 

“ There is nothing for it, father, but to have your leg 

amputated.” said Pete. " The doctor told me as much. 

He said that mortification would set in if there was no 

return of circulation.” 

“ I won’t have it off! What good shall be with only 

one leg ? ” exclaimed the old man. 

“ But father, it will be the sole means of paving your 

life.” 

” I won’t have my leg off I” again repeat. _ 

Pete said in a low tone to his mother: “ Havc;*'op seen 

any dark spots on his leg ? The doctor ^aid we must 

look for them, and, when they come, send for him at 

once.” 

“ No,” she replied, “ I have not noticed any^ so far.” 

“ Then we will wait till they appear.” 

On the fifth day the farmer was constrained to keep his 
bed, ' 

He had“ ■hoj’st become a prey t6 abject terror. So sure 
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as the hour of sunset came, did a new visitation Qccur. 
He listened for the clock to sound each hour of the day, 
^d as the afternoon drew on he dreaded with unspeak¬ 
able horror the advent of the moment *when again the 
apparition would be seen, and a fresh chill be inflicted. 
He insisted that his wife«or Pete should remain in the 
5«om witlThim. They took it in turns to sit by his bedside.* 

Through the little window the fire t)f the setting s 
smote in and- fell acivDss the suffering man. 

It was his wiTe’s turn to ]?,“ in attendance. ^ 
All at once a gurgHng sound broke from i*is thrd 

His eyes starred from his*"i'ace, his hair bristled, and w 
his hands he'^rked himself Into a sitting posture, and 
heaved himself on to his pillow, and would have brok 
his way through the backboard of his bed,*could he ha 
done so. 

hat is it, Jacob?” asked his wife, throwing down the 
garment which she was mending, and coming to his 
assistance. “ Lie down again. There is nothing here.” 

He could not speak. His teeth were chattering, and 
his beard shaking, foam-bubbles formed on his lips, and 
great sweatdrops on his brow. 

” Pete! Samuel! ” she called, “ come to your father.” 
The young men ran in, and they forcibly laid the old 

Boer in -bed, prostrate. 
And now i^ was found that the right foot had turned 

dead, like the left. 

On the eveiTlng of the seventeenth day after the visit to 
the weir of LlaneTian, Mrs. Winifred Jones was sitting on 
the side of her bed in the twilight. She had lighted no 
dandlei* She was musing, always on the same engrossing 
topic, the wrong that had been done to her and her son, 
and thirsting with a feverish thirst for vengeance on the 
wrongdoer. ^ 

Her cofffidence in th^ expedient to which she had re- 
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sorteji was beginning to fail. What was this recourse to 
the well but a falling in with an old superstition that had 
died out with l^he advance of knowledge, and under tl>e' 
influence of a wholesome feeling? Was any trust to be 
placed in that woman at the workhouse? Was she de¬ 
ceiving her for the sake of th^ .half-sovereign ? And yet 
—she had seen a token thaU'^her prayer wOfiid pro^^e 
efficacious. * There* had risen through the crystal water a 
column of black fluid. . ^ 

. Could it be that a widow’s grayer should meet with no 
response ?, \C*as wrong to prevail in the world ? Were the 
tveak and oppressed to have ii'6 means of procuring the 
execution of justice on tHe evildoers? ('^ds not God 
righteous in all His ways? Would it be righteous in Him 
to suffer the Aurderer of her son to tbrjve? If God be 
merciful, He is also just. If His ear is open to the prayer 
for help, He must as welMisten to the cry for vengeance...^ 

Since that evening at the spring she had been unable to 
pray as usual, to pray for herself—her only cry had been : 
“ Avenge me on my adversary! ” If she tried to frame 
the words of the Lora’s Prayer, she could not do so. They 
escaped her; her thoughts travelled to the Soutfl African 
veldt. Her soul could not rise to God in the ecstasy of 
love and devotion; it was choked with hate—an over¬ 
whelming hate. • 

She was in her black weeds; the hands, thin and white, 
were on her lap, nervou.sly clasping and unclasping the 
fingers. Had anyone been there, in the grey twiJigh^- of a 
summer night, he would have been sadderftd to see how 
hard and lined the face had become, how all softness had 
passed from the lips, how sunken were the eyes, in which 

was only a glitter of wrath. 
Suddenly she saw standing before her, indistinct indeed, 

but unmistakable, the form of her lost, son, her Aneurin, 
and he Iield a^hite napkin in his right hand, a-^d this 
napkin emitted a phosphorescent/glow. * 
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She tried to cry out; to utter the beloved name; she 
;ried to spring to her feet and throw herself into his arms! 
But she was unable to stir hand, or foot, or tongue. She 
iva'Si. as one paralysed, but her heart boiJnded within her 
Dosom. 

“ Mother,” said the appa^^tion, in a voice that seemed to - 
^me froiT'a vast di^ tance^yet was articulate and audible,/ 
—“ Mother, you called me back from the worW of spirits, 
and sent me to discharge a task. 1 have done it. I have 
touched him w the Jbot an^^ calf and knee and thigh,‘Ojj 
band and elbow and shoulder, on one sid§ and on liiie 
other, on his head, artd lastly on his heart, with the white 
flag—and nrw^e is dead. I^did it in all sixtegn times, 
and with the sixteenth he died. I chilled him piecemeal 
with the white flag; the sixteenth was laiS on his heart, 
and that stoppeef beating.” 

Then she lifted her hands slightly, and her stiffened 
tongue relaxed so far that she was able to murmur ; “ God 
be thanked !” 

“Mother,” continued the apparition, “there is a seven¬ 
teenth remaining.” 

She tried to clasp her hands on her lap, but the fingers 
were no longer under her control; they had fallen to the 
side of the chair-bed, and hung there lifeless. Her eyes 
stared wildly at the spectre of her son, but without love in 
them ; love had faded out of her heart, and given place to 
hate of his murderer. 

“ Mot][jer,” proceeded the vision, “ you summoned me, 
and even in tlie world of spirits the soul of a child must 
respond -to the cry*pf a mother, and I have been permitted 
to come back and to do your will. And now 1 am suffered 
to rev^l something to you: to show you what my life 
iVc^jjld have Been had it not been cut short by the shot of 
the Boer.” 

He stepped towards her, and put forth a vaporous hand 
and touchad her eyes. §he felt as though a feather had 
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been passed over them. Then he raised the luminous sheet 
and shook it. Instantly all about her was changed. 

Mrs. Winifred Jones was not in her little Welsh cottage ; * 
nor waf.it night.'- She was no longer alone. She stood' in 
a court, in full daylight. She saw before her the judge on 
his seat, the barristers in wig aird gown, the press reporters 
-with thei*- notebooks and pen% a de ise crowd-' Irkrongiag , 
e-i^ery portion of the court. And she knew instinctively, 
before a word was spoken, without an intimation from the 
spirit of her son, that she wfs standing ’in the Divorce 
CSUrt. And she saw there as co-ie?sp.ondent her son, older, 
changed in face, but more altered in expression. And she 
heard a. tale unfolded—f^iil of dishonopjf, and rousing 
disgust. 

She was noW able to raise her hand's—she covered her 
ears ; her face, crimson with shame, sank on her bosom. 
She could endure the sight, the words spoken, the revelji- 
tions made, no longer, and she cried out: “ Aneurin! 
Aneurin ! for the Lord’s sake, no more of this! Oh, the 
day, the day, that I have seen you standing here.” 

At once all passed ; and she was again in her bedroom 
in Honeysuckle Cottage, North Wales, seated with folded 
hands on her lap, and looking before her y'^onderingly at 
the ghostly form of her son. 

“Is that enough, mother ? ” 
She lifted her hands deprecatingly. 
Again he .shook the glimmering white sheet, and it was 

as though drops of pearly fire fell out of it. - 
And again—all was changed, * 
She found herself at Monte Carlot; she knew it in¬ 

stinctively. She was in the great saloon, where were 
the gaming-tables. The electric lights glittered, /?nd the 
decorations were superb. But all her attention was«t=ch- 
grossed on her son, whom she saw at one of the tables, 
staking his last .napoleon. 

It was indeed her own Anei&rin, but witlf a face on 
V 
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which vice and its consequent degradation were v\yitten 
indelibly. 

He lost, and turned away, and left the hall and its 
ligihs. His mother followed him. He wfent forlh*kito the 
gardens. The full moon was shining, and the gravel of 
the terraces was white ars snow. The air was fragrant ■ 

* with thS^scent of oiangew'and myrtles. The palms cast 
black shadows on the soil. The sea lay still *as if asleep, 
with a gleam x>ver it* from the moon. 

Mr.s. Winifre‘d Joties tracked her son, as he stole in and 
out among the shruijs, fimid the trees, with a^sicj^cning ftar 
at her heart. *Then she sawihim pause by some oleanders, 

and draw a revolver from his pocket and place it at his ear. 
She uttered a cr^ of‘agony and horror, and tried to spring 
forward to dash»th'e ^'Sapon from his hand.* 

Then all changi^. 

- - She was again in her little room in the dusk, and the 
shadowy form of Aneurin was before her. 

“ Mother,” said the spirit, “ I have been permitted to 

come to you and to show to you what would have been 
my career if I had not died whilst young, and fresh, and 
innocent. You have to thank Jacob Van Heeren that he 
saved me from such a life of infamy, and such an evil 
death by my own hand. You .should thank, and not curse 

him.’' She nvas breathing heavily. Her heart beat so fast 
that her brain span ; she fell on her knees. 

“ Mother,” the apparition continued, “ there were seven- 
teen^pQibbles cast into the well.” 

“ Ye.s,. AneuTin,’^ she whispered. 

“ And there is a' seventeenth white flag. With the six¬ 
teenth Jacob Van Heeren died. The seventeenth is re- 
gprvec^foKjjou.” 

’^Aneurin! I am not fit to die.” 
“ Mother, it mu.st be, I must lay the white flag, over your 

head.” 
“ Oh! ^n, my soh ! ” 
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“ It is so ordained,” he proceeded ; “ but there are Love 
and ‘Mercy on high, and you shall not be veiled with it till 

you have made your peace. You have sinned. You Ipve 

thrust 'yourself into the council-chamber of God. You 
have claimed to exercise vengeance yourself, and not left 
it to Him to whom vengeance Hi right belongs.” 

I kno.v it now,” breathed the widow. ' *' 
“And now you, must atone for the curses by prayers. 

You have brought Jacob Van Heeren to hij;'death by your 

ilnprecations,^and now, fold your hanus and pray to God 
for him—for him, your son’s murderer. Little have you 
considered that his acts were due to ignoran*-e, resentment 
f6r what he fancied were wr6ngs, and to having been reared 

in a mutilated and debased form^o^ Cnristianity. Pray 
for him, that God may pardon his man^V 'And great trans¬ 
gressions, his falsehood, his treachery, his self-righteous¬ 

ness. You who have been sc greatly wronged are the 
right person to forgive and to pray for his soul. In no other 
way can you so fully show that your heart is turned from 
wrath to love. Forgive us our trespasses as we forgive 
them that trespass against us.” ^ 

She breathed a “ Yes.” 

Then she clasped her hands. She was already on her 
knees, and she prayed first the great F..xemplar’s prayer, 
and then particularly for the man who had wrecked her 
life, with all its hopes. 

And as she prayed the lines in her face softened, and 
the lips lost their hardness, and the fierce light pa'^.sed 
utterly away from her eyes, in which th? lamp of .Charity 
was once more lighted, and the tears formed and rolled 
down her cheeks. 

And still she prayed on, bathed in the pear?> liglit frci^tr 

the summer sky at night. Without, in the firmament, 
twinkled a star; and a night-bird began to sing. 

“ And now, mother, pray for yoyrself.” ^ 
Then she crossed her hands over her bose^r, and bowed 
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Iher head, full of self-reproach and shame; and a^ she 
prayed, the spirit of her son raised the White Flag above 

her and let it sail down softly,lijghtly over, the loved head, 

and'as it descended there fell from it as^it were r dew of 
paltiT fire, and it rested on her head, and fell about her, and 
she sank forward with her^acc upon the floor. R.I.P. 
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