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THE POACHER'S WIFE

CHAPTER I

AT THE "white HART
"

^HE bar of the "White Hart," Moreton-
-

hampstead, was full, and, in the atmo-

sphere of smoke and beer, a buzz of sound went

up from many throats.

In one corner, round a table, men sat and

laughed, but the object of their amusement
did not share the fun. He was a powerful,
bull-necked man with a clean-shorn face, grey
whiskers, and dark eyes that shone brightly
under pent-house brows, bushy and streaked

with grey.

Mr Matthew Sweetland heard the chaff of

his companions and looked grim. He was

head gamekeeper at Middlecott Court, and no

man had a worthier reputation. From his

master to his subordinates, all spoke well of

him. His life prospered; his autumn "tips"
were a splendid secret known only to himself

and his wife. He looked forward presently to

retiring from the severe business of a game-
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keeper and spending the end of life in

peace. One thorn alone pricked Matthew ;

and from that there was no escape. His only

son, Daniel Sweetland, had disappointed him.

The keeper's wife strove to make her husband

more sanguine ; neighbours all foretold pleasant

things concerning Daniel
;
but the lad's reputa-

tion was not good. His knowledge of sport

and his passion for sport had taken a sinister

turn. They were spiced with a love of adven-

ture and very vague ideas on the law of

property. Flogging had not eradicated these

instincts. When the time came to make choice

of a trade, Daniel decided against gamekeeping.
"

I be too fond of sport," he said.

And now he worked at Vitifer Mine on

Dartmoor, and was known to be the cleverest

poacher in the district.

On coming of age, the youth made his

position clear to his parents.
•'

I don't think the same as you, father,

because I've larned my lessons at the Board

School, an' ideas be larger now than they was

in your time. I must have my bit o' sport ;

an' when they catches me, 'twill be time enough
to pull a long face about it. But this I'll

promise on my oath ; that never do I set foot

inside Middlecott woods, an' never will I help

any man as does. I'll not lift a gun against
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any bird of your raising ;
but more I won't say.

As to game in general
—

well, I've got my
opinions ;

an' being a Radical with large ideas

about such things, I'll go my way."
"Go your way to the gallows," said Matthew

Sweetland. "
If I'd knowed what I was breed-

ing you for, I'd have sent you to your uncle

the cobbler to London, an' never taught you
one end of a gun from t'other. 'Tis poor

payment for a good father's care to find his

only one be an ungrateful toad of a boy, an' a

disgrace to the nation."
"
Sporting will out," answered Daniel, calmly.

"I ban't a bad sort; an' I'll disgrace nobody.
I'm a honest, plain dealer—according to my
own lights ;

an' if I don't agree with you about

the rights of property in wild things like birds

an' fish, an' a hare now an' again
—

well, what

of it .?

"

"'Tis the beginning," declared his father.
" From the day I catched you setting a wire in

a hedge unbeknownst to me, I felt that I'd

done wrong to let you bide in the country."
And now Matthew Sweetland's beer tasted

sour as he heard the talk of his neighbours
in the bar of the " White Hart."

A handsome, fair man was speaking. He
looked pale for a country dweller, and indeed

his business kept him much within doors ; for
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he was a footman at Middlecott Court. His

eyes were blue, his face was long, and his

features regular. He spoke slowly and with

little accent, for he had copied his master's

guests carefully and so mended the local

peculiarities of his speech.
" 'Tis said without doubt, Sweetland, that

the burglars must have been helped by some-

body—man or maid—who knew the house and

grounds. "What did Bartley here think when

first he heard about it ?
"

The footman turned to a thin, weak-faced,

middle-aged person who sat next to him. Luke

Bartley was a policeman, at present off duty,

and a recent burglary of valuable plate was the

subject they now discussed.

Mr Bartley had a feeble mouth and shifty

eye. He avoided the gamekeeper's scowling

elance and answered the footman.

"Well, we must judge of folks by their

records. I don't say Dan Sweetland's ever

been afore the Bench ;
but that's thanks to his

own wicked cleverness. His father may flash

his eyes at me
;
but I will say that taking into

account Dan's character an' pluck an' cheek,

I ban't going to rule him out of this job. He

might have helped to do it very easily. He
knows Westcombe so well as anybody, and

his young woman was under-housemaid in the
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house till a week afore the burglary. Well, I

won't say no more. Only 'tis my business as

a police constable to put two and two together ;

which I shall do, by the help of God, until I

be promoted. Besides, where was Daniel

that night }
"

" He was fishing on the Moor," said another

man—a young and humble admirer of Daniel

Sweetland.
*' So he may have told you ;

but what's his

word worth ?
"

Then the youth, who was called Prowse,

spoke again and turned to the footman.

"Anyway, it ban't a very seemly thing of

you, Titus Sim, to say a word against Dan
;

for 'tis well known that you was after Minnie

Marshall yourself."

Titus Sim grew paler than usual and turned

roughly on the youngster.
''What fool is this! And impertinent with

it ! You ought to go back to school, Samuel

Prowse. 'Tisn't right that you should talk

and drink with grown men, for you're too young
to see a joke apparently. D'you think I

don't know Daniel better than you ? D'you
think I'd breathe a word against him—the

best friend I've got in the world? Of course

he had no hand in the burglary at Westcombe.
If I thought he had—but it's a mad idea. He's
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got his own sense of honour, and a straighter

man don't walk this earth. As to Miss

Marshall—she liked him better than she liked

me
;
and there's an end of that."

" I'm sorry I spoke, then," said Dan's young

champion.
"

I beg your pardon, Titus Sim."

"Granted—granted. Only remember this:

I'm Dan's first friend, and best and truest

friend, and he's mine. We'm closer than

brothers, him and me
;
and if I make a joke

against him now and then, to score against

Bartley here, it's friendship's right. But I'll

not let any other man do it."

The policeman nodded.
" There was the three of you," he said.

*•

Dan, an' you, an' Sir Reginald's son, Mr

Henry. When you were all boys, 'twas a say-

ing in Moreton that one was never seed with-

out t'others. But rare rascals all three in

them days ! You've made my legs tired a

many times, chasing of 'e out of the orchards."
" Such friendships ought to last for ever,"

declared Titus, thoughtfully.
" Mister Henry's

a good friend to me yet. When I got weakly
about the breathing, 'twas him that made Sir

Reginald take me on indoors. Though you'll

witness, Sweetland, that I'd have made a good

enough gamekeeper."
The grey man nodded.
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" You was larning fast," he admitted.
'* But not so fast as Daniel. He took to it

like a duckling to water—in his blood, of course."
*' An' be Mr Henry his friend still.?" asked

the policeman.
Titus Sim hesitated.
" Mr Henry's like his father—a stickler for

old ways and a pillar of the nation. He got
his larning at Eton— 'tis different from what

Dan got at the Board School. He hears these

rumours about poaching, and he's an awful

hard young man — harder than his father
;

because there's nobody in the world judges so

hard as them that never have been tempted.

No, to be frank, Mr Henry ain't so favourable

to Daniel as he used to be."
"
Well, well," said Bartley ;

"
if 'tis proved

as Dan had no hand in the burglary at West-

combe, I, for one, shall be thankful, an' hope
to see him a credit to his father yet. But

that's a very serious job, I warn 'e. Near five

thousand pounds of plate gone, as clean as if

it had all been melted and poured into a bog.

Not a trace. An' the house nearly eight mile

by road from the nearest station."

"They think the thieves had a motor-car,"

said the youngest of the party, Daniel's ad-

mirer, the lad Prowse. " 'Twas your son him-

self, Mr Sweetland, who thought of that
;
for I
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heard him tell the inspector so last week at the

Warren Inn; an' the inspector
—Mr Gregory,

I mean—slapped his leg an' said 'twas the

likeliest thing he'd heard."

They talked at length and the glasses were

filled again.
*' As to Dan," summed up Mr Bartley,

"come a few weeks more an' he'll be married.

There's nought like marriage for pulling a man

together ;
an' she'm a very nice maiden by all

accounts. Ban't I right, gamekeeper ?
"

" You are," answered Sweetland. "
Though

I say it, Minnie Marshall's too good for my
son. I never met a girl made of properer stuff

—so quiet and thoughtful. Many ladies I've

seen in the sporting field weren't a patch on

her for sense an' dignity. God He knows
what she seed in Daniel. I should have

thought that Sim here, with his nice speech,
an' pale face, an' indoor manners, was much
more like to suit her."

Under the table Titus Sim clenched his

hands until the knuckles grew white. But on

his face was a resigned smile.

"Thank you for that word, Sweetland.

'Twas a knock-down blow
; but, of course, my

only wish is her happiness now. I pray and

hope that Dan will make a good husband for

her."
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" She've got a power over him as I never

thought no female could get over Dan," said

Prowse.

"That's because you'm a green boy an'

don't know what the power of the female be

yet," answered Bartley.
" There he is !

"
he

added. " He'm sitting in the trap outside, an'

Mr Henry's speaking to him."

Sweetland and the rest turned their eyes to

the window.
*' He's borrowed the trap from Butcher

Smart," said Daniel's father.
*' He's going to

drive Minnie out to the Warren Inn on Dart-

moor this evening. There's a cottage there,

within two miles of Vitifer Mine
;
an' if she

likes it, he's going to take her there to dwell

after they'm married."

At the door of the White Hart stood a horse

and trap. A young woman held the reins and

beside the vehicle two men talked and walked

up and down. The threads of their lives were

closely interwoven, though neither guessed

it. Birth, education, position separated them

widely ;
it had seemed improbable that circum-

stance could bring them more nearly together ;

but chance willed otherwise, and time was to

see the friendship of their boyhood followed by

stranofeand terrible tests and hazards involving

the lives of both.
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Young Henry Vivian had just come down
from Oxford. His career was represented by
a first-class in Classics and a " Blue

"
for

Rugby football. He thought well of himself

and had a right to do so. He had imbibed the

old-fashioned, crusted opinions of his race, and

his own genius and inclinations echoed them.

He was honourable, upright and proud. He

recognised his duty to his ancestors and to

those who should follow him. Time had not

tried him and, lacking any gift of imagination,

he was powerless to put himself in the place

of those who might have stronger passions,

greater temptations and fewer advantages than

himself. Thus his error was to be censorious

and uncharitable. Eton had also made him

conceited. He was a brown, trim, small-

featured man, with pride of race in the turn

of his head and haughty mouth. His small

moustache was curled up at the ends
;
his eyes

were quick and hard. He placed his hand on

Daniel Sweetland's shoulder as they walked

together ;
and he had to raise his elbow pretty

high, for Dan stood six feet tall, while young
Vivian was several inches shorter.

" We're old friends, Daniel, and I owe you
more than you'd admit—to shoot straight,

and to ride straight too, for that matter. So

it's a sorrow to me to hear these bad reports."
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*' Us don't think alike, your honour," said

Daniel. " But for you I'd do all a man might.

There's few I'd trouble about
;
but 'twould be

a real bad day for me if I thought as you was

angry with me."
" Go straight then — in word and deed.

With such a father as Matthew, there's no

excuse for you. And such a wife, too. For

I'll wager that young woman there will be a

godsend, Daniel. My mother tells me that

Lady Giffard at Westcombe says she never

had a better servant."

Daniel's eyes clouded at a recollection.

"Her ladyship tells true," he said; "and

yet there be knaves here and there go about

saying that Minnie had a hand in the burglary
a fortnight since, and that she helped me to

know the ways of the house. I knocked

Saul Pratt down in the public street last

Wednesday for saying it
;
an' broke loose two

of his front teeth."

"I'd have done the same, for I know that

rumour is a lie, Dan ;
and so does every other

man who knows you. By the way, I've got

something for you. It will show you that I'm

going to forget the poaching stories against

you. If you'll come up to-morrow night at

nine o'clock and ask for me, I'll tell them to

bring you to my study, and we'll have a yarn
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about old times. It's a gun I have for you
—

a real good one—as a wedding present. And
well I know you'll never put it to a dishonest

use, Daniel."

Young Sweetland grinned and grew hot

with pleasure. He was a fine, powerful man,

very like his father, but with some magic in

his face the parent lacked. Dan's deep jaw
was underhung a trifle

;
his forehead sloped

back rather sharply, and his neck was thick

and sinewy. Every line of him spoke the

fighter, but he was bull-dog in temper as well

as build. Good-nature dwelt in his counten-

ance and he never tired of laughing. Strong,

natural sense of right and honour marked him.

He was clever, observant, and well-educated.

Only in the matter of game Dan's attitude

puzzled his friends and caused them to mis-

trust him. Women liked him well, for there

was that in his face, and black eyes, and curly

hair, that made them his friends. Children

loved him better than he loved them. As for

his sweetheart, she trusted him and trusted

herself to cure Dan's errors very swiftly after

they should be married.

"I'm sure I'm terrible obliged to you; an'

ril walk up to-morrow night, if you please;

an' every time I pull trigger I'll think kindly

of you, Mister Henry, sir. Out by Vitifer,
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where I be going to live if my young woman
likes it, there's scores of rabbits, and a good
few golden plover an' crested plover in winter,

not to name scores o' snipe."
"

I'll come out occasionally," said Henry
Vivian,

" and when you can get a day off, you
shall show me some sport."

"
Sport I warrant you. An' you'll be

riding that way to hounds often, no doubt.

There'll always be a welcome for 'e an' a drop
of drink to my cottage, your honour."

"To-morrow night, then. But don't keep

your young woman waiting any longer."

Dan touched his hat and turned to the dog-

cart, while his friend nodded and entered the

White Hart.

There Henry Vivian found his father and

two other Justices of the Peace at their

luncheon in a private room. Sir Reginald

and his friends were full of the burglary at

Westcombe. All knew Lady Giffard, a

wealthy widow, and all sympathised with her

grave loss. But no theory of the crime

seemed plausible, and the police were at fault.

The subject was presently dismissed, for

August had nearly run its course, and

partridges were the theme proper to the

time.
"

I shall have some fun with them," said
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young Vivian
;
"but I'm afraid the pheasants

won't see much of me this year."

His father explained.
" My son is going to visit our West Indian

estates this winter. I want to be rid of them,

for though they made my grandfather's fortune

before the days of the Emancipation, they've

been rather a white elephant to our family for

the last half century and more. The returns

go from bad to worse. Indeed, there is more

in it than meets the eye. But Hal's no dunce

at figures, and they'll not hoodwink him out

there, even if they attempt it."



CHAPTER II

hangman's hut

TV/TINNIE MARSHALL was a quiet,
-''-' brown girl, with a manner very re-

served. Her parents were dead, her years,

since the age of sixteen, had been spent in

service. Now marriage approached for her

and, at twenty, she contemplated without fear

or mistrust a husband and a home. Of im-

mediate relations the girl possessed none, save

an old aunt at Moreton, who kept a little shop
there. Minnie was a beauty and well experi-

enced in the matter of suitors, but Daniel

Sweetland's romance ran smooth and she left

him not long in doubt. That young Titus Sim

had been a better match, most folks declared
;

and even Daniel, from the strong position of

success, often asked Minnie why she had put
him before his friend.

Now, as the lad drove his sweetheart to

inspect a cottage near his work on Dartmoor,

they overtook Mr Sim returning to Middlecott

Court.

"Jump up, Titus, an' I'll give 'e a lift to the

lodge," said Daniel.

15
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The footman took off his hat very poHtely

to Minnie, then he cHmbed into the vacant

seat at the back of the trap and the party
drove forward.

Dan was full of the interview with Henry
Vivian, and the two young men both sang the

praises of their old companion.
*' He's off to foreign parts in a few weeks,

but he hopes to be at my wedding," said Dan.
" He'd be very sorry not to be there. But

he've got to go pretty soon to look after Sir

Reginald's business, by all accounts."
" There's been a lot of talk about the sugar

estates in the West Indies," explained Sim. "
I

overhear these things at table. Mr Henry's

going out to look into affairs. There's an

overseer—the son of Sir Reginald's old over-

seer. But master doubts whether his figures

can be trusted, and whether things are as bad as

he says they are. So Mr Henry Vivian is going
to run out without any warning. He'll soon

have the business ship-shape and find out any
crooked dealings

—such a clever man as he is."

"Awful strict sure enough," said Dan, with

a chuckle.
" He'd heard I was a bit of a free-

trader in matters of sporting, an' he was short

an' sharp, I promise you. However, 'tis only
the point of view, an' all owing to me being a

Radical in politics. He knows that I'd not do
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a dirty trick, else he wouldn't have bought me
a new gun for a wedding present. I'll show

him some sport on Dartymoor come presently."

Sim changed the subject.
"

I hope you'll like your home upalong,

Miss Marshall," he said.

Her lips tightened a little
;
she turned round

and her fearless eyes met the speaker's.

"Thank you, Mr Sim ; and I hope so too."

Her voice was cold and indifferent.

"An' no man will be welcomer there than you,

Titus," said Sweetland. " You an' me will have

many a good bit of sporting upalong, I hope."

"You'll have something better to do than

that, Dan," said Minnie. "Sporting be very
well for a bachelor, but work an' wages must

be the first thought come a man's got a wife."

"No need to tell me that. I'll work for 'e

as hard as a horse
;
an' well you know it."

A lodge rose beside them and Daniel pulled

up at the main entrance to Middlecott. Noble

gates of iron ascended here. Ancient leaden

statues ornamented the four posts of this

entrance, and one of them, a Diana, had a

bullet wound under her left breast. Others

among these figures were also peppered with

small shot—the folly of bygone sportsmen of

the Vivian clan. From the orates a wideo
avenue of Spanish chestnuts extended, and half
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a mile away, rising above the heads of stately-

conifers, stood Middlecott Court. Behind it,

ridge on ridge, billowed the fringes of the

Moor. The gate-lodge was Daniel Sweetland's

home, and the sound of wheels brought his

mother from the door. Mrs Sweetland smiled

as she saw Minnie, and came out and kissed her.

" So you'm going up for to see the li'l house,

my pretty .-^ I do hope you'll like it. 'Tis

small but weather-proof, an' all very nice an'

water-sweet."
"

I shall like it very well, mother, if Dan

likes it," answered the girl.
" Us will be back by eight o'clock or earlier,

an' Minnie will stay an' eat a bit with us,"

declared Daniel.

Then he drove on and left his mother

looking after them. Mr Sim had already

started upon his way to the Hall.
" Poor old Titus," said Dan, as he walked

by the trap presently to ease the horse at a

stiff hill.
" However did you come to like me

best, Min?"
" Who can tell ?

"

"
I wish, all the same, you thought kinder

of him. You'm awful cold to the man."
" He makes me cold. For my part, I wish

you didn't like him so well as you do."

Dan orrew rather red.
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'* No man, nor woman neither, will ever

stand between me an' Titus Sim," he said.

"You might think 'twas jealousy," she

answered quietly,
"
for you are sun, an' air,

an' life to me, Daniel. 'Tis my love quickens

my heart. But I'm not jealous. Only I

can't pretend to care for him. I've got

nought against him save a womanly, nameless

dread. An' why it's in my heart I don't know,
for I ban't one to mislike folks without a cause."

" Then best to get it out of your heart," he

said roughly.
" You'm not used to talk

nonsense. The man's one in a thousand—
kind, honest, gentle, an' as good a shot as

there is in the county. Straight as a line,

too. Straighter than I be myself, for that

matter. He've behaved very game over this,

for well I know what it cost him to lose you."
"

I wish I felt to respect him like you do.

'Tis wicked not to, yet I be asking myself

questions all the time. He'm so rich, they

say. How can he be rich, Daniel ? Where
do the money come from ?

"

" From the same place as my own father's
;

from gentlefolks' pockets. The men he waits

on make no more of a five pound note than we
do of a halfpenny. Titus will die a rich man,
and glad am I to think it

;
for he's been a most un-

lucky chap in other ways. There was his health
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first, as wouldn't let him be a keeper, though
he wanted to, and then—you. An' a worthless

beggar like me— I can do what I please an'

win you. All the same, I don't think no better

of you for not thinking better of my best friend."
"

I hope you'll never find there was a reason

for what I feel, Daniel."
"

I swear I never shall
;
an' I'll thank you to

drop it, Minnie. I don't want to think my
wife is a fool. Nothing on God's earth shall

come between me an' Sim—be sure of that."

The girl's lips tightened again, but she was

too wise to answer. In truth she had no just

ofrievance ao^ainst her sweetheart's friend.

Titus had asked her to marry him a week
before Daniel put the question ;

and she had

refused him. Two days later with passion he

had implored her to reconsider her decision ;

and when again she answered "No," he had

spoken wildly and called Heaven to witness

that she should be his wife sooner or later.

His white face had flamed red for once, and

his smooth, steady voice had broken. But on

their next meeting Titus was himself again.

He had then begged Minnie's pardon for his

temper ;
and when their little world knew that

she was going to take the gamekeeper's son,

Mr Sim was the first to give Daniel joy and

congratulate Minnie.
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She had no definite case against him
;
but a

deep intuition dominated her mind, and frankly

she reo-retted Daniel's affection for his oldo
rival.

Now, however, she returned silence to her

lover's angry words, according to her custom.

Soon the climb to the Moor was accomplished,

and the cold wind lit Minnie's eyes and calmed

her sweetheart. Over the great expanse of

autumnal purple and gold they took their way,

and now sank into valleys musical with falling

water, and now trotted upon great heaths,

where sheep ran, ponies galloped, and the red

kine roamed. To the horizon rose the granite

peaks of the land. Eastward there billowed

Hameldon's huge, hogged back, and to the

north rolled Cosdon ;
but Yes Tor and High

Willhayes
—the loftiest summits of the Moor—

were hidden. Westerly a mighty panorama
of hills and stony pinnacles spread in a semi-

circle, and the scene was bathed with the clear

light that follows rain. The sun began to sink

upon his cloud pillows and heaven glowed with

infinite brilliance and purity.
" 'Twill be good to live up here in this sweet

air, along with you, dear heart," said Minnie.

"Yes, an' it will; an'—an' I'm sorry I

spoke harsh a minute agone, my own dear

darling Min," he cried.
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"

I forgived 'e afore the words was out of

your mouth," she answered.

Whereupon he dropped the reins and hugged
her close and nearly upset the trap.

Presently they passed Bennett's Cross, where

that mediaeval monument stands deep in the

heather; then they came to the Warren Inn,

perched on lofty ground under Hurston Ridge
in the middle of the Moor.

As Daniel drew up, a man came out of

the hostelry, walked to the horse's nose and

stroked it.

He was almost hairless. His small eyes

glittered out of his round countenance like a

pig's ;
his short figure was of amazing corpu-

lence. A smile sat on his fat face, and his voice

came in a thin and piping treble, like a bird's.

" Here you be then ?
"

"Yes, Johnny, here us be. This is Minnie

Marshall, who's going to marry me presently.

Minnie, this here man is Johnny Beer—beer

by name an' barrel by nature ! There's not a

better chap 'pon the Moor, and him an' his

wife will be our only neighbours for three miles

round."

Mr Beer beamed and shook Minnie's out-

stretched hand.

"A bowerly maiden, sure enough," he said

frankly.
"

I hope you'll like the cot, my dear.
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'Tis lonesome to a town-bred mind, but very

pleasant you will find. And wi' a husband handy,

you'll have all you want. An' my missis for

your friend, I hope. She'm not a beauty, but

she wears something wonderful, an' she've a

heart so wide as a church-door, though fretful

where the poultry's concerned. Everybody to

Postbridge will tell you of her qualities. Of
course it ban't my place. But never was a one

like she in all the blessed West Countree."

"Bring a pint of liquor an' the key of the

cottage, Johnny," said young Sweetland ;
"an'

then after a drink, us'll walk down, an' Minnie

can make up her mind."

"There's only one thing against the place,

an' that is the name," declared Mr Beer.
"
Though for my part I don't see why you

shouldn't change the name. It can be done

without any fuss or documents, I believe.

'Tis called
'

Hangman's Hut,' because the first

person as lived there killed himself, being tired

of having the world against him. With an old

peat knife, he took his life. But if I was you, I

should just change that an' call it by some pretty

name, like
* Moor View Villa,' or what not."

"Never," declared Daniel. "I'm above a

small thing like that—so's my girl.
*

Hang-
man's Hut' be a good, grim name—not easy

to forget. Shall be left so—eh, Minnie?"
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"The name's nought if the place is weather-

tight, an' healthy, an' clean. Call it what you

please, Daniel."

Sweetland turned triumphantly to the inn-

keeper.
" That's the sort she is," he said.

"Ah — strong-minded, without a doubt,"

admitted Mr Beer. "Wish my Jane was.

Wish I was too. 'Tis a very good gift on

Dartymoor ; but we'm soft in heart as well as

body. We live by yielding. I couldn't bide

in a place by that name. It's owing to the

poetry in me. 'Twill out. I must be rhym-

ing. So sure as there comes a Bank Holiday,
or the first snow, or an extra good run with

hounds, then verses flow out of me, like

feathers off a goose."
The lovers drank a pint of beer between

them turn and turn about
;
but Minnie's share

was trifling. Then they walked off to Hang-
man's Hut, where it stood alone in a dimple
of the hillside half a mile from the high
road.

The cottage looked east and was approached

by a rough track over the moor. High
ground shielded it from the prevalent riot of

the west wind ; and nearly two miles distant,

in the midst of a chaos of broken land and

hillocks of debris, a great waterwheel stood
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out from the waste and a chimney rose above

Vitifer Mine.

Minnie gravely examined the cottage and

directed Daniel where to take measurements.

The place was in good repair, and had only
been vacant two months. It was not the last

tenant who had destroyed himself, but an

unhappy water-baliff many years previously.
" The golden plover nearly always come

this way when they first arrive in winter.

Many's the pretty bird I'll shoot 'e, Min."

She nodded. Her thoughts were on the

kitchen range at the time.
" You'll often see hounds in full cry

— 'tis a

noble sight."

But Minnie was examining the larder.

She spent an hour in the cottage, and no

experienced housewife could have shown

more judgment and care. Then, much to

Daniel's satisfaction, his sweetheart decided

for Hangman's Hut.

"But I wish you could get it for five

shillings a week, instead of six, Dan."

"No, no, I can't beat Beer down. He'm
too good a neighbour, an' 'twould never do to

begin with a difference of opinion. Six ban't

too much. An' I'm to get twenty shillings

wages after Christmas. You always forget
that. There'll be tons of money."
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Mrs Beer greeted them on their return to

the Warren Inn. She was a plain, care-

worn soul who let her poultry get upon her

nerves and take the place of children as a

source of anxiety. In her sleep she often

cried out about laying hens and foxes
;
but

everybody knew her for the best creature on

Dartmoor. The women talked tog-ether and

the men drank. Then Daniel prepared to

start, and soon he and Minnie were jogging
home under the dusk of night. Dartmoor
stretched vast and formless round about them,
and Minnie discussed second-hand furniture.

She held that carpets were a luxury not to be

named ; but Daniel insisted upon one in the

parlour.
" For our bedroom," he said,

" I've got six

jolly fine mats made of skins. One's a

badger's, an' one's a foxhound's, an' three be

made out of a horse's skin, an' one's that old

collie as I used to have. There was a touch

of Gordon setter in him ; an' a very pretty
mat for your little feet he'll make. An' proud
he'd be if he knowed it, poor old devil."

"They'll do very nice if the moth don't get
in them," said Minnie.

Then, weary of sordid details, Dan let his

girl take the whip and reins
;
and while she

drove he cuddled her.



CHAPTER III

GUNS IN THE NIGHT

npiME Sped swiftly for the young miner and
-^ his sweetheart, and Daniel told his friend

Prowse, as a piece of extraordinary information,

that he had killed nothing that ran, or swam,
or flew, for the space of three weeks. Seeing
that these innocent days formed part of the

month of September, the greatness of the

occasion may be judged. Every moment of

the man's leisure was spent at Hangman's
Hut

;
and once he took a whole holiday and

went with Minnie to Plymouth, that he might

spend ten pounds on furniture. He also pur-

chased a ready-made suit of grey cloth spotted

with yellow, which seemed well adapted for

his wedding day. It proved too small in the

back, but Daniel insisted on buying it, and

Minnie promised to let out the shoulders.

Then came the night before his wedding,
and the young man looked round his new
home and reflected that he would not enter it

again until he came with a wife on his arm.

Mrs Beer had proved of precious worth during
these preparations, and now all was ready.

27
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Even the little evening meal that would greet

Minnie on her arrival had been prepared. A
cold tongue, a cold fowl, two big red lettuces

from Johnny Beer's garden, cakes, a bottle of

pale ale, and other delicacies were laid in.

Groceries and stores had been secured ;
and

many small matters destined to surprise and

delight the housewife were in their places ; for,

unknown to Minnie, Daniel had spent five

pounds— the gift of his mother— and the

money represented numerous useful household

contrivances.

It began to grow dusk when young Sweet-

land's work was done. Then the ruling

passion had play with him and an enterprise

long since planned occupied his attention for

the rest of his last bachelor night. It was now

October.

"A brace of pheasants would look mighty
fine in Minnie's larder," thought Dan, an' there

they shall be afore I go home to-night."

He had some vague idea of giving up his

dishonest sport after marriage, but in his heart

he knew that no such thing would happen.
Much talk of poaching was in the air at

Moretonhampstead about this season, and

raids and rumours of raids at Middlecott and

elsewhere kept the keepers anxious and wake-

ful
;
but no sensation marked the opening of
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the season, though Matthew Sweetland had

secret troubles which he only imparted to his

second in command, a young and zealous man
called Adam Thorpe. Birds had gone and

there were marks in the preserves that told

ugly tales to skilled eyes ;
but Sweetland failed

to bring the evil-doers to justice, and a cloud

presently rose between his subordinate and

himself. For Thorpe did not hesitate to de-

clare that the headkeeper's own son was re-

sponsible. With all his soul Daniel's father

resented this suspicion, and yet too well he

knew the other had just grounds for it. Once

only the father taxed Daniel, and the younger
man fell into a rage and reminded old Sweet-

land how, long ago, he had sworn upon his

oath never to enter Middlecott preserves.

"You ouo^ht to know me better than think

it," he said bitterly.
" Be I what I may,

you've no just right to hold me an oath-

breaker
;
an' if I meet that blustering fool,

Thorpe, I'll mark him so's he'll carry my anger
to the grave. Any fool could hoodwink him.

He walks by night like an elephant. There's

no fun in taking Middlecott pheasants. Any-

way I never have, an' never will."

But the preserves at Westcombe, Daniel

regarded differently. They extended under

Hameldon on the skirt of the Moor ;
and this
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nig-ht he meant to visit them and kill a bird or

two. The moon would rise presently, and he

knew where the pheasants roosted quite as

well as the keeper who had bred them.

In the one spare room of Hangman's Hut
were possessions of the young couple not yet

arranged. Here stood the two little tin boxes

that held all Minnie's possessions; and various

parcels and packages belonging to Daniel were

also piled together in the chamber. A certain

square wooden case was locked, and now,

lighting a candle and pulling down the window-

blind, Dan opened it. Not a few highly sus-

picious objects appeared. There were nets

and wires here, with night-lines and a variety

of mysterious things whose uses were known
to the owner only. None other had ever set

eyes upon them. A long black weapon of

heavy metal lay at the bottom of the box, and

this the poacher drew forth. Then he oiled

it, pumped it, and loaded it. The thing was

an air gun, powerful enough to destroy ground

game at fifty yards. For a moment, however,

Dan hesitated between this engine and another.

Among his property was a neat yellow leather

case with D. S. painted in black letters upon
it. Within reposed the gun that Henry Vivian

had given his friend as a wedding present.

The owner hesitated between these weapons.
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His inclination was towards the fowling-piece ;

his instinct turned him to the silent air-gun.

"Two shots at most, then a bolt," he re-

flected. "Anyway, there won't be a soul that

side to-night, for Wilkins and the others at

Westcombe will all be down on the lower side,

where they are having a battoo to - morrow.

So I'll chance it."

He broke open a box of cartridges, loaded

the gun, and then left Hangman's Hut, locking
the door behind him.

Westcombe lay midway between Middlecott

and the Moor. Of old there had existed great

rivalry between the houses of Vivian and

Giffard as to their game, but for many years
the first-named estates produced heavier bags,

and, after the death of Sir George Giffard,

Westcombe went steadily down, for Sir

George's son and heir had little love of sport.

Old Lady Giffard, however, still dwelt at

Westcombe, and rejoiced to entertain the de-

creasing numbers of her late husband's friends.

A shooting party was now collected at the old

house, and a big battue had been planned for

the following day.
" 'Twould keep any but Mister Henry away

from my wedding," thought Daniel. " Of
course not one man in a million would put
another chap's wedding afore a battoo. I
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wouldn't. But he will. 'Tis an awful fine

thing never to break your word, no doubt.

You can trust that man like you can the sun."

The young poacher pursued his way without

incident and sank into the underwoods of

Westcombe as the moon rose. He waited an

hour hidden within ten yards of the keepers'

path, but silence reigned in the forest, and

only the faint tinkle of frost under white moon-

light reached his ear. Once or twice an

uneasy cry or flutter from a bird that felt the

gathering cold fell upon the night ;
and once, far

away, Dan's ears marked gun-fire. The sound

interested him exceedingly, for it certainly

meant that somebody else was engaged upon
his own rascally business. Long he listened,

and presently other shots in quick succession

clearly echoed across the peace of the hour.

They were remote, but they came from

Middlecott, as Daniel well knew.
" 'Tis Thorpe an' my father for sartain," he

said to himself.
"
Well, I hope father haven't

met with no hurt to keep him away from my
wedding."
Now Dan turned his attention to his own

affairs and was soon in the coverts. He crept

slowly through the brushwood and lifted his

head cautiously at every few steps. Often for

five minutes tog-ether he remained motionless
'fc>
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as the dead fern in which he stood, often he

might have been a stock or stone, so still was

he. Only the light in his eyes or the faint puff

of steam at his lips indicated that he was alive.

The pheasants slept snug aloft, and Dan heard

a fox bark near him and smiled.
" You'm wanting your supper, my red hero,

no doubt, an' can't reach it. Well, well, you'll

have to go content wi' a rabbit
;
the long-tails

be for your betters."

He had crossed a drive ten minutes later

and was now in the midst of the preserves.

Presently, at a spinney edge, he got the moon
between himself and the fringe of the wood,
and sneaked stealthily along examining the

boughs above him as they were thrown into

inky relief against the shining sky. Many
birds he passed until at length he came to two

sitting near together. Then, working to a

point from which one bird came half into line

with the other, he fired and dropped both.

Like thunder the gun bellowed in that deep
silence, and a lurid flame dimmed the silver of

the night. Then peace returned, and long
before a flat layer of smoke had risen above

the tree-tops and dislimned under the moon ;

while still a subdued flutter and cry in the

woods told of alarm, and the sharp smell of

burnt powder hung in the air, Daniel Sweet-
c
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land was off the Moor with two fine pheasants
under his coat and his gun on his shoulder.

A mile away three keepers, watching round

the best and richest covers of Westcombe,
heard the poacher's gun and used bad language.
Then two started whence the sound had come.

"
I've christened you, anyway," said Dan to

his new weapon. "Come to think of it, old

Wilkins, the keeper at Westcombe, never

gived my Minnie a wedding present, though a

cousin by marriage. So now these here birds

will do very nice instead, an' make us quits."

Within the hour he was back in the Moor
and soon returned to his cottage. But a

surprise awaited him, for upon the high road,

as he passed the Warren Inn and prepared
to turn off to where Hangman's Hut lay, with

its two little windows glimmering like eyes
under the moon, Daniel heard steady feet

running slowly behind him and saw a man

approaching along the way. Dan leapt off the

high road instantly and hid himself beside the

path. But the other apparently had not seen

him, for he trotted past and went forward.

Daniel left his hiding-place just in time to see

a man vanishing into the night.

No little remained to be done before he

sought the room he occupied in his father's

house at Middlecott lodge gates. First he
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returned to Hangman's Hut
;
then he put up

his gun and, taking a hammer, a big nail, and

a piece of string, entered his garden and Hfted

the cover off a little well that stood there. He
then bent over it and drove in his nail as far

down as he could reach from the top. Next he

fastened his pheasants to the string and

lowered them twenty-five yards into the gloom
beneath. The string he fastened to the nail.

*'

They'll do very nice an' comfortable there

till us feel to want 'em," he thought. Then he

locked up the house once more and started for

Middlecott.

Again, as he passed over the Moor to the

main road, did he hear the sound of feet not

far off, and again did a man take shape out of

the darkness and move away before him.

This time the figure leapt up out of the heath

right in his path, and hastened in the direction

of Hangman's Hut.
" Be blessed if the whole parish ban't up an'

doing to-night !

"

laughed Daniel. " 'Tis some

blackguard trapping Johnny Beer's rabbits, I

lay."

Then he set off briskly homewards and did

not stop until he passed the corner of West-

combe woods and saw two men standing

together at the stile over which he had himself

crept some hours before.
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" Seen anybody upalong, mate ?" asked one.

"Yes, I did," answered Daniel. "A chap
in a hurry, too— running for his Hfe."

"You be Dan Sweetland !

"
cried the other

man. " Did you hear a gun fire awhile back,

Sweetland ?"
*'

I heard several," replied the young man.

"They've been busy down to Middlecott, or

I'm mistaken. For my part, I wish I'd been

there
;
but I wasn't. Too much on my hands,

you see, to trouble about sporting. I'm going
to be married to-morrow ; an' you can tell

your old man, Wilkins, that my sweetheart

was rather astonished he didn't give her a

wedding present
— him being related by

marriage."
The keepers laughed. Both felt morally

certain that Daniel had fired the shot which

brought them from the distant woods
; both

knew that to prove it would be impossible.
*' An' I dare say there'll be a nice pheasant

for supper to-morrow night at Hangman's Hut
—eh, Dan ?

"
asked one.

"
Oh, no, there won't, Jack Bates. I like my

game hung a bit, same as the quality do. If

you'll come to supper this day week, I'll see

what I can do for 'e."

The keepers laughed again, and Sweetland

went his way.
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At home yet another surprise awaited him.

His father's cottage flamed with Hghts.

Instead of silence and sleep brooding here,

with the glimmering leaden statues standing

like sentinels above, as he had often seen them

on returning from nocturnal enterprises, Dan

found his father's cottao^e awake and full of

stir and bustle. The door was open and from

the kitchen came Matthew's voice.

When Dan entered Mr Sweetland was

sitting in an old eared chair by the fire in his

nightshirt. A red nightcap covered his head,

and his person was largely exposed, where

Mrs Sweetland applied vinegar and brown

paper to red bruises. The keeper evidently

endured great agony, but no sign of suffering

escaped his lips.

He turned to Dan and spoke.
" Be that you ? Where was you this night,

Daniel }
"

"Not in Middlecott Woods, father; that I'll

swear to. But I'm feared that you was—to

poor purpose. Have 'e catched anybody ?
"

"No; but Adam Thorpe was hit an' went

down. Me an' him have long knowed what was

doing, an' we gived it out at the White Hart

bar in mixed company that we was to be in

Thorley Bottom to-night. Then we went to

the coverts instead, an', sure enough, surprised
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my gentlemen. Two of 'em. They fired two

shots, an' we laid wait an' went for 'em as they
came out wi' birds. I got one down an' he

bested me. What he've broken, if anything, I

can't say. T'other fired on Thorpe an' he

couldn't get up. Afterwards, when they'd got

clear, I found he was alive but couldn't speak.
Then I crawled to the house, an' some of the

gentlemen and a indoor man or two comed

out. 'Twas only eleven of the clock at latest.

They carried Thorpe to the cottage hospital at

Moreton, an' sent me home. Us'll hear to-

morrow how he fares, poor soul."

"
I knowed he'd catch it sooner or late,"

said Dan. " Such a cross-grained bully as

him. But I hope 'twill larn him wisdom. An'

you. Be you hurt in the breathing ? Will 'e

be at my wedding to-morrow ? It shall be put
off if you can't come."

*''Tis all right if you can swear you had no

hand in this. That's the best plaster to my
bruises," answered his father.

" Of course I can. Why for won't you trust

me? I know nought about it—God's my
judge.

" Then you'd better get to your bed an'

sleep," said his mother.

"All's done at the Hut," he answered, "an'

the carriage be ordered. After us be married,
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we'll walk over to Minnie's aunt an' have the

spread as the old woman have arranged ;
then

we'll drive straight away off to the Moor. An'

if 'tis wet weather, us be going to have a

covered cab
;
for I won't have Minnie drowned

on her wedding-day. Please God, you'll be

up to coming to church, father."

"I shall be there," said Matthew— " there

an' glad to be there, since you wasn't doing

any harm this night. But Mr Henry may not

come. I had speech with him, for the gentle-

men hadn't gone to bed. Sir Reginald's in a

proper fury. They'll leave no stone unturned

to take the rascals. My man won't travel far,

I should reckon, for I gived him quite as good
as I got, maybe better."

" You've got enough anyway," declared the

keeper's wife.
" Now lean on Dan an' me,

an' we'll fetch 'e up to your chamber."

Without a o-roan Matthew Sweetland let

them help him to his bed
;
but not until dawn

did the pain of his bruises lessen and suffer

him to sleep.
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THE WEDDING DAY

DANIEL'S
wedding day dawned glori-

ously, and at the lodge gates a splen-

dour of autumn foliage blazed in the morning

lieht. But Mr Sweetland woke black and

blue, and stiff in all his joints. He had broken

a finger of the right hand
; that, however,

did not prevent him dressing in his best clothes

and setting out to see his son married.

Daniel wished his friend, Titus, to be best

man ; but the circumstances made that im-

possible, since poor Sim himself had been a

suitor. The lad, Sam Prowse, therefore filled

that important post, and Minnie's aunt, an

ancient widow named Mary Maine, gave the

bride away.
Daniel and his party were the first to

arrive at church ;
for Mr Sweetland called at

the cottage hospital on his way and had his

broken finger attended to. There he heard

black news, but the keeper kept it to himself

and presently joined his wife at church.

People began to drop in by twos and threes,

and Daniel, from a place in the choir stalls,

40
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kept turning- his head to the door. But those

he looked for did not appear. Neither Titus

Sim nor Henry Vivian was at his wedding,
and the circumstance cast a gloom upon the

bridegroom. He grumbled under his breath

to Sam Prowse concerning the matter.
"

I could have sworn them two men would

have been here, come what might. Titus

would never have missed seeing me turned

off, if there wasn't some good reason against

it. As for Mr Henry—he gave me his word,

an' his word no man have known him to break.

Something be wrong, Prowse, else they'd be

here, both of 'em. 'Tis last night's work in

the woods."
" Be that as it will, better not keep stretching

forward so, else you'll burst thicky coat," said

the cautious Prowse. "
I see the seams of un

a-bulging over your back something cruel.

There's Johnny Beer an' his missus. I knowed

they'd come."

Five-and-twenty people formed the little

congregation ;
the vicar appeared ;

the bride

with her aunt walked up the aisle.

Minnie was self-possessed as usual. She

wore a light blue dress, white thread gloves,

and a hat with a jay's wing in it that Dan had

given her. One swift peep up at the face of

her lover she gave, one little smile touched her
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mouth and vanished
; then, without a quiver,

she pulled off her gloves and opened her

prayer-book. Dan had his ready also. Beside

her niece stood Mrs Maine, in a bright purple

dress, and a bonnet that trembled with magenta
roses and red ribbons. On Daniel's right

young Prowse appeared. He kept one hand

in his trouser pocket and held the ring tightly

on the tip of his little finger, so that it should

be ready for the bridegroom when the critical

moment came.

Mrs Sweetland was early dissolved in

moisture, and Mrs Beer likewise wept. Matthew
Sweetland seemed distracted and his thoughts
were elsewhere, for a great terror sat at the

man's heart.

Then the ceremony concluded
;

the bell-

ringers clattered back to the belfry ;
the

wedding party entered the vestry.

A cloud hung dark over Daniel, and only
Minnie had power to lessen it. He signed his

name moodily and was loud to all who would

listen in expressions of wonder and regret that

Henry Vivian and Titus Sim had not been at

his wedding.
" Of course there was the battoo at West-

combe—yet somehow—he promised, mind you—he promised. As to Sim, he must be sick
;

nought but illness would have kept him."
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" Don't judge the young youth," said Mary
Maine. "You forget he wanted Minnie too.

Perhaps, when it corned to the point, he felt he

couldn't bear the wrench of seeing her made
over to you by holy Prayer-book for ever-

more."

A brave banquet was spread at Mrs

Maine's, and since all invited to it could

not get into the parlour, an overflow of

feeders took their dinner in the kitchen. Mr
Beer's pleasure was spoilt entirely by this

circumstance, and his wife never liked Minnie's

aunt again. For the publican, by reason of

his bulk, was invited to join the minor com-

pany in the kitchen
;
and then, when the time

came, Daniel roared to him from the other

room to come into the parlour and propose the

bride's health.

But this Mr Beer stoutly refused to do.

His lady answered for him and her tartness

struck all the wedding guests with consterna-

tion. Sour words from Mrs Beer were like

bad grapes from a good vine.
" We'm very comfortable here, thank you,

Mr Sweetland," she shrilled back in answer

to Daniel. "We know our place, since Mrs
Maine has made it so clear. Us will tell our

own speeches in the kitchen
;

an' you can

tell yours in the parlour ;
an' it may be news
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to Mrs Maine that all the jugs on our table be

empty—have been this long while."

"An' the room, small though it be, ban't so

small as the beer was," added Mr Beer, with

the note of an angry blackbird.

The empty jugs were filled
;
but nothing

could remedy Mrs Maine's error. So she

lost her temper and began making pointed
remarks about a silk purse and a sow's ear.

The visitors hastened to finish their meal,

and Dan's wedding breakfast ended without

speeches or health -drinking. Since the

beginning of the festivity there had indeed

been a shadow in the air, and men and women

whispered under their breath concerning the

tragedy of the previous night. But the truth

was hidden with general kindness of mind

from the young bride and bridegroom. Now,
indeed, it could be concealed no longer, and,

horrible as a sudden death, there burst upon
Daniel Sweetland and his new-made wife the

tragedy of their lives.

The time for departure came and Daniel

noticed that a crowd considerably larger than

might have been expected began to gather at

the railings of Mrs Maine's cottage garden.
Once or twice he saw Luke Bartley, the

policeman, pass and order the people further

back
; then, as he himself emerged, with
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Minnie on his arm, the crowd overpowered
Mr Hartley and came close. Daniel stared

and his jaw stuck out and hardened, for no

cheer or friendly shout greeted him now.

Instead there rose hisses in the air and a

hoarse under-sound, or growl, as of angry

beasts.

Turning to learn the cause, two men

suddenly approached him. One was the local

inspector of police, a strong, brisk officer in

uniform ;
the other Daniel had never seen

before. Even at that tremendous moment

young Sweetland's interest was arrested.

The stranger who now spoke to him stood

six feet six inches and was evidently as

powerful as he was tall. He dwarfed the

people about him and his big voice rolled out

so that it seemed to smother the church bells,

which were now clashing a final peal of fare-

well to the departing pair.

•'Who be you
—Goliath of Gath, I should

reckon?" said Dan stoutly, as the big man

barred his way,
"No matter who I am," he answered.

"The question is—Who are you?"
"'Tis Daniel Sweetland — just married,"

declared Inspector Gregory, who knew the

Sweetlands well.
"
Sorry I am, Dan, to come

between you an' the joy of life at this minute
;
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but so it must be. This here man's a plain-

clothes officer from Plymouth ;
an' he've got

the warrants all right an' regular. You'm
arrested for the murder of Adam Thorpe last

night in Middlecott Lower Hundred. He
was shot in the belly, an' he died to hospital

just after dawn this morning."
The prisoner fell back and the world swam

round him. Then his wife's small hand came

into his.

" Be a man, Dan. Swear afore God you
didn't do it; an' to God leave the rest," she

said loud and clear so that all heard her.

"Afore God, an' humans, an' angels, I be

innocent of this," said Daniel. " Never in all

my life have I lifted a hand against any fellow-

creature—except Saul Pratt when he insulted

me in the street. Who brings this against
me ^ Who charges me ?

"

The facts were briefly stated—not by the

police, but by Daniel's friend, Titus Sim.

He broke through the crowd and spoke in the

other's ear.

" Listen to me, Dan. 'Tis life or death

for 'e. Who had your gun last night.-* All

hinges on that. At dawn yesterday I was

called up by Mr Henry, and only then did I

know what had failed out. He told me of the

raid and ordered me to come down straight
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into the woods an' search the crround to find

any mark or trace of the murderer. For

murder it was, because at cockHght came the

news from Moreton Hospital that Thorpe was

dead. We went—him and me alone—and

searched the ground foot by foot. Then I

found your gun—one barrel empty, t'other

loaded. I knew 'twas the new one he had

given you, and, in sudden fear, I was just

going to try and hide it. But Mr Henry had

seen it. He came over and recognised it at

once."
** If it hinges on that, I'm safe," said Daniel.

" 'Tis all right, Minnie. I be safe enough!
You go to Hangman's Hut, 'pon Dartymoor,

my bold heroes, an' you'll find my gun in its

case, where I put it last night with my own
hands."

** Won't do, Daniel," answered the Inspector.

"We had a warrant for search as well as for

arrest. I was at Hangman's Hut at midday
with this man here. Us did no harm, I promise

you. But we found the gun-case
—empty—

also a box of cartridges broke open an' two

missing."

"You'll have plenty of time to talk later on,"

said the big man. " But you've got to come

along wi' us to Plymouth now, Daniel Sweet-

land, so the sooner we start the better. I hope
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as you'll prove yourself innocent with all my
heart; but that's your business. Now I must

do mine."

In an instant Dan's hands were fastened

together. Powerful and stout though he was,

he found himself a child in the giant's grasp.

Indeed, the young man made no struggle. He
felt dazed and believed that from this night-

mare he must presently awaken.

The steel clicked over his wrists and his

mother screamed. At the same moment

Bartley brought up a dog-cart. In it a big,

restive horse leapt to be gone.
Daniel turned to Titus Sim.

"I can't believe I'm waking, old pal," he

said.
" Be I married ? Be I dreaming ?

Murder—to murder a man ! Do your best,

Titus
;
do what you can for me. Try an'

bring a spark of hope to father an' mother.

They know I'm innocent of this—so does

Minnie. Do what you can. An' Mr Henry—he don't think 'twas me? He wouldn't judge
me so cruel ?"

" He's hard and a terrible stickler for justice.

But be sure we'll do what men may, Daniel."

''Then 'tis to you I'll trust—to you an' my
own wits. Good-bye, Minnie

; keep up your
brave heart as well as you can. 'Twill come

right. I must think— I can prove
—at least.
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There—be brave, all of 'e. Don't you weep,
mother. You've got my solemn word I didn't

do it; an' if the rope was round my neck, I'd

say the same."

The old woman sank away from him and

fainted
;
Minnie stood close to him until he

was helped into the trap ;
Sim shook his hand-

cuffed hand. The crowd was divided and

men's voices rose in argument. The last to

speak was Daniel's father.
"
Keep a stiff upper-lip, my son," he said.

*' Us'll do what we can. I'll go to Lawyer
Jacobs to Newton this very day. Us'll fight

for 'e with all our power."
Daniel nodded.
" Bid mother cheer up when she comes to,"

he said.
"

I ban't feared. An' take care o'

Minnie."

He sat on the front of the trap and the big
man drove. Upon the back seat were In-

spector Gregory and the policeman, Luke

Bartley.

The horse was given its head, and soon

Daniel had vanished. He was to be driven

over the Moor to Plymouth.
For a moment Minnie seemed to be for-

gotten. Then she went quietly to her weep-

ing aunt and kissed her.
"

I be going now," she said.

D
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"Going—going where, you poor, deserted,

tibby lamb ? Where should you go?"
"To my home," answered the girl.

"I'm

Mrs Daniel Sweetland now. I've got to keep

up Dan's name afore the world an' be the

mistress of his house. 'Tis waiting for me.

I'll have it vitty for him when he comes back-

along."
" Go up there all alone to that wisht hovel

in the middle of them deadly bogs.-* You
sha'n't do it, Minnie— I won't let you."

"An' the name of the place!" groaned Mr
Beer. "

I prayed un to alter it too. 'Twas

bound to bring ill fortune. Now 'tis an omen."
" I'm going, however. 'Tis my duty. An*

so soon as may be I'll get down to Plymouth
to see him," declared the girl.

A cab, that was to have driven Daniel and

Minnie, still waited. Now she walked to it

and opened the door.

"Drive me up to Warren Inn 'pon Darty-

moor, my boy," she said.
" From there I can

walk."

Then she turned and approached Mrs
Sweetland.

" My place is in his home, mother. Don't

you fear nothing. I'll be a good wife to your

son, an' a good daughter to you. Our Dan be

in the hands of God. Good-bye, all—good-bye."
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She drove away, and the men who had hissed

at her husband cheered her.
"
Dammy—a good pucked un !

"
cried a thin,

gnarled figure with a green shade over his

eye.
"
Lucky's the he that gets that she,

whether it be yon chap or another after he

swings !"

The man was called Rix Parkinson, and he

held the proud dual position of leading drunkard

and leading poacher in Moreton. He was
drunk now, but people nearly always found

themselves in agreement with him when he

was sober and cared to talk.

A buzz and babel turned round Mrs Maine
and the Sweetlands. Then the gamekeeper
and Titus Sim talked apart.

" There's a train to Newton Abbot half after

six," said Matthew. *'
I'll go by it an' have a

tell with Lawyer Jacobs."
** And what I can do with Mr Henry I will

do," said Sim.

His eyes were upon Minnie Sweetland's

carriage as it drove away with the little blue

figure sitting bravely in it—alone.

Johnny Beer's wife had been forgotten, and

she wept in a small circle of children who had

gathered about her.
" What a wedding night for a dinky maiden !

"

sobbed Jane Beer;
" but me an' my man will
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go over to hearten her up, if 'tis in mortal

power to do it."

Anon the people scattered, and the day was

done. A grey gloaming settled upon the Moor,
and their eternal cloud-caps rolled over the

tors and stifled the light of evening.

A dog-cart with a fine trotting horse in it

swept along over the long, straight stretch to

the Warren Inn, and some miles in the rear of

it Daniel Sweetland's wife followed behind.

She sat in an open fly and was drawn by an

old grey mare who had assisted at a hundred

weddinos. But her driver had taken the

ribbons off his whip and flung away the flowers

from his buttonhole. He numbered only twelve

years ; yet he had sense to see that the moment
was not one for show of joy.

''They'll never hang such a rare fine chap,"
he said

;

" I'm sure they never would do such

a terrible rash thing, miss."



CHAPTER V

A GHOST OF A CHANCE

TT IS first experience of life crushed down
^ with all the weight of the world on

Daniel Sweetland and kept him dumb. He
stared straight before him and only answered

with nod or shake of head the remarks

addressed to him by Luke Bardey and the

inspector.
" Better leave the lad in peace," said the

kindly giant, who drove. " He wants to think,

an' no doubt he's got a deal to think about."

The prisoner's native genius now worked

swiftly with him, and his sole thought was of

escape as dusk gathered on Dartmoor. He
puzzled his head in vain to see the drift of

these doings. It seemed that his gun had
been found beside the spot where Adam
Thorpe was shot. What human hands could

have put it there ? He knew of no enemy on
earth. Measuring the chances of establishing
an alibi^ he saw that they were small. Search
could prove the fact that he had killed

pheasants on the previous night, and it was
53
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quite possible for him to have killed a man
also. He might have shot Thorpe at Middle-

cott and have spoken to the other keepers at

Westcombe afterwards. Indeed, the hours

ao^reed. Then he remembered the shadow

that had leapt up out of the heath when he left

Hangman's Hut for the last time. That man
it was who had destroyed him

;
and that man

would never be found unless Daniel himself

made the discovery. Revolving the matter in

his young brains, the poacher believed that his

only chance was present escape.

Once free and beyond the immediate and

awful danger of the moment, Daniel Sweetland

trusted that he might establish his innocence

and prove the truth. But as a prisoner on trial,

with his present scanty knowledge, there

appeared no shadow of hope. He looked up
at the man who drove and instinctively strained

the steel that handcuffed his wrists. Escape
seemed a possibility as remote as any
miracle.

"What be your name, policeman?" asked

Daniel, meekly.
" You took me very quiet an'

gentle, an' I thank you for it."

"I'm called Corder—Alfred Corder. I'm

the biggest man in the force."

"An' so strong as you'm big, by the looks

of it."
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**

Well, I've yet to meet my master," said

the officer. He had one little vanity, and

that was his biceps. ,

" Be you any relation to Alf Corder, the

champion of Devon wrestling, then ?
"

"
I am the man," said Mr Corder. " Never

been throwed since I was twenty-two ;
an' now

I'm thirty-four."

Daniel nodded.

"A very famous hero. I should have

thought you'd make more money wrestling in

London than ever you would doing cop's work

to Plymouth."
The giant was interested at this intelligent

remark.

"I've often been tempted to try; but I'm

not a man that moves very quick in my mind
;

though I can shift my sixteen stone of carcase

quick enough when it comes to wrestling or

fighting. Once my hand gets over a limb, it

sticks—like a bull-dog's teeth. 'Tis the

greatest grip known in the West Country—to

say it without boasting."
Daniel nodded and relapsed into silence.

He was thinking hard now. All his ideas

centred on the wild hope to escape. Scheme

after scheme sped through his brains. Once a

shadowy enterprise actually developed, but he

dismissed it as vain.
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Then Luke Bartley spoke to Mr Corder and

suggested another Hne of action.

"This here was the man who had that cute

thought that the burglars to Westcombe got

away on a motor-car—didn't he, Gregory ?
"

The inspector admitted it.

*' Yes
;

I gave you all credit for that, Sweet- I

land. 'Twas a clever opinion, and the right

one. I'm sure of that. Hue an' cry was so

quick that they never could have got clear off

with any slower vehicle."

Daniel made no answer
;
but he jumped at

the topic of the recent burglary and turned it

swiftly in his mind. Here, perhaps, was the

chance he wanted. For half an hour he kept
silence

;
then he spoke to Bartley.

"'Twas you who first thought as I might
have a hand in that business myself, Luke ?

"

"
No, no

;
Mr Gregory here."

"Of course, I hope you hadn't; but you

might have had. Anyhow, that will be a

mystery for evermore, I reckon," said the

inspector.
" Five thousand pounds' worth of plate they

took," explained Daniel to his driver; but Mr
Corder knew all about it.

" Five thousand and more. 'Twas always
a great regret to me that I wasn't in that

job."
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'* You couldn't have done no better than I

done," struck in Gregory. "That I'll swear

to. The London man gave me great credit

for what I did do. He said he'd never known
such a nose for a clue. That was his own
words."

"It was," declared Bartley. "That was

the very word of the London man, for I

heard it."

"
They are not a bit smarter than us to

Plymouth really," said Corder. "
I've known

them make mistakes that I'd have blushed to

make. But 'tis just London. If a thing
comes from London it must be first chop.

They only beat Plymouth in one matter as I

knows about; an' that's their criminal classes."
" Not but what we've got our flyers at a

crime too," said Mr Gregory, who was highly

patriotic. "Take that there burglary job to

Westcombe. 'Twasn't a fool who planned
and carried that out."

"But they comed down from London for

certain," argued Corder.
"
They might, or they might not," answered

the inspector.

"Then, for murders like this here murder

of Adam Thorpe," added Bartley.
" I'm sure

the county of Devon stands so high as any-

body could wish. 'Tisn't a deed to be proud
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of, certainly ;
but I won't allow for one that

London beats Devonsheer in anything. As

many hangs to Exeter gaol as to any other

county gaol in my knowledge."
" Shall I hang over this job, do 'e reckon,

Mr Corder.-^" asked Daniel, humbly.
" Ban't for me to say, my son. A gun be a

very damning piece of evidence. But if you
can prove you wasn't there, that's all that need

be done."
"

I was using my gun, but—"

'* Don't say nothing to me," interrupted the

giant.
"

I wish you well
;
but anything you

say is liable to be used against you according
to law. Therefore you'll do wisest to keep

your mouth shut till you can get your lawyer
to listen to you."

Silence fell
;

then the Warren Inn came

into sight, and at the same moment Mr Corder

pulled up and looked anxiously down his

horse's flank.

"Just jump out, will 'e, one of you men, an'

see if he's picked up a stone. He has gone
lame all of a sudden—in the near hind leg, I

think."

Bartley alighted and lifted the horse's hoof.

Then he examined the others. But there was

no stone. Yet the horse went lame when they
started again.
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" He's hurt his frog. He'll be all right in

an hour," said Gregory, who was learned on

the subject.
" Here's the Warren Inn just

handy. You'll do well to put up there for a

bit. Us can go in the parlour an' wait ; then,

if there's any in the bar, they won't see us."

John Beer and his wife were, of course, not

yet at home
;
but a potman kept house and

waited in the public room.

The place was empty. Mr Corder and

Gregory took Daniel Sweetland into a little

parlour, while Bartley stabled the lame horse.

Presently he returned and brought a lamp
with him, for it was now growing dark.

"An hour I'll wait, and only an hour,"

declared Corder. "Then, if the horse be still

lame, we must get another."

The officers sent for bread, cheese and

beer. They asked Daniel to join them, and

he agreed ;
then suddenly, while they were at

their meal, he spoke.
"
I've got a word to say to you chaps. 'Tis

a terrible matter, but I'd rather have it off my
mind than on it just at present. Will you do

the fair thing if I tell you, an' give me credit

after ?
"

" You'd better far keep quiet," said Corder.
" 'Tis like this. The cleverness of you three

men mazes me. To think as Gregory here
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saw so clear about the burglary ;
an' Hartley

too ! Well, now your horse goes lame an'

everything. 'Tis fate, an' so I'll speak if

you'll listen. Only I ax this as a prisoner ;

I ax this as the weak prays the strong for

mercy ;
that you'll remember to my credit how

I made a clean breast of everything without

any pressure from any of you."
Mr Corder stared.
" Trouble's turned your head, my son, by

the looks of it. Whatever rummage be you

talking about ?"
"
'Tis sense, I promise you. I nearly told

just now when us was speaking about the

burglary. Then, just here of all places, your
horse falls lame. 'Tis like Providence calling
me to speak."

Daniel was playing his solitary card. The
chances were still a thousand to one against

him; but he saw a faint possibility, if things
should fall out right. His swift mind had
seized the accident of the horse's lameness, and

his plot was made.
" Be plain if you can," said Corder. " Don't

think I'm against you. Only I say again,
there's no power in us to help you, even if we
had the will."

"I'm thinking of last August—that burglary.

Well, now, how about it if I was able to help
I
i
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you chaps to clear that up ? Wouldn't I be

doing you a good turn, Greg, if you was

able to say at headquarters that by cross-

questioning me you'd wormed the truth out of

me r

Mr Gregory stared. He licked his lips at

the very idea.

"An' if Mr Corder here was agreeable, an'

let me explain, you might find that when you
drive into Plymouth in a few hours' time, you
would be taking five thousand pounds of silver

plate along with you, besides me. Wouldn't
there be a bit of a stir about it—not to name
the reward ? Why, you'd all be promoted for

certain."

"Twelve hundred and fifty pounds' reward

was offered by the parties," said Mr Corder.

"And do you mean that you know any-

thing?" asked the inspector, much excited.
"

I mean this. You was right, Gregory, I

didn't do the burglary, but I knowed about it,

and I can tell you all an' more than you want
to know. There's twelve hundred and fifty

pounds for the men who recover that Giffard

silver
;
an' it can be done. But what I ax you

three men is this— If I put that money into

your pockets, will you do something for me ?
"

"
That'simpossible," answered Corder, firmly.

"
I know what's in your mind, my lad

; and 'tis
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natural enough that it should be
;

but you

might so soon ask them handcuffs on your
wrist to open without my key as ask me to

help you now, if that's your game."
"It isn't," answered Daniel. " Afore God,

no such thought as axing you to let me go
comed in my mind. 'Twould be like offering

you three men five thousand pound to let me
off. I wouldn't dream of such a thing. You're

honourable, upright chaps, an* I respect you
all a lot too much to do it. Five thousand

pound divided into three be only a dirty little

sixteen hundred or so apiece. Though, as a

matter of fact, there was far more took than

that. But I never meant no such thing. I'm

booked for trial, an' you can't help me. No,

you can't help me—none of you. 'Tis my
poor little wife I be breaking my heart for."

A fly crawled up to the inn as Daniel spoke
and stopped at the door. Looking out through
the open window, he caught a passing glimpse
of Minnie herself under the lamp at the door,

and heard her voice. She paid the driver and

he went into the bar
;
but Daniel knew that

Minnie was now walking alone across the Moor
to Hangman's Hut.

"Go on," said Gregory. "Let's hear all

you've got to say. No harm in that. My
heart bleeds for your mother, not your wife,
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Sweetland. Little did she think that she was

bringing such a bad lot into the world the day

you was born."
" I'm not so bad neither. Anyway, time's

too short to be sorry now. 'Tis like this.

It's not in my mind to ax anything for myself;
but I pray for a bit of mercy for my wife. If

I swing over this, what becomes of her ?

She've got but fifty-five pounds in the world."
'* 'Tis enough to keep her till an honest man

comes along an' marries her," said Bartley.
" For that matter, Titus Sim will wed her if

the worst overtakes you, Daniel."
" You put it plain," answered the prisoner,

*' an' I thank you for it, Luke. All the same,

they may not hang me
;

an' if I get penal

servitude, Minnie can't marry any other man.
Now the reward for finding out that burglary

job be twelve hundred an' fifty pounds, as Mr
Corder says. That divided betwixt the three

of you would be four hundred odd apiece. An'
I want to know just what you'll do about it.

In exchange for the money an' fame an' glory
this job will bring you men, I want two hundred

pounds—not for myself, but for my poor girl.

Ban't much to ax, an' not a penny less will I

take. That's my offer, an you'd best to think

upon it. If you refuse, I shall make it to

somebody else."
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Silence followed. Then Dan spoke again.
*' 'Tis terrible awkward eating bread an'

cheese wi' handcuffs on. Will e' take 'em off

for a bit, please ? I can't get out of the winder,

for 'tis too small
;
so if you stands afore the

door, you needn't fear I'll give you the

slip."

Mr Corder perceived the truth of this and

freed the prisoner's hands.

"You've put a pretty problem afore us,

young man," he said; "an' us must weigh it

in all its parts. Can't say as ever I had a

similar case in my experience."

"Nor me neither," declared Inspector

Gregory.

Bartley remained silent. He was asking
himself what it would feel like to be the richer

by hundreds of pounds.
Daniel ate his bread and cheese, drank a

pint of beer, and held out his wrists for the

handcuffs.

Then Mr Corder himself went to see to his

horse, and while he was away Daniel spoke to

the others.
" You chaps know how hard a thing it is to

get the public ear. Surely
—

surely 'tis worth

your while to find out this great burglary job an'

put money in your pockets ? You'm fools to

hesitate. But if you be such greedy souls that
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you won't spare a crumb to my poor wife, then

you sha'n't have a penny, so help me."
"
'Tis throwing away money to refuse,"

declared Bartley to Corder, who now returned.
" You see, that money have got to be earned,
an' why for shouldn't we earn it ? There's no

under-handed dealings, or playing with the

law.
" The boss is all right again, an' the sooner

we go the better," answered Mr Corder.

"You won't fall in then.^^" asked Daniel,
with a sinking heart.

*'
I don't say that

;
but if you'm in earnest,

you can tell us all about it as we go along."
" An' you'll swear, all three of you, to give

Minnie Sweetland two hundred pounds of the

reward ?
"

"I will," said Bartley. "Tis flying in the

face of Providence to do otherwise."
"
If it can be proved we'm not straining the

law, I'll do the same," declared Inspector

Gregory.
'' What do you say, Corder ?

"

"The law's clear, for that matter," answered
the big man. " The law ban't strained. The
law have nothing to do with a private bargain.
This here man comes to us an' says,

'

I'll put

you chaps in the way to make twelve hundred
an' fifty pounds between you.' An' we says,
' Do it.' Then he says,

' But I must have two
E
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hundred for my wife
;
because I, who be her

natural support, be taken from her.' Well—
there it is. My conscience is clear. Since

he's brought to book an' may go down on it,

the burglary never will be any use to him
;
so

he peaches. For my part I'll promise what he

wants this minute."
" And so will I," said Bartley.

*' 'Tis a very

honest, open offer for a condemned man."
" Not condemned at all—merely an arrested

man," corrected Gregory. "An' I'll take his

offer too," he added
;

" so it only remains for

him to tell us where the stuff be hidden."

Daniel looked straight into Corder's face.

" That was why I axed you not to be in a

hurry," he said.
" The Giffard plate from

Westcombe was brought up to the Moor, an'

such a fuss have been made that the burglars
haven't been able to get it clear for all these

weeks. Nobody dared to go near it. But I've

kept secret watch on it for 'em. As for the

stuff, 'tis within a mile of this very house,

though I daresay Johnny Beer would have a

fit if he knowed about it."

** Within reach of us ?
"
gasped Bartley.

" That's why I said you could take it along
to Plymouth to-night, if you had a mind to.

Drive across with me into King's Oven under

Hurston Ridge an' borrow a spade or two, an'
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I'll wager you'll have every pennyweight of

the silver in your trap in two hours or less

from this minute. Take it or leave it. I'm in

solemn earnest
;
that I swear to. Only this I'll

say : you'll not find it without me—not if you

dig for ever an' a day, 'Tis safe enough."
The policemen held a hurried colloquy aside.

In Gregory's mind was a growing suspicion
that the prisoner did not speak the truth. But

the others believed him.
*' What motive should he have to lie about

it?" asked Corder, under his breath. "It

won't advantage him if we find nothing. If we
do find it, the credit is ours. An' I sh'a'nt grudge
his wife her share of the reward, I'm sure.

Ban't even as if 'twas blood money ;
for that

stealing job won't make any difference to this

hanging one. Better let him show us the

stuff now. Who be the worse? If he's fool-

ing us, he's not helping himself. For my part,

I believe him. He's just come from marrying
his wife

;
an' 'tis human nature that she should

be the uppermost thought in his heart."
"
King's Oven do lie no more than a mile

from here," said Gregory ;

" so there's no

reason why we shouldn't get going. You put
in the boss, Luke. Sooner this job's over an'

we'm on the Plymouth road again, the better

I'll be pleased."
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Corder spoke to Daniel.
*' We'll fall in with your offer, young man.

Show us that stuff an' your missis shall have

her two hundred pounds so soon as the reward

is paid."

"Very well. If you slip a spade and a pick
or two in the trap afore we start, 'twill be all

the better. An' a bit of rope, for that matter.

Us have got our work cut out," answered the

prisoner.
*' What they Londoners will say

to me for turning traitor, I don't know
;
an' I

don't care now neither," he added.
" You won't give 'em up ?

"

"Not the men. Only the stuff—for my
wife's sake."

Bartley brought the trap to the door, and

as Sweetland was helped in, Mr Beer and

his wife drove up in their little market

cart.

The police said nothing, and soon they
were on their way again, but not before

Johnny Beer had spoken to his friend.

•'Keep a cheerful face in this terrible case.

Us'll do all we can for our old pal, Dan. To
think of the tragedy on your wedding day !

It have so got hold upon me that I've made

tragical rhymes upon it all the way back from

Moreton. Please God, I'll get the chance to

tell 'em to 'e some day."
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"
I hope you will, Johnny, though it don't

look very likely."

The trap drove off. Its lamps were lighted,

and they cast a bright blaze forward into a

dark night. Presently Daniel stopped them,

and Hartley jumped down and took the horse's

head.
" Now keep over the grass track to the right

an' us will be in King's Oven in ten minutes,"

said Sweetland.

Swaying and jolting, their dog-cart pro-
ceeded into the great central silence and still-

ness of the Moor.



CHAPTER VI

THE WEDDING NIGHT

T:7URNAM regis, or the King's Oven, is

-*- a wild and lonely spot lying beneath a

cairn-crested hill of mid Dartmoor. Here in

centuries past was practised the industry of

tin -
smelting, and to the present time a

thousand decaying evidences of that vanished

purpose still meet the eye. The foundations

of ruins are yet apparent in a chaos of

shattered stone
;
broken pounds extend their

walls into the waste around about
;
hard by a

mine once worked, and much stone from the

King's Oven was removed for the construction

of buildings which are to-day themselves in

ruins. Now the fox breeds in this fastness,

and only roaming cattle or the little ponies
have any business therein. A spot better

adapted for the bestowal of stolen property
could hardly be conceived.

Three hundred yards from the entrance of

the Oven, Daniel stopped the trap and the

men alighted.
"

I must get two of the rocks in line with

70
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the old stones 'pon top the hill," said Daniel.

"That done, I know where to set you fellows

digging."

They proceeded as he directed. Corder

walked on one side of the prisoner and

Gregory upon the other
;
while Luke Bartley,

with two spades and a pickaxe on his shoulder,

came behind them.

The moon now rose and the darkness lifted.

Sweetland walked about for some time until a

certain point arrested him. This rock, after

some shifting of their position, he presently

brought into line with another, and then it

seemed that both were hidden by the towering

top of the cairn that rose into the moonlight

beyond them.

"Here we are," he said. "An' first you've

got to shift this here o^ert boulder. It took

three men to turn it over and then pull it back

into its place ;
an' it will ax for all you three

can do to treat it likewise."

The rope was brought, and with the help of

the mighty Corder a large block of granite

was dragged out of its bed. The naked earth

spread beneath.
" You'll find solid stone for two feet,"

declared Daniel,
"
for we filled up with soil an'

granite, an' trampled all so hard an' firm as

our feet could do it. The hole we dug goes
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two feet down
;
then it runs under thicky rock

to the left."

Without words the men set to work and

Daniel expressed increasing impatience.

"Lord! to see you chaps with spades!

But, of course, you haven't been educated to

it. You'll be all night. I wish I could help

you ;
but I can't."

"We'll shift it," declared Corder. "Wait

till the moon's a thought higher ;
then we'll

see what we're at easier."

He toiled mightily and cast huge masses of

earth out of a orrowino- hole
;
but the orround

was full of great stones
;
and sometimes all

three officers had to work together to drag a

mass of orranite out of the earth.

"You chaps wouldn't have made your
fortunes at spade work— that's a fact," said

Daniel. "
I wish you'd let me help. If you

freed my hands, there'd be no danger in it so

long as you tied my legs."

Bartley stopped a moment to rest his aching
back.

"'Tis a fair offer," he said. "If you
make fast the man's legs, he couldn't give

us the slip. I can't do no more of this

labour, anyway. I've earned my living

with my brains all my life, an' I ban't built

to do ploughboy's work now I'm getting up
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In years. I be sweating my strength out

as tis.

Gregory agreed.
"Time's everything," he said. "If you

take that there rope an' tie him by the leg to

this stone what we've moved, he's just as safe

as if he was handcuffed. Then he can diof for

us, as he well knows how."

Mr Corder considered this course, and then

agreed to it. The rope was knotted round

Daniel's leo", and he found himself tied fast to

the great rock that had been recently moved
;

then Mr Corder took off the handcuffs.
" No tricks mind," he said.

" I'm a merciful

man an' wish you no harm
;
but if you try to

run for it, I'll knock you down as if you was a

rabbit."
" You're right not to trust me," answered

the poacher, calmly ;
"but give me that spade

an' you'll see I'm in earnest. I want two

hundred pound for my wife, don't I ? If we
take turn an' turn about, we'll soon shift this

muck. 'Twill be better for two to dig. Ban't

room for three."

The critical moment of Daniel's plot now

approached ;
but he kept a grip on his

nerves and succeeded in concealingr his

great excitement. All depended on the next

half hour.
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He and Corder now began to work steadily,

while the others rested and watched them.

The moon shone brightly, and a mound of

earth and stone increased beside the hole they

dug. Presently Gregory and Bartley took a

turn
;
but the latter had not dug five minutes

when Daniel snatched his spade from him and

continued the work himself.
"

I can't stand watching you," he said.

" Such weak hands I never seed in my life. A
man would be rotten long afore his grave was

dug, if you had the digging."
"

I works with the intellects," answered Mr

Bartley.
" My calling in life is higher than a

sexton's, I hope."
After another period of labour, Corder took

the inspector's place, and soon the aperture

gaped two feet deep.
** That's it ; now we've got to sink to the

left," explained Sweetland. " We run another

two feet under this here ledge and then we

come to the stuff."

Now he was working with Gregory again

and the moment for action had arrived. Op-

portunity had to be made, however, and

Daniel's escape depended entirely upon Mr
Corder's answer to his next question. He
knew that with the giant present his plans

must fail
;

but if Corder could be induced
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to go aside, Daniel felt that the rest was not

difficult.

" Can't see no more," he said.
"

If you'll

fetch one of the gig lamps, Mr Corder, us will

know where we are. You'll want the lamp in

a minute anyway, when we come to the plate,

for 'twas all thrown loose into the earth."

Without answering, the big policeman fell

into the trap. He had to go nearly three

hundred yards for the lamp, and, allowing him

above a minute for that journey, Daniel Sweet-

land made his plunge for liberty. Suddenly,
without a moment's warning, he turned upon

Gregory as the inspector bent beside him, and

struck the man an awful blow with his spade
full upon the top of the head.

"
Sorry, Greg !

"
he cried, as the officer fell

in a heap,
" but if I've got to swing, it shall be

for something, not nothing."
Even as he spoke Daniel had reached to the

length of his rope and collared Bartley. The

strong man he had struck senseless according
to his intention

;
the weak one he now pre-

pared to deal with. Bartley screamed like

a hunted hare, for he supposed that his hour

was come. Then Daniel saw the distant light

leap forward. Only seconds remained, and

only seconds were necessary.
"Be quiet and hand me your knife, or I'll
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smash your skull in too !

"
he shouted to the

shaking policeman ;
then he stretched for the

handcuffs, which Corder had put on a stone

beside him, and in a second Luke Bartley

found himself on the ground beside his

colleaofue. A moment later and he was chained

to the recumbent and senseless person of the

inspector, while Daniel knelt beside him and

extracted from his pocket the knife he now

required. With this he cut the rope that held

him prisoner and, during the ten seconds that

remained, before Mr Corder rushed upon the

scene, Daniel had put forty yards of darkness

between himself and his guards.

The Plymouth man now found his work cut

out for him. Gregory was still unconscious

and Bartley had become hysterical and was

rolling with his face on the earth howling for

mercy. Mr Corder liberated him and kicked

him into reason. Then Luke told his tale while

the other tended the unfortunate inspector.
" He failed upon the man with his spade,

like a devil from hell, an' afore I could start my
frozen limbs an' strike him down, he'd got me
in his clutches an' handcuffed my wrist to this

poor corpse here."

But Gregory was not a corpse. In two

minutes he had recovered his senses and sat

up with his feet in the pit.

I
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"What's happened ?
"
he asked. *' Where's

Daniel Sweetland to ? Who hit me ? Was it

lic^htnino- ?
"

" 'Twas him," answered Corder
;

"an'

there's no time to lose. If you can walk, take

my arm an' we'll go back this minute. I'm

going to drive to Princetown at once an' give
the alarm there. 'Tis only a matter of ten

mile, an' the civil guard at the prison know the

Moor an' will lend a hand to catch the man as

soon as daylight comes. He can't be off much
sooner."

" An' this here silver treasure ?
"
asked Mr

Bartley.
•' This here silver grandmother !" answered

the other bitterly.
" He's done us—done me

—me as have had some credit in my time, I

believe. There—don't talk— I could spit

blood for this !
—but words be vain. I shan't

have another peaceful moment till I've got
that anointed rascal in irons again. 'Tis a

lesson that may cost me a pension."
Corder gave his arm to Gregory and Bartley

walked in front with the lantern.

"A gashly company we make, sure enough,"
said the pioneer. "The wickedness of that

limb ! An' I thought for certain as my death

had come. Talk about London— I'd like to

see a worse unhung ruffian there, or anywhere.
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The man don't live that's worse than Sweet-

land. I never knowed there was such a liar

in the universe."

A last surprise awaited them and made the

long journey to Princetown impossible until

dawn.

When they reached the dogcart they found

it supported by the shafts alone, for the horse

was gone.
"
He'll get to Plymouth after all, I reckon,"

said Corder, blankly ;

" but we sha'n't—not this

side of morning. Us have got to walk ten

mile on end to reach Princetown, let alone

Plymouth. That's what us have got to do."
" While we talked, he took the hoss. The

devil's cunning of that man !

"

groaned Hartley.

Meantime Daniel Sweetland was riding

bare-backed over Dartmoor to his new home.

He knew the way very well and threaded

many a bog and leapt a stream or two
;

then breasted a hill and looked down where,
like a glow-worm, one little warm light glim-
mered in the silver and ebony of the nocturnal

desert.

For the first time that day his heart grew soft.

"Her—all alone!" he thought. "I might
have knowed she'd come. That's her place
now

;
an' mine be alongside her!

"
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He formed the resolution to see Minnie at

any cost.

" Us'll eat supper alone together for once,

though the devil gets the reckoning," he said.

"
I lay my pretty have had no stomach for

victuals this night."

Five minutes later a horse stopped at Hang-
man's Hut, and Minnie, unlocking the door,

found herself in her husband's arms.
" Ban't much of a wedding night," he said

;

" but such as 'tis us'll make the most of it. I've

foxed 'em very nice with a yarn about that

burglary, of which I know no more than the

dead really. But you'll hear tell about that

presently. An' to-night they'll have a pretty

walk to Princetown, for the only horse except
this one within five miles belongs to Johnny
Beer

;
an' 'tis tired out after the journey to

Moreton."

Minnie was far less calm than when she left

him in the morning. Even her steady nerve

failed her now, and for the only time in his

life Daniel saw her weep.
" Don't you do that," he said.

" Ban't no

hour for tears. Fetch in all the food in the

house, an' that bottle of wine I got for 'e.

Can't stop long, worse luck."
"

I know right well you'm an innocent

man, Daniel
;

an' I'll never be happy again
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until I've done my share to prove it," she

said.
*'
'Tis just that will be so awful hard. Any-

way I felt that the risk of a trial was too great

to stand, if there was a chance to escape.

And the chance offered. The lies I've told!

But I needn't waste time with that. Keep
quiet about my visit to-night. Ban't nobody's
business but ours. A purty honeymoon, by
God ! All the same, 'tis better than none."

Minnie hastened to get the food
; then, when

she had brought it, he put out the light and

flung the window open.
" Us must heed what may hap. They might

come this way by chance, though there's little

likelihood of it."

He listened, but there was no sound save

the sigh of a distant stream and the stamp of

the horse's hoofs at the door.
" To leave you here in this forsaken place !

"

he cried.
" You mustn't stop. You shall

not."
" But I shall, for 'tis so good as any

other," she answered. "
I've got to work for

you while you are far off, Daniel. I've got to

clear you ;
an' I will, God helping. What a

woman can do, I'll do for 'e."

" An' more than any woman but you could

do I I know right well that if truth is to come
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to light 'twill be your brave heart finds it. You
an' Sim. Trust him. He'll do what a friend

may. He'll work for me with all his might."
"An' what will you do?" she asked.
*' Make myself scarce," he answered. " 'Tis

all I can do for the present. No good arguing
while the rope's round your neck. I can't prove
I'm innocent, so 'tis vain stopping to do it. I'll

get out of harm's way, if I can. I mean to get
to Plymouth afore morning an' go down among
the ships. Then I'll take the first job any man
offers me, an' if my luck holds, I did ought to

be in blue water to-morrow."
'*

They'll trace you by the horse if you ride."
" So they would, of course. 'Tis the horse

I trust to help me again as he've helped to-

night. Like enough, when you hear next about

me, they'll tell you as I've been killed by the

horse. But don't you feel no fear. I shall be

to Plymouth very comfortable."

She ministered to him, and he ate and drank

heartily.

"One hour I'll bide along wi' my own true

love, then off I must go," said Daniel. "
I've

hit poor Gregory rather hard
;
but I hope he'll

get over it. Anyway, it had to be done. Only

you go on being yourself, Min, an' keep up your

courage, an' fill your time working for me. The
case is clear. Some man have shot Adam
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Thorpe ;
but he didn't shoot him with my gun,

because my gun was in my own hand when

Thorpe fell, an' I was a good few mile away.
To be exact, I was getting pheasants for 'e in

Westcombe woods at the time—you'll find 'em

in the well
;

an' I heard the shots fired at

Middlecott quite clear, though I was five mile

off. But the thing be to show that I was five

mile off."

" And your gun, Daniel ?
"

"
I put my gun back in the case in the next

room to this long afore midnight yesterday,"
he said,

" Then 'twas fetched away after midnight ?
"

"
Yes, it was

;
an' if you can find the man as

took my gun, then you'll find the man who killed

the keeper."
" 'Twill be the first thought an' prayer of my

life to do it, Daniel."
" 'An you will do it—if Sim don't," he pro-

phesied.
Within an hour Daniel reluctantly prepared

to leave his home.

"'Tis a damned shame I must go," he said
;

"but I've no choice now. Only mind this,

Minnie Sweetland. Don't you think you'm a

widow to-morrow when they comes an' tells you
so. If they bring my carpse to 'e, then believe

it
;
but they won't."
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"Take care of yourself, Daniel," she an-

swered, "for your life's my life. I'll only live

an' think an' work an' pray for you, till you come

homealono- acjain."
" Trust me," he said.

" You'm my star

wheresoever I do go. Up or down, so long as

I be alive, I'll have you first in thought, my own
li'I wife. Nought shall ever come atween me
an' you but my coffin-lid. An' well God knows

it."

"
Go," she said.

" An' let me hear how you
be faring so soon as you can."

" Be sure of that. If I daren't write to you,
I'll write to Sim. But remember ! it may be an

awful long time, if I have to go across seas."

"Write to me—to me direct," she begged

earnestly.
" Send my letter through no other

man or woman. 'Twill be my life's blood re-

newed to get it. An' I can wait
;

I can wait as

patient as any stone. Time's nothing so long as

we come together again some day. We've got
our dear memories, an' they'll never grow dim,

though we grow grey."
" Not the memory of this day an' night, that's

brought the greatest ill an' the greatest joy into

my life to once," he answered her.
" Green for

evermore 'twill be."

Then again and again they kissed, and Daniel

Sweetland rode away.
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At the top of the next dark hill he turned and

looked back, but he saw nothing. Minnie had

not lighted her lamp again. She stood and

watched him vanish. Then she went to her

bed in the dark and prayed brave prayers until

the dawn broke.



CHAPTER VII

THE BAD SHIP
" PEABODY

"

"TXANIEL SWEETLAND had decided on
^-^

his course of action before he bade his

wife farewell. Now he rode back to Furnum

Regis, found the King's Oven empty as he

expected, and turned his horse's head to the

south. He crossed the main road, struck

down a saddle path, and presently approached
Vitifer Mine. Here the land was cut and

broken into wild chaos of old-time excavations

and deep natural gulleys and fissures. The

place was dangerous, for terrific disused shafts

opened here, and a network of rails and posts

marked the more perilous tracts and kept the

cattle out. Sweetland knew this region well,

and now, dismounting, he led his horse to a

wide pit known as Wall Shaft Gully, and

tethered it firmly where miners, going to their

work, must see it on the following morning.
An ancient adit lined with granite yawned
below, and local report said that it was un-

fathomable. Two years before a man had

accidentally destroyed himself by falling into

it, and though the fact was known, the nature

8s .
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of the place made it impossible to recover his

corpse.

Now Daniel took a pencil and paper from

his pocket. Then, under the waning moon,
he wrote the words "

Good-bye, all. Let Sim
break it to my wife.—D. Sweetland." Next
he took a stick, stuck it up, and set his message
in a cleft of it

;
and lastly he kicked and broke

the soil at the edge of the shaft, so that it

should seem he had cast himself in with

reluctance. That done, he set out for Plymouth
at his best pace, consulted his watch, and saw

that if all went well he might reach the shelter

of the streets by four o'clock in the morning.
That information respecting his escape must

be there before him, he knew. As soon as the

police reached Princetown, telegrams would fly

to Exeter and Plymouth and elsewhere. But

Daniel trusted that early news would come
from the Moor. Then, if once it was supposed
that he had committed suicide, the severity of

the search was certain to relax.

His estimate of the distance to be travelled

proved incorrect, and the runaway found himself

surprised by the first grey of morning long
before he had reached the skirts of the town.

He turned, therefore, into the deep woods that

lie among those outlying fortresses which

surround the great seaport, and near the neigh-
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bourhood of Marsh Mills, where the river

Plym runs by long, shining reaches to the sea,

Daniel hid close under an overhanging bank

beside the water. Here he was safe enough,
and saw no sign of life but the trout that rose

beneath him. The food that Minnie made him

carry was soon gone, and another nightfall

found Sweetland ravenous. At dusk he lowered

himself to the river and drank his fill, but not

until midnight was past did he leave his snug
holt and set forth again.

By three o'clock on the following morning he

was in Plymouth, and turned his steps straight-

way to the Barbican. For Daniel sought a

ship. He had debated of all possibilities, and

even thought of hiding upon the Moor and

letting Minnie feed him by night, until the truth

of Thorpe's murder came to be known
;
but the

futility of such a course was manifest. To
intervene actively must be impossible for him

without discovery ;
he felt it wiser, therefore,

to escape beyond reach of danger for the

present. Then, once safe, he hoped to

communicate with his friends and hear from

them concerning their efforts to prove his

innocence.

The Barbican grew out of dawn gradually,

and its picturesqueness and venerable details

stood clear cut in the light of morning. It
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woke early, and Daniel hastened where a coffee-

stall on wheels crept down to the quay from an

alley-way that opened there. He was the first

customer, and he made a mighty breakfast, to

the satisfaction of the merchant. Daniel was

cooling his third cup when other wayfarers

joined him. Some were fishermen about to

sail on the tide
;
some were Spanish boys, just

setting out on their rounds with ropes of onions ;

some were sailors from the ships.

A thin, hatchet-faced man in jack-boots and

a blue jersey attracted Daniel. He wore his

hair quite long in oily ringlets ; gold gleamed
in his ears ; his jaws were clean-shaven, and

his teeth were yellow.
" Have any of you chaps seen a Judas-

coloured man this morning .'"' he asked of the

company.
" His name's Jordan, and he carries

a great red beard afore him, and the Lord

knows where he's got to. Went off his ship

last night and never came back."

A fisherman was able to give information.
"

I seed the very man last night. He was

drinking along with some pals and females at

the ' Master Mariner
'—that publichouse at the

corner. He's got into trouble, mister."
" Of course, of course

;
I might have knowed

it. He's a man so fiery as his colour. Have

they locked him up ?
"
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"That 1 couldn't tell you. There was a

regular upstore an' pewter mugs flying like

birds. First a woman scratched the man's

face
;
then three chaps went for him all at once.

The police took him away, but whether he's to

the lock-up or the hospital I couldn't tell 'e.

One or t'other for sartain."

The sailor with the earrings showed no great

regret.
•' Let him stop there, the cranky, spit-firing

varmint. But we sail after midday on the tide,

and the question is where am I going to pick

up a carpenter's mate between now and then ?
"

" What's your ship ?
"
asked Daniel Sweet-

land.

"The Peabody, bound for the West Indies,

and maybe South America after."

" How long will you be away from England.^*
"

" Can't say to a month. Might be twelve

weeks, might be twenty ;
but most like we

shall be home by end of February."
"

I'll come," said Daniel. "
I want a ship,

an' I want it quick."
*'

D'you know your job ?
"

"Ess, fay; an' what I don't know I'll larn

afore we'm off the Eddystone lighthouse."
" Come on then," answered the other.

" I'm

in luck seemingly. You're all right
— eh ?

Ban't running away from anybody ?
"
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" I'm running away from my wife," answered

Daniel, frankly.

The other shrugged his shoulders.

"Well, well, that's a home affair— your

business, not mine. Sometimes there's nought
better than a bit of widowhood for females.

You'll make friends when you go back, no

doubt."
"
Very likely we shall."

" There was one man shipped with me who
told that story, and I thought no more of it at

the time. But afterwards I found that the chap
had murdered his missis afore he ran away from

her. You haven't done that, I hope ?
"

"
No, no—^just left her for her good for the

present," explained Daniel.
" And who be you,

if I may ax ?"
" My name is James Bradley, and I'm mate

of the Peabody," answered his companion.
**

I'll not deceive you. I'm offering you nothing

very well worth having. The Peabodys an old

tank steamer, and rotten as an over-ripe pear.

Sometimes I think the rats will put their paws

through her bottom afore long. A bad,

under-engined, under-manned ship."
" Why do you sail in her then ?

"

"That's not here or there. I'm mate, and

men will risk a lot for power. Besides, I'm a

philosopher, if you know what that is, and I've
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got a notion, picked up in the East, that what
will happen will happen. If I'm going to be

drowned, I shall be drowned. Therefore, by-

law an' logic, I'm as safe in the Peabody as I

should be in a battleship. But perhaps your
mind is not used to logic ?

"

" Never heard of it," said Daniel.
"

I'll larn you," answered Mr Bradley.
** There's the ship alongside that quay. I'll

lay you never saw a uglier,"

The Peabody was not an attractive craft, but

Daniel had no eye for a ship and merely re-

garded the steamer as an ark of refuge until

better days might dawn. She lay low in the

water, had three naked, raking masts, and
bluff bows. Her engines were placed right aft.

The well of the ship was not five feet above
the water-line.

Mr Bradley, ignorant of the fact that the

new carpenter's mate had seldom seen a ship
in his life, and never been upon one, supposed
that Daniel was taking in the steamer with a

sailor's eye.
" A better weather boat than you'd think, for

all she's so low. Ten knots with a fair wind.

We're taking out a mixed cargo and we shall

bring back all sorts and probably cruise around

on the South American coast till we can fill up
somehow."
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" What sort of a captain have you got ?

"

" A very good old man. Too good for most

of us. A psalm-smiter, in fact."

"
I'll come an' see the captain, an' have a bit

more breakfast, if you've no objection," said

Daniel.
" He won't be there. He's along with his

wife and family at Devonport. He'll only come

aboard an hour afore we sail. But I'm in com-

mand now. We'll sign you on right away.
What sort of a sailor are you ?

"

" Never knowed what it was to be sea-sick

in my life," said Daniel, laughing to himself at

the joke.

"Lucky for you. The Peabody finds the

weak spots in a man's system when she's in a

beam sea—that I promise you. I'm always ill

for a week after I've been ashore a fortnight.

Here's Chips."
The man addressed as "

Chips
"
was standing

at the entrance of the forecastle as Bradley and

Daniel crossed a gangway and arrived on the

deck of the ship.

He came forward to the mate.
" Have 'e heard or seen aught of Jordan?

"

he asked.

"Seen nought; heard all I want to hear.

He's either in hospital or police-station. There

won't be time for him to come back now, even
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if he wants to. Tell the boy to pack his kit-

bag and send it ashore to the ' Master Mariner.'

They'll know where he's been taken. And this

man has come in his place. What's your name,

my son ?
"

'•Bob Bates."
" Come and eat your breakfast, Bob Bates,"

said the carpenter.
" Then I'll find you plenty

to do afore we sail."

" I'm a thought out of practice, but I'll soon

get handy," answered Daniel.

"Where's your papers.-*" asked the mate.
" Haven't got none," answered the other.
" Old man will never take you without

papers."
The carpenter, who liked the look of his

new mate, intervened. " Leave that, Bradley.

Cap'n will listen to me, if not to you. Seeing
this man ships in such a hell of a hurry, 'twill

be all right. Then, if he's the proper sort, old

man will soon forget."

"You can pretend I'm a stowaway an' not

find me till we're out to sea," suggested Daniel.
" No need, no need

;
'twill be all right,"

answered the other.

Time proved that the carpenter of the Pea-

body was correct. His injured mate did not

reappear, and in the hurry of sailing no questions
were asked. That night, in a weak ship rolling
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gunwales under, Sweetland made acquaintance
with the ailment he had never known, and Mr

Bradley, who found him under the light of an

oil lamp in an alley-way, regarded the prostrate

wreck of Daniel with gloomy triumph.
"

I told you as this ship would twist your
innards about a bit. I'm awful bad myself.

Drink a pint of sea-water
;

'tis the only thing
to do. If it don't kill you, it cures you."
The landsman grunted inarticulately. He

was thinking that to perish ashore, even with

infamy, would be better than the dreadful death

that now prepared to overtake him.

But after twenty-four hours the Peabody
was ship-shape and panting solidly along on an

even keel. Daniel quickly recovered, and what

he lacked in knowledge he made up in power
to learn and power to please. Chips, of course,

discovered that his new mate was no carpenter,

and Bradley also perceived that Daniel had

never been to sea before. But your land-lubber,

if he be made of the right stuff, will often get
on with a ship's company better than a seasoned

salt. Sweetland was unselfish, hard-working,
and civil. The men liked him, and the captain

liked him. He prospered and kept his own
dark cares hidden.

To detail at length the life on shipboard is

not necessary, since no events of importance
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occurred to be chronicled, and within a few

weeks of sailing, accident withdrew Sweetland

from the Peabody for ever. The usual experi-

ence befell him
;

the wonders of the deep
revealed themselves to him for the first time

;

but only one thing that the sea gave up inter-

ested Sweetland, and that chanced to be an

English newspaper. It happened thus. When
off the Azores on the Sunday after sailing, a

big steamer overhauled the Peabody, went past

her as if she was standing still, and in two hours

was hull down again on the horizon.

"'Tis the Don^' said Bradley. "One of

the Royal Mail boats from Southampton for

Barbados and Jamaica."
Sweetland frowned to himself and wondered

how it came about that the vessel's name should

be familiar to him. Then he remembered that

it had entered his ear before the tragedy. Henry
Vivian intended to sail by this ship. Doubtless

he was on her now.

The liner passed within two hundred yards
of the tramp. Then, just as she drew ahead,

somebody pitched a newspaper over her taffrail

into the water. It was crumpled up, and the

sea being smooth, the journal floated, and a

current drifted it across the bows of the Pea-

body. A man forward saw it, guessed that it

contained later news than any on the ship, and
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prepared to fish it up. Three sailors with lines

were ready for the floating paper as it passed
the side of the steamer, and the second angler
secured it. It proved to be The Times of a date

one day later than the sailing of the Peabody.
The journal was carefully dried and then, in

turn, each man who cared to do so studied it

at leisure.

For Daniel Sweetland it contained one highly

interesting paragraph, and he smiled to see how
successful his crude deception had proved.
The item of news may be reproduced, for it

defines the supposed situation left behind by
Sweetland, and fittingly closes this chapter of

his life's story.

"THE TRAGEDY ON DARTMOOR
" A sensational sequel is reported to the arrest of

the man Daniel Sweetland on his wedding day. It

will be remembered that Sweetland, a notorious

poacher, was suspected
—on the evidence of his own

gun—to have murdered a gamekeeper in the woods

of Middlecott Court estate near the little town of

Moretonhampstead, Devon. Three officers arrested

him and started to convey him to Plymouth. But

accident detained the party in the lonely central

region of the Moor, and their horse falling lame, they

spent some time at a solitary publichouse known as

the Warren Inn. Here Sweetland, taking the police

into his confidence, confessed to being an accomplice
in the recent famous burglary at Westcombe—the
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seat of the Giffards not far distant from Middlecott

Court. . . ,"

The journal, after giving a very accurate

account of all that had happened at Furnum

Regis, proceeded
—

" The hoodwinked officers lost no time in reaching

Princetown, and from the convict establishment at

that village, telegraphic communication was set up
with the neighbouring districts. But early morning

brought the sequel to the incident, for at dawn certain

labourers proceeding to their work in Vitifer Mine,

some few miles from the King's Oven, discovered the

horse on which Sweetland had ridden off. It was

tethered in the midst of a wild and savage region

full of old workings, where lie some tremendous and

unfathomable shafts, sunk in past years but long
deserted. Here the unfortunate poacher appears to

have deliberately taken his own life, for at the head

of the Wall Shaft Gully—a famous chasm which has

already claimed human victims in the past
—a stake

was discovered with a letter fastened to the top of it.

The words inscribed thereon ran as follows :
— ' Good-

bye all. Let Sim break news to my wife.
—D. Sweetland!

The writing bears traces of great agitation, but those

familiar with Sweetland's penmanship are prepared
to swear that these pathetic syllables were actually
written by him. Absolute proof, however, is impos-

sible, since the profound depths of the Wall Shaft

Gully cannot be entered. In the case of an accident

during 1883, when a shepherd was seen to fall in, all

efforts to recover his body proved fruitless, owing to

the fact that foul air is encountered at a depth of

G
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about one hundred yards beneath the surface of the

ground. The man ' Sim
'

alluded to in the poacher's
last message is a footman at Middlecott Court, and

appears to have been Sweetland's only friend. We
understand that he has carried out the trust imparted
to him by his ill-fated companion. Search at the

King's Oven has proved unavailing. It is clear that

no treasure of any kind was secreted there."

" That's all right," said Daniel.
" Now the

sooner I get back to help 'em find out who
killed Thorpe, the better. If I'd known that

'twould all work out so suent an' easy, I'd not

have gone at all. If it weren't for the thought
of Minnie an' mother, I could laugh."



CHAPTER VIII

MR SIM TELLS A LIE

'
I ^HOUGH Daniel had expressly asked
-*- Minnie to tell his friend Titus Sim that

he was not at the bottom of Wall Shaft Gully
but far away in present safety, the wanderer's

wife did no such thing. She would not trust

herself to associate Sim with her husband's

tragic misfortune
;
for she could not yet feel

certainty that the footman was all he pretended
and declared. His conduct after Sweetland's

disappearance proved exemplary. He fulfilled

the mission left behind by Daniel with all pos-
sible tact and judgment. Alone he visited

Minnie, and broke the news to her that she

was a widow. But she surprised him more than

he dismayed her.
"

I pray that you an' everybody be mistaken,

Mr Sim," she said. "I hope my Daniel's not

at the bottom of that awful place. But whether

his days are over an' he lies there, or whether

he's safe an' beyond the reach of those who
want to take him, my part is the same. I'll

never rest till I've done all a faithful wife can

do to clear his memory of this wicked thing.
99
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You know so well as I do that he was an

innocent man."

"Yes, and trust me to prove him so, if wit

and hard work can do it."

" Those who loved him must labour to clear

him. Let them who want my good word an'

good-will right Daniel. 'Tis the only way to

my heart, an' I don't care who knows it."

Perhaps those words were the cleverest that

Minnie had ever uttered. At any rate, they

produced a profound effect on Titus Sim. He
pondered deeply before replying ;

then he

nodded thoughtfully to himself more than once.

"'Tis the great task before us all; to make
his memory sweet. Rest sure enough that I'll

do my share," he promised.
But Minnie Sweetland found her dislike of

Sim not lessened by his correct attitude during
these dark and troubled days. She avoided

him when possible. She kept the secret of her

husband's flight very close. Indeed, two living

souls alone knew it beside Minnie, and they
were her husband's parents. Dan need have

been in small concern for his mother, because

on the morning after the poacher's flight Minnie

had private speech with the Sweetlands, and

made them understand the truth. The woman
was wise, and perceiving that her son's salva-

tion probably hung upon this secret, she kept
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it. Matthew Sweetland also preserved silence.

His melancholy was profound, and only Minnie
had any power to lift him out of it. Her energy
and determination deeply impressed him

;
her

absolute belief and trust in her husband's honour

put life into him. He told her all that he knew

concerning the death of Adam Thorpe, and

promised to take her to the scene of the outrage
that she might study it for herself.

"
If only we can prove that he had no hand

in it," said Matthew. " But there, 'tis vain to

hope so—look which way you will. If he was

innocent, why for did he run ?
"

" Innocent men have done so for nought but

terror," she answered.
*'

Maybe ;
but not Daniel. He was never

afeared. No—no
;

he's gone with blood on

his hands. 'Twill never be known till Judg-
ment Day. Then the record will be cried from

the Book."

"Why for shouldn't us believe him?" she

asked. " He never told me a lie in his life.

Can you call home that you ever catched him
m one c

But the father refused to argue.
" He may have throwed himself down Wall

Shaft Gully for all he told you he would not.

And no man would have taken on that dread-

ful death if he wasn't in fear of a dreadfuller.
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However, you can come to the place an' wel-

come. I'll show you where one rogue got me
down an' nearly hammered the life out of me ;

an' I'll show you where the other man let moon-

light into poor Thorpe. The detectives have

tramped every yard of the ground, but they
found nothing good or bad. The man or woman
as can prove my son innocent will have my bless-

ing, I promise you, though too well I know he's

guilty. I 've heard him threaten Thorpe myself.
"

In process of time, therefore, Minnie visited

the coverts of Middlecott Court and traversed

the exact ground where Daniel was supposed
to have destroyed Adam Thorpe. Many other

more highly trained observers had done the like
;

but public interest in the affair perished with

Sweetland's supposed suicide
;
and even the

police when the events of Furnum Regis and

Wall Shaft Gully came to their ears, pursued
their operations at Middlecott Lower Hundred
and elsewhere with less ardour. Their labours

threw no light upon the past ;
nor could they

find Daniel's accomplice. Mr Sweetland swore

to a second poacher ;
for one man fought with

him and broke his finger, while the other fired

on Thorpe ;
but both rascals had worn masks,

and no trace of either appeared after the affray,

excepting only the gun—Henry Vivian's gift

to Daniel.
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Proceedings presently terminated tamely

enough, and it was not until a fortnight after

the last detective had left Middlecott that

Minnie with her father-in-law visited the theatre

of Thorpe's death.

But they took a detour, for Sweetland had

fresh troubles upon his hands.
"
We'll go by Flint Stone Quarry in the east

woods," he said,
"
for there it was that more

birds were killed last night. You'd think the

anointed ruffians had done enough ; but they be

at it still. 'Twas a great roosting-place
—

very
thick and warm, with snug shelter from north

and east. They might have killed scores o'

dozens for all me an' the new keeper could do.

For all I know, they did. Of course when us

got there all was silent as the grave ; but

Thomas went again first thing this morning and

found one dead bird an' one lamed but living,

stuck in a tree fork. An' there was feathers

everywhere an' marks of feet. Ten pounds
worth of birds at least they took."

The girl listened quietly.
"
Maybe 'tis the old hands, father?"

"Or new ones, as have larned their wicked

tricks from my dead son."
"

I shall never love you while you say these

thinors ao-ainst Daniel."

The keeper did not answer. He was survey-
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ing the glaring evidence of another poaching
raid. A stone quarry stood in the centre of

heavy woods here, and gleamed white with flint

and yellow with gravel where it had been gouged
out of the hillside. All round it there crowded

trees, and an undergrowth of juniper and

rhododendron grew to the forehead of the cleft.

" Look !" said Matthew Sweetland. "The

scamps corned down there
;
an' one slipped, I

reckon. See how the soil be tored away. I

lay he fell pretty heavy. 'Twas this here more ^

catched his foot an' over he corned. Here's

feathers an' blood where he fell."

Minnie stood by her father-in-law and ex-

amined the marks he indicated. It was clear

that some heavy body had crashed over the

edge of the quarry and fallen six feet into a bed

of fern beneath. While the man examined the

ground, Minnie picked up a feather or two,

regarded the clotted blood beneath, and won-

dered whether it came from a dead pheasant or

a living poacher. She peeped about among the

fern, then started, bent down, picked up a small

object and put it into her pocket quickly.
When the keeper returned she was looking

listlessly at the wound on the quarry.
"The man must have fallen heavy, if 'twas

a man," she said.

^ More : a tree root.



MR SIM TELLS A LIE 105

" The Dowl looks arter his own," answered

Mr Sweetland. " 'Twould have broke the neck

of any honest chap, no doubt."

They proceeded a mile into the sweet re-

cesses of the woods. Then Minnie stood on

the scene of the murder and regarded, not with-

out emotion, the spot where her husband was

declared to have killed Adam Thorpe.
His father gloomily pointed out the place

where Daniel's gun had been discovered by

Titus Sim.
"

It have aged the poor wretch twenty year,"

he said.
" Sim be a hang-dog creature now,

an' slinks past me as though he was to blame

for Dan's downfall. But I won't have that.

He only done his duty. There was the gun,

an' he had to show it. 'Tis all summed up in

that. How did it come to be there, if my
son was not ^ An' why for did he run away or

else kill himself, if he had the power to prove

himself gruiltless ? Who can answer those

questions ?
"

" 'Tis for me to do it," replied Minnie. " An'

right's my side, father. If he was dead, 'tis for

me to live to right his memory ;
but he be living,

'tis for me to clear him more than ever, so that

he may come back an' stand afore your face

again like an honest man."

"Never—never," he answered. "That's



io6 THE POACHER'S WIFE

where us picked up Thorpe ;
an' that's where

the gun was
;
an' there, alongside that fallen

tree in the brambles, was the spot where t'other

blackguard got me down an' nearly beat the life

out of me."

The ofirl looked round about her and

nodded.
" Now you go about your business, for I lay

this not a pleasant place to you," she said.
**

I'll

just peep around, if you please."
" There's no eyes of all them that have

searched here was so bright as yours, my dear ;

but think twice afore you waste your time here.

'Tis not likely you'll find aught ; an' if you find

anything more than others have found, 'tis most

certain to be sorrow."
*•

I don't think it. My heart tells me as there

be that hid here as will pay for finding. I've

felt it all along, an' never more than to-day."
" Seek then, an' if you can find my son's in-

nocence, me an' his mother will bless you for

evermore, when us wakes and when us lies

down. You've my leave to come here as often

as you will, an' I'll tell Thomas an' t'others that

you'm free of the woods. Your way home

along is by the path yonder. 'Twill fetch 'e out

'pon the side of Hameldon ; then to the high

road ban't above a mile."

The old man left her, and Minnie, sitting
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down upon the fallen tree which he had pointed

out, made a quiet and systematic plan of search.

But her thoughts were divided between this

present site and that whereon she had stood

half an-hour earlier. Now she mapped out the

region of the fray, and began her work where

Daniel's gun had been discovered by Titus Sim.

She took a reel of stout white thread from her

pocket and with sticks marked out a space of

three square yards. Then yard by yard she

went over the ground, lifting every leaf and ex-

amining every inch of grass and soil. Not an

atom of ground escaped this most laborious

scrutiny. With immense patience and care she

pursued the task, and at the end of three hours,

in the silent heart of the woods, she had in-

spected six square yards. Nothing rewarded

the examination : but only a very trifling tract

out of that involved was yet inspected, and

Minnie, having carefully marked the portion in-

vestiorated, left Middlecott Lower Hundred and

prepared to return home.

She still lived at Hangman's Hut, and the

fifty pounds with which Daniel had started life

promised to keep her there until time should

pass and news of her husband reach her. Al-

ready the wonder waned and folks began to talk

of the " widow Sweetland
"
and ask each other

how long she must in decency remain alone
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before taking another husband. That Titus

Sim would be the man few doubted. He often

visited her, and he strove vaHantly in many
directions to discover the secret of Thorpe's
death. Sometimes he grew elated at the

shadow of a clue ; then, again, he became

cast down as the hope of explanation vanished

and the problem evaded him.

Three nights after Minnie's first great search,

Mr Sim called upon her. Of late he had seen

her not seldom, because the family at Middle-

cott was away and the servants consequently

enjoyed unusual leisure.

Titus found Mrs Beer with her neighbour, for

the innkeeper's wife often spent an evening
hour at the lonely girl's cottage, and Mr Beer

also would occasionally run over if business

was quiet. But his motives were selfish, for

Minnie proved a good listener, and though
she did not praise the fat man's poetry, she

was always prepared tQ give it respectful

hearing.
The footman knocked and entered, according

to his custom
;

then he sat by the fire and

stretched his gaitered legs to the blaze.

" A rough night," he said.
"

I had a regular

fight with the wind coming up over the heath
;

but you'm snug enough seemingly. I do wel-

come these days when our people are away ;
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for they give me a chance to be in the air.

Sometimes I'm sore tempted to throw up this

life and get out-of-door work again."
" You wasn't meant for a flunkey, I'm sure,"

declared Mrs Beer. "
I never can think 'tis a

very dignified calling for a grown man, though
of course the quality must have 'em."

"You are almost so fond of the woods and

the wild things as my Daniel is," declared

Minnie.
" True for you," he answered. " True for

you, Mrs Sweetland."
"

I dare say you get a breath of the woods
now an' again while the folks are away ?"

" All I can. These stirring times make me
long to be a gamekeeper—just like when the

country goes to war, we men all want to be

soldiers. I'm afraid poor old Sweetland gets

beyond his work. There's been more trouble

in the preserves since Sir Reginald went to

Scotland."

This information apparently reminded the

mistress of Hangman's Hut that she had offered

Titus no hospitality.

"I'll draw some cider for 'e. 'Tis all I've

got. Dan promised never to drink nought else

after we was married. An' if you want for to

smoke, please do it."

The footman pulled out a pouch of tobacco
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and a pipe from his pocket; as he did so he

groaned.
'•What's the matter?" inquired Mrs Beer.

"That's the noise my old man makes in his

sleep when the rheumatics be at him."
" My side. I had a cruel dig in the ribs two

days agone. Slipped and fell on the cellar

stairs with a scuttle o' coals. I thought I'd

broke every bone in my body. And a pang
shoots through an' through my side yet when

I move my right arm. But 'tis better than

'twas.

Minnie expressed active regret and brought
Mr Sim a cushion for his back. His bright

eyes looked round the little comfortable kitchen

hungrily. He already pictured the time

when he might fill a dead man's shoes, for he

was among the many who believed that Daniel

Sweetland had in reality perished and would be

heard of no more. Minnie never undeceived

him.

Now the mistress of Hangman's Hut poured
her visitor out his drink, then sat and watched

the tobacco smoke curl from his lips. Pre-

sently she spoke.
" Do you still use that wooden pipe what my

Dan gived 'e.-* 'Twas cut very cunning in the

shape of a fox's mask wi' li'l black beads for

eyes. I should like to think as you smoke it
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sometimes an' remember him as gived it to

you."
" And so I do. 'Tis my best pipe

—for great
occasions only. There's nought belongs to me
I treasure more. I had it betwixt my teeth

only this morning."
The woman looked at him and nodded

gravely. There was nothing in her face that

showed his speech particularly interested her.

And yet, in wide ignorance of facts, Sim had

spoken words that might some day lead to his

discomfiture and ruin. For he had lied, and

Mrs Sweetland knew it.

He drank, talked on and suggested in his

speech and ideas a man of simple rectitude

and honourable mind. His admiration for

Minnie he made no attempt to conceal. It

presently fired Mrs Beer into a rather personal
remark.

" Lord ! what a couple you'd make !

"
she

said, eying them. "
I do hope, to say it with-

out rudeness, as you'll see your way, my dear
;

for Titus here be cut out for you ;
an' every-

body be of the same opinion. When a man's

saved enough to open a publichouse, that man's

a right to look high for his partner, and he has

a right to the respect of us females. Take the

case of my Beer. He waited, so patient as Job,
till the critical cash was to his name in the Bank
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at Moreton. Then he flinged over service as

gardener up to Archerton and lifted his eyes to

me
;
but not afore he'd got three figures to his

name. An' we all know that Mr Sim be a very

snug man."
**

I won't deny it," said Titus.
" 'Twould be

idle to do so. I am a snug man as young men

go. The guests at Middlecott are generous,
and five pound notes soon mount up. But we

musn't talk of that. Mrs Sweetland hopes that

my poor friend and her dear husband be still in

the land of the living. And, though it cuts the

ground from beneath me, I hope so too. Have
'e heard 'bout drunkard Parkinson ? They say

he's not likely to get over his last bout. Now
there's a man famed for poaching since his

childhood, and as clever at it as any chap ever

I heard of. It strikes me that he knows a lot

more than his fellow creatures have heard him

speak. Anyway, I'm going to see him to-

morrow, if he's well enough to see me. He's

not above a bit of sport by night still, though
I guess he's shot his last bird now, poor chap !

Put a gun in that man's hand, and he is sober

in a minute. 'Tis an instinct with him."

Minnie listened and said nothing. She ap-

peared to be working on a piece of red flannel,

but in reality her mind and attention were else-

where. She had private reasons for a close
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personal scrutiny of Titus, and now, from under

veiled lids, observed his every action, his dress,

his speech.
The man clearly endured physical pain from

time to time. He moved his right shoulder

gingerly and occasionally, forgetting it, puckered
his mouth into the expressions of suffering,

when a twinge reminded him of his accident.

He was clad in an old shooting jacket and

breeches, the gift of one of his master's guests

at the end of a shooting season. One leg was

torn and the rent had been carefully drawn to-

gether. His gaiters were fastened with yellow
horn buttons ;

but upon the right leg a button

was missing. It had, however, been replaced
with a black one.

Sim smoked and finished his cider
;
then he

loaded his pipe again, talked ten minutes longer
and prepared to depart.

"
I was fogetting," he said.

" Mrs Sweet-

land, at the lodge, sent a special message by
me. She wants for you to come down and take

supper along with her to-morrow. And she

was so kind as to ask me also. And I said as

I would do it and be proud to see you home

after, if agreeable to you."
"I'll come gladly. I shall be at Moreton to-

morrow. My fowls have beginned to lay finely,

an' I hope to have a dozen eggs for market."
H
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" And may I see you home after?

"

"
If you've a mind to, though there's no need

—a married woman Hke me."
'* You'm so brave. Good-night

—
good-night.

See how the moon is shining on the fog-banks.
There'll come rain before morning, for the wind's

fallen a lot already."

He departed, and soon afterwards Mrs Beer

also returned to her home. Then Minnie tidied

up the kitchen, brought in from his kennel her

sole companion—a great yellow mongrel dog,
loved of Daniel—and then locked the door.

Next she turned out from a drawer in the

kitchen table a piece of brown wood and ex-

amined it very closely. It was the bowl of a

pipe broken roughly from the stem. The frag-

ment had been carved to represent a fox's mask,
and upon the bottom of it were cut in small

letters **T.S. from D.S." Minnie Sweetland

collected some of the shreds of Mr Sim's to-

bacco and compared it with that still pressed
into the broken pipe. Thus, while the footman

walked home well satisfied with the progress of

events, and full of dreams for his future pro-

sperity, she upon whom it rested had made a

remarkable discovery. That Titus Sim was

involved in the murder of Thorpe, Minnie could

not guess or prove ;
but that he was implicated

in the recent raid—that it was, in fact, Sim who
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had fallen in the quarry
—it seemed impossible

to doubt.

The young woman's first thought was to tell

her father-in-law upon the following day. But

she abandoned the idea.
"

I'll o-q on alone,"

she said to herself.
" My Dan shall have none

to thank but me. I'll prove afore all the world

that he told the truth ; an' maybe I'll live to

bring the truth to light. An' if there's danger
in it, let the danger fall on me. I never was
afeared of a human an' never will be, please
God."



CHAPTER IX

IN MIDDLECOTT LOWER HUNDRED

A T this juncture it is enough to relate of
-^~^ Titus Sim that he honestly believed his

old friend was dead, and hoped with all his

heart to marry the widow. With no little self-

control he concealed his ambitions, but the

fact that others saw the propriety of the match

impressed him, and since not a few openly
held that he might fittingly wed the young wife,

he began to sound Minnie herself upon the

question.

There came a day after Christmas when
Titus did groom's work and rode with a

message from his master to Two Bridges, nigh
Princetown. He pulled up his horse on the

return journey and stopped to drink at the

Warren Inn. Mr Beer was in the bar alone,

and it happened that he touched the matter

nearest the other's heart.

•'

Seeing we'm without company for the

minute," said Johnny,
"

I can read 'e a bit of

my last verses, Sim
;
an' though you ban't

addicted to poetry, yet you'll do well to listen

patient, for the matter has to do with you in a

ii6
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manner of speaking, though 'tis poetry. In

fact, you be mentioned by name."

The footman, who never quarrelled with any

man, pretended deep interest, and Johnny drew

a piece of foolscap from his pocket, unrolled it,

set a glass on the top, then spread out the

sheet and read with that deliberate and loving

unction peculiar to one who recites his own

composition.
" 'Tis the whole tragedy of two young,

youthful lives told in a rhyme," he explained.

"I've took the tale so far as it has got like.

Now 'tis for you to make history, so as I can

write the next verses."

Then the poet began :
—

"
Oh, 'twas a direful business sure

When out come Sweetland from church door

And, almost afore he'd kissed his wife.

To find himself tried for his dear life.

Then up he sprang ; policemen three

They wasn't half so spry as he.

And even Corder, as comed from Plym-
Mouth, he couldn't get quits with him.

But cruel sad and wisht the tale.

For Daniel from this mortal vale

Did take his leave
;
but there's no mirth

Down in the bowels of the earth,

Where he be now—excuse my groans,
For fitches and weasles do pick his bones.

And that young woman sweet and slim,

She never was no wife for him.
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Though she have lost her maiden name,
She'm just a maiden all the same.

And Sweetland's her name and sweet's her nature—
So sweet as any mortal creature.

And here, upon the Moor so desolate.

She lives, like a bird as have lost its mate.

All in a lonesome nest she bides
;

Near by a little old river glides ;

And Dan will never come no more, he

Is in the Land of eternal glory.

For that I swear, who pens this verse,

Though some was better and some was worse,

Yet never would that straight young Dan
Have shed the blood of any man.

But now who shall come forth and say,
'

I'll take this poor young girl away
And marry her and give her joy
To atone for her unfortunate boy?'
I ask the question far and near.

And answer comes as clear as clear :

For Titus Sim, he loved her well,

And nothing but death true love shall quell.

And therefore I do hope afore long

He will make good this humble song;
And no chap will be happier than Titus Sim

If Minnie Sweetland will live along with him."

"There!" said Mr Beer. "Every rhyme
out of my own head. An' what d'you think

of it?"
" 'Tis very fine poetry, and true, which all

poetry is not to my certain knowledge,"

answered Titus.
"

I have chances to dip into
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gentlefolks' books, and the nonsensical rhymes

they have in 'em would much surprise you.

But here's rhyme and reason both, I'm sure.

'Tis a beautiful poem, an' I should be very much

obliged for a copy."
"

If 'twill fire you on to your duty, you shall

have it; an' if she takes you, I'll add a bit to

it," said Mr Beer. "
If you think in rhyme as

I often do," he added,
"

'tis fifty pounds against

a bag of nuts, that you frequently hit on a bit

of wisdom. I've often been mazed at my own

cleverness. But I never surprise my wife. If

I found out a way of turning moor-stone into

solid gold, she'd merely say that she knowed

all along 'twas in me to do it. Therefore I

hope you'll take the hint like a man, an' offer

marriage so soon as you can. You've got the

good wishes of the parish behind you in the

adventure ;
an' that's half the battle, no doubt."

"I'm thinking it's too soon," said Titus.
•* Between you and me, Mr Beer, 'tis my dream

and hope to have her, but time must pass. In

the upper circles they wait a year afore they

approach a bereft female, and though I needn't

be asked to keep off it so long as that, still

three months isn't enough, I'm afraid. She

was very fond of Dan, remember."
"

I suppose three months is not enough, as

you say," admitted Johnny,
"
especially as she



I20 THE POACHER'S WIFE
won't have it that he's dead. There's a crack-

brained thought in her poor young heart that

Daniel didn't make away with himself at all ;

an' of course as the ashes of the poor chap
will never be seen by mortal eye until the last

Trump, 'tis impossible to prove she's wrong.
For my part I've said that I reckon he's dead

;

but, at the same time, I never shall know why
he made away with himself until we stand

face to face beyond the grave. Then that will

be the fust question I ax the man. ' What-
ever did 'e do such a terrible rash thing for,

Dan ?
'

I shall ax him as we meet in a golden
street."

"
I wish I could think with you that he

didn't do it—shoot Thorpe I mean ; but I'm

only too sure of it. What I believe is this :

that Rix Parkinson and Dan did the job
between them, and that poor Dan shot the

underkeeper while Parkinson tried to knock
the life out of Dan's father. Of course Rix
denied it when I taxed him. However, truth

will out— at Doomsday, if not before, an', be

it as it will, there's no reason why I shouldn't

ask the girl I love to marry me now she's free

to. I'll do it come the springtime, if not

before."

Mr Beer applauded the resolve.
" I'm sure right an' law be both your side.
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The Church likewise, for that matter. Parson

never would hold Minnie to that marriage.
She'm free, no doubt. What you've got to do

be to convince her loving mind that Daniel be

in glory, as my verses say ;
then she'll let un

bide an' turn her attention to you, if she's so

wise as I think. Shall you live upalong to

Hangman's Hut if she takes you ?
"

"
No, I sha'n't. I mean to go to Moreton.

I've a thought to take a little shop there, if

she likes the idea."
" Better try for a public. Drink be a

more certain support than food. If I don't

know Moreton men, who should? I tell you
that they put bread second to beer every day
of the year. I made a rhyme about it that

they wrote up in Sam Merritt's bar. If you
like—?

"

" Not now, master," said Titus. "Though
I'll wager 'tis a very clever rhyme, if you made
it. And I'll keep in mind all you've said.

Now I must get going, else I'll be late for

dinner."

Sim rode off, and it chanced, as the dimpsy

light faded and the brief splendour of winter

sunset lighted the west, that he met young
Mrs Sweetland returning home. Minnie was

riding a pony which Mr Beer lent her when
she wanted it. She had been at Middlecott
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Lodge and in the coverts also, for her search

was not relaxed, and, when opportunity offered,

she continued it.

Little remained to be done. That day she

had paid her eighteenth visit to the spot where

Thorpe fell ; and, for the first time since the

beginning of the search, the girl believed her-

self rewarded. Most laborious and faithful

had been her scrutiny. She told herself that

to leave a twig unturned might be to lose the

chance of re-establishing her husband's good

repute. She toiled with a patience only pos-

sible to a woman
;
and now, while but three

or four more yards remained to be searched,

a significant fragment came to the light. Yet

it was not near the spot where Daniel's gun
had been discovered. That tract, despite a

survey microscopical in its minuteness, yielded

her nothing but a flake of flint. The arrow-

head, for such it was, had told an antiquary of

some Danmonian warrior from neolithic days ;

but to Minnie Sweetland it meant nothing,

and she threw it aside without interest.

Then, where Matthew Sweetland had suffered

his cruel beating, the searcher came upon a

yellow horn button. It reminded her instantly

of Sim's leathern gaiters, and she stood silent

in the peace of the woods and stared before

her. Thus it seemed that her husband's
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closest, dearest friend was identified with the

spot of the murder. But even in the flush of

discovery the young woman perceived how

slight and vain was such a clue unsupported.
If the button was Titus Sim's, it proved

nothing against him, since all men knew that

he had been early on the scene of the fray.

But her heart leapt, though her head warned

it, and she left the forest full of hope renewed.

Returning from this discovery, Minnie met

Sim. Then they pulled up their horses and

spoke together.
"

I do wish you'd come down off the Moor
to live, Mrs Sweetland. 'Tis much too cold

and lonely for a female upalong these winter

days."
"

I like it. 'Tis a stern life an' keeps a body

patient. You've got to fight a bit wi' nature.

It makes a woman brave to have to do that.

Last night the foxes got to my fowels an' killed

three of 'em."
*' I'm sorry, indeed 1

"

"'Twill larn me to be wiser."
" To think what it is to be a few miles nearer

the sun 1 At least, I suppose 'tis that. They've
heard from Mr Henry. Sir Reginald was

reading out a lot of his letter at luncheon to-

day. Such a place as that Tobago be ! All

palm-trees, and lofty mountains, and flowers,
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and birds and butterflies, and sweltering sun-

shine, and niggers, and cocoanuts and sugar-

cane. A different world, if words mean any-

thing. Mr Henry has a pretty pen seemingly.
I wish to God I'd been educated and could

write so easy and flowing. As to the overseer

of the estates, I didn't hear about that.

'Twas only a bit here and there Sir Reginald
read out to her ladyship."

" Have they heard anything 'bout the pheas-
ant thieves ?

"

" Not a syllable. Drunkard Parkinson

swears on his oath he had no hand in it, though
for my part I suspect him. And what d'you
think? Matthew Sweetland was at me only

yesterday to throw up my indoor work and

turn keeper again ! He knows I understand

the work almost so well as Dan himself did.

But I've got my ideas. It all depends on—on

other parties what I do. I've told the old man
that he must wait for my answer till next Mid-

summer-day."
" He's always praising you an' wishing how

my Daniel had been more like you."
"
No, no ! I wasn't a patch on Daniel. Still,

I know the outdoor work and love it, too !

"

Minnie thought of her button.
" You'd want a wife then. A gamekeeper's

life is a hard one. I suppose if you do that,
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you'll take the north cottage and Thomas will

get warning ?
"

"Yes— I should have his place; he's not

much good. But as to a wife—well, if you ask

me, I think a keeper's better without one.

Men will talk to their wives
;
an' women will

talk again to other women. They can't help it.

A man whose business 'tis to keep secrets and

run the chance of sudden death had better bide

single. So it depends
—as I told you just now—

'pon other parties. Come next Midsummer,
I shall ask a certain party a certain question ;

and if the answer is
'

Yes,' there'll be no game-

keeping for me; and if the answer is 'No'—
well, I'd rather not think of that. There come

times in his life when a strong man can't take
' No '

for an answer."

Minnie sat on her pony with one hand in her

pocket. She fingered the horn button and

spoke.
" You want somebody to look after you. A

girl's eyes be sharp where she takes an interest.

I wonder your master have never called you to

account for that black button on your gaiter.

'Tis very untidy. If you was an outdoor man,

you'd never dare to go about like that."

"
Quite right," he admitted. " To think

your sharp eyes have seen—but what don't

they see—even to a button? It do make me



126 THE POACHER'S WIFE

feel proud all the same, that you can have

bestowed the least thought on such a thing."
"

I catched sight of it some time ago. If you
remind me one day, I'll sew a yellow one on for

'e. I've got one. 'Twill match t'others an'

look more vitty than that black one."
" I'm afeard it won't match the others, my

dear, for they'm notched around the edge and

be peculiar. But your button will be more to

me than all the rest, and if 'tis yellow in colour,

'twill pass very well
;
and thank you kindly for

the thought."
" Next time you come up then ?

"

"That will be Sunday night, if I may."
She nodded.

"Good-night, and bless you for your kind

words," said Mr Sim very fervently.

"Good-night," she answered, and went her

way.
No definite course of action had prompted

her to this strange offer. Her only wish was

to get a closer view of the gaiter and compare
the button she had found with those upon it.

Now, as she rode on, a thousand plans passed

through her mind, but not one pleased her, and
she began doubtfully to speculate upon the

necessity of seeking help in this enterprise.

The danger grew. Let Sim once suspect, and

she could not guess the result. If he had him-
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self destroyed the keeper and in cold blood

plotted the subsequent destruction of Daniel

Sweetland, then he would stick at nothing.
Minnie very clearly perceived the necessity for

caution. She also saw the direction in which
Sim's thoughts were turning. That he would
ask her to marry him when Midsummer came
was certain. She only hoped that, long before

summer returned, the truth might have dawned

upon her darkness and her husband be by her

side again.

Daniel was in her thoughts and her young
heart yearned for him as she returned to her

lonely dwelling. Then, as if to answer the long-

ing, a great thing greeted her and the day closed

in splendour brighter than any sunset light.

Mr Beer was waiting for the pony when
Minnie arrived at the Warren Inn, and she re-

marked, dispite the gloaming, that his mouth
was full of news.

"Wonders never cease, but be on the in-

crease," he began. "An' well you know that

when I break out into poetry I've generally

got something on my mind. Well, so I have.

Onlight from your horse an' I'll give 'e a

present. What could be better than a post-
man's letter ? An' from foreign parts, if you'll

believe me, though I didn't know, my dear, as

you'd got friends in the distance."
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"
Dan," she said,

" 'Tis Dan—my heart

says it."

" Now don't think that, my poor maiden. I

wish it was. But there ban't no letter-writing

in the grave. A man neither sends nor re-

ceives 'em in the pit. An' 'tis not the worst

thing as you can say for death that it puts you

beyond reach of the penny post
—not to name

telegrams. You must make up your mind that

Daniel be in the better land with saints an'

angels grand. This here is from the West
Indies where the rum comes from

;
an' if the

place be as comforting as the drink, then I

make no doubt people do very well there. For

rum punch is a glorious brew to make the heart

and liver new. But, if you ax me, this letter is

from Mr Henry, who be in them parts. He
was a close friend of Dan's

;
an' his was the

gun that done the dreadful deed when death to

Adam Thorpe did speed
—Lord ! how full I be

of rhyme to-night ! So, very like, he's written

in his gentlemanly way to comfort you."
Minnie's bosom panted, and she put her hand

upon it to hide the swift rise and fall. Right
well she knew that Mr Beer was wrong, and

though the superscription of the letter spread
in a scrawling hand quite unlike Daniel's yet

her heart saw through the envelope and she

felt that the letter came from her husband.
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"Let me have it," she said.
"

I'll tell you
what's to tell to-morrow."

"Why not read it now?" he asked as he

handed the letter to her.
" Time enough. Now take the pony, an'

thank you, an' good-night."
Soon she was alone, but Minnie ate no supper

that night, for another sort of feast awaited

her. She read the long letter thrice from end

to end
; then, finding that the hour was nine

o'clock, and the fireless cottage had grown very

cold, she went to bed, and read the letter three

times more by candle light. After that the

candle suddenly went out, so she cuddled her

soft bosom to the pages and slept with them

against a happy heart.



CHAPTER X

dan's letter

"
1\/T

^ OWN, DEAR, PRETTY-EYED WIFE, Here
•^^^

I be so safe as you could wish, with

many a mile o' salt water betwixt me and

them as would harm me. A mighty lot of

terrible strange things I've seed
;
but first I

must say as I got to Plymouth all right and

met a chap as wanted a sailorman. He took

me, because he couldn't get a better, and we
sailed out of Plymouth on the very next tide.

My ship be called the Peabody. She's a

steamer—not much to look at and a poor one

to go ;
but here we are anyway, and I be writ-

ing to you from Tobago—an island in the

West Indies, where us get brown sugar and

cocoanuts and such like foreign contrivances.
"

I'll begin at the beginning, well knowinghow
you like for things to be all in order and ship-

shape as we say. Well, the food's cruel bad and

the ship's under-manned and under-engined, but

we'm just on the windy side of the law, I believe,

which is all you can expect from a tramp like

^}ci^ Peabody. The old man (Skipper) is a very

good sort and everybody likes him
;

also the

130



DAN'S LETTER 131

mate
;

likewise the bosun. Everything's all

right, in fact, except the grub and the engines.
I be the carpenter's mate.

" Us seed a good few wonders coming out

over, but it blowed a bit off the Azores (which

you can find in father's big map of the world),

and we took it green. By which I mean this

vessel shipped solid waves over her bows and

we had to slow down, else we'd have gone
down. The engines be good for nought in a

head wind. But we got to Barbados at last,

and I find 'tis called Bim for shortness. In the

dimpsy light us fetched it, but out here twi-

light turns to night while the clock's striking,

and afore we cast anchor 'twas dark and the

island lying like a sea monster with a red light

on his nose and a white on his tail—lighthouses

I mean. Bridgetown it was where us landed

part of our cargo
—a place with windmills 'pon

it and tilled land and miles of stuff, as made me
think of home, so green it was

;
but 'tis sugar-

cane when you gets up to it. We didn't bide

in Carlisle Bay long, else I'd have wrote from

there, but we was so terrible busy I hadn't but

one chance to land. The folks here be every
colour you could name between white and black,

through all manner of shades of snuff colour,

and butter colour, and putty colour, and peat
colour. Cheerful, lazy devils, as like to laugh
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and smoke and chew sugar-cane all day. But

they properly hate work. Reckless mongrels,

I should say they was
;
but in Bim a man don't

have any show unless heVe got a touch of the

tar-brush as they say. That means nigger

blood. Such a way as they tell ! I never

heard English spoke so comic in all my born

days. Their clothes be built for ventilation

mostly, and I never seed such a show of rags.

Barbados is made of coral, but t'other islands

are volcanoes, and they've a nasty way of going
off when you least count upon it. From

Carlisle Bay you can see white houses under

wooden tiles all scorched grey by the sun heat,

and in the streets a great crowd goes up and

down in the blazing air and shining dust. Such

a noise and clatter I never did hear. Mules

squealing, bells ringing, bands playing, niggers

bawling. The women all wear white dresses

and gay turbans. They'm amazing straight in

the back, owing to carrying all their goods 'pon

top their heads. They sell cocoanuts, cane,

pineapples, oranges, limes, mangoes, yams,

pickles, and Lord knows what beside. They
stride out beautiful owing to their short petti-

coats, but their mouths be a caution. The
children look like little chocolate dolls, and much

you'd love 'em. The policemen all be dressed

in white. They fancy themselves an awful lot.
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The pigs run about the streets and be for all

the world like greyhounds (what we call long-

dogs to home). The climate's that fiery that

you'll never get no stock properly fatted in it.

But you don't feel no call for much red meat.

We got fresh water and green stuff aboard here,

and how I wish I could have sent you my
dinner yesterday. I had flying-fish and sweet

potatoes and green-skinned oranges, red as gold

inside, and many other fine things as would

make your little mouth water to hear tell about.

But the mangoes is what I like best, though

they do say out here they be no better than a

bit of tow dipped in turps. Ban't true, I assure

'e. I got off for two hour just afore we set sail,

and went into the country, trapsing round to

see what I could see. And if I didn't come
across a great mango tree as 'peared to me to

be just a foreign, wild tree alongside the high
road. Well, I seed the fruit in it, an' thinks I,

''twill be a fine thing for the ship.' So up I

goes, hand over fist, but not before I made some

niggers stop throwing stones up at the tree.

Well, I shinned up aloft and began flinging

down the mangoes, and the wretched niggers
holloed out, 'Good massa ! Massa brave!

Massa no frightened ob nobody !

'

Then sud-

denly there was a mighty loud barking and up
comed a yellow dog, so big as a calf, and the
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nigs went off for dear life.
' Him coming,

massa ! Him running like de debbil, sar !

'

they shouted out as they went
;
and then a big

chap arrived at the bottom of the tree and

began giving me all the law and the prophets,
I do assure 'e. For it happened to be his

tree.

" * You tief, come down ! come down and my
dog he tear you. I catch you at last ! It all

ober wid you now !

'

" * Not much,' I said.
'

I ban't coming down
to be tored by thicky hulking dog, John.' (Us
calls all niggers 'John.')

*' ' You a tief and you take to gaol, sar. I no

go till you come down,' he says.
" And I knowed as my ship would sail in

two hours or less !

"'Now list to me, you black ass,' I says.
'

I thought this here was a wild tree—as any-

body would. You ought to stick your name
on the tree. And I ban't a thief, and if you
call me one, I'll break your fat head. Just take

the dog and tie him up, then I'll come down
and us'll have a bit of a tell about it.'

" ' You tief my mangoes ! You lodge in de

gaol !

'

was all he could think of. So I told

him not to be such a tarnation fool.
'" There's your mangoes on the ground,' 1

said.
'

I'll give you a bob for 'em, and if I



DAN'S LETTER 135

hear any more about it, I'll apply to the

Governor to have your beast of a dog shot.'

*' 'Twas the money done it!

"*A bob—a bob, massa !

'

he says.
' Dat's

diff'rent, sar ! I'se too sorry I spoke so rude

to massa. A bob ! Go home, you damn dog !

'

" So the doe cleared out and I comed down

and gived the heathen his shilling, and took

the mangoes and marched off to the Careenage
and joined my ship. But I'd paid a lot too

much money, of course.
" Next morn us got to St Vincent—an island

that runs up into the sky, like a Dartmoor tor,

only 'tis a lot larger and the sides of un be all

covered with palms and savage trees. The

town lies spread at sea level—all white and red

—and the forest slopes behind with fine trees.

Some of them was blazing with red flowers. A
pride of the morning shower failed just as we

Qfot here, and the rain flashed like fire. There

was a rainbow in it, and I never seed such a

bright one afore. The caps of the mountains

was hidden in clouds, but the sun touched 'em

and made 'em all rosy ;
then it swallowed 'em

up and drawed 'em into the blazing blue.

There's Carib Indians to St Vincent, and one

Carib be worth five niggers when it comes

to a bit of work. They've got a queer sort of

religion, I'm told, though not so queer as the
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negroes. The niggers' religion be called

Obeah, and the Obi Men be awful rum cus-

tomers. Missionaries try to stop 'em and

their goings-on, but Obi mysteries still happen
and all sorts of devilish deeds are done in

secret.
"

I never knowed a place what smelled worse

than Kingstown, St Vincent. Farmer Chown's

muck-heap's a fool to it. Niggers be the same

here as everywhere
—a poor, slack-witted lot.

If you want to see work, you've got to go and

look at the coolies in the sugar factories, or

the Caribs. Among niggers only one in a

hundred works. T'other ninety-nine look on

and talk and give advice. But they be men
and women all right, though our bosun, Jim

Bradley, says 'tis generally thought they
haven't got no souls. St Vincent be the place

where arrowroot comes from. After that we
went down to next island, by name of Grenada,
and seed a long row of rocks sticking out of

the sea, which be called the Grenadines. They
are scorched up places

—
^just splashes of yellow

rock against the blue sea
;
but folks dwell in

some of 'em and on some live nought but the

wild goats and pelicans. The fishes in these

seas fight like hell, and be always a-lashing the

surface with their fins and tails, seemingly.

Can't live and let live by the looks of it. A
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flying-fish do put me in mind of myself, for he's

always moving on. If he bides in the sea,

barracudas and other chaps go for him, and

when he comes out for a sail in the air, the

birds are after him. Then the swordfish go
for the porpoises, and the sharks go for every-

thing.

"Grenada be a bigger place than St Vin-

cent, and very wild up on the mountains by the

look of it. All along the sea runs a strip of

silvery sand, and cocoanut palms almost dip in

the water. Our tub called here and there, and
I seed wonderful fine goyles and coombs run-

ning inland, all full of blue air and forests and
waterfalls a-tumbling down off great crags in

the mountains. 'Tis an awful savage island as

was throwed up by volcanoes out of the sea

once 'pon a time, and will be throwed down

again in like manner sooner or late—so Jim
Bradley says.

" Grenada be a wonnerful brave place for

nutmegs, which you might not know grow 'pon
trees like almond trees. There be male and
female trees, and one male goes to every ten

females. A fine thing, even if you was a tree,

to have ten wives—so Bradley says ! But I

only want one, and that's my dinky Minnie, so

brave and so lovely.
" St George, Grenada, we stopped at for a
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week, and I seed a great deal of the place.

They've got a lunatic asylum and a klink there
;

and they want 'em both. Niggers often go

mad, but it ban't from over-work, that I will

swear.
" The King of the Caribs lived here, but he

was a poor fool and believed the French. They

gived him a few bottles of brandy and hegived
them his island on conditions. But of course

they broke the conditions. And pretty well all

the Caribs died fighting. The last of the

King's men jumped into the sea and was

drowned rather than give in.

" The market would make you die of laugh-

ing, I'm sure. Never seed such a chatter of

business even to Moreton on a Saturday.

Such a row ! You'd think the wealth of the

nation was changing hands, but you could buy

up the whole lot pretty near for thirty shilling.

But a gay bit of coloured scenery, I promise

you, with the women's turbans all a-bobbing,
like a million coloured parrots. 'Tis a very
fine place for cocoanut palms also. The little

young nuts look like giant acorns in long sprigs.

I went to a nioper man on business and met

with some mighty strange sights in his garden.
There was land-crabs lived there and a tame

tortoise, and a nursery of young cocoanut trees

and a nursery of young niggers also, for the
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man was a family man and had a lot of little

people.
" ' Dat my youngest darter,' he said to me,

and pointed to a little maid playing along with

the lizards and things and dressed the same as

them.
" 'A very nice darter, too,' I said to him.
** ' Dat my son ober dar,' he said,

* and dat

my next youngest son, and dem gals eating
dat shaddock—dey twins.'

"
I told him I never seed a braver lot o'

childer, and then he went in his house and

fetched out his wife and his old father and his

aunt. And I praised the lot and told him what

a terrible lucky chap he was
;
and he got so

pleased that he gived me half a barrow-load of

fruit.

'* There's a lake inland by the name of Etang,
and the niggers say how the Mother of the

Rain lives in. But I told 'em that the Mother
o' Rain lives homealong with us in Cranmere
Pool 'pon Dartymoor. But they wouldn't be-

lieve that. Anyway, their Mother of Rain

belongs to Obeah, and she'm an awful strong

party. 'Tis a wisht, silent place she do live

in, all hid in palms and ferns and wonderful

trees blazing with flowers. They do say the

witch comes out of the water of a moony night
to sing ; but I dun't know nought about that.
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I'd go and have a look and see if I could teel

a trap here and there
;

but there ban't no

game worth naming in these parts, though

Bradley tells me they've got deer in Tobago.
If there be, I'll bring some pairs of their horns

home to 'e to stick over the doors to Hang-
man's Hut. How I do wish I was there

;
but

ban't no good coming back yet awhile, and

when I do, us will have to be awful spry. I

wonder if you've found out aught
—you or

Titus? I daresay such a clever man as

him have got wind of the truth afore now. I

be bringing home some pink coral studs for

him. You might let him know it, if you please.

I suppose they've gived back my gun to you ?

They did ought to, since no doubt everybody
thinks I be dead. If you be very pressed for

money, sell the gun to Sim
;

but not if you
can help it."

" Mister Henry Vivian be in Tobago, and I

hope as he'll suffer me to have speech with

him some day soon. 'Twould be a tower of

strength to get him 'pon our side. But such a

stickler as him and so quick to take a side and

hold to it—he may be against me, and, if so,

the less I see of him the better.
" But I must tell about Trinidad while my

paper holds out. We comed to it after Grenada,
and a very fine place it is. And a very terrible



DAN'S LETTER 141

sight I seed in the Court House there, namely,
no less than a nigger tried for murder. The
coolies be short-tempered people and often kill

their wives. Then the vultures find 'em in the

sugar-canes. But niggers, though they talk a

lot, never kill one another as a rule. This chap
had shot a tax-collector, and the black people in

the court didn't seem to take it very serious
;

but the jury fetched it in murder, and he was

sentenced to be hanged, I'm sorry to say. My
flesh did cream upon my bones to hear it, for it

might have been me
;
and them words I should

certainly have heard but for my own way of

doing things after they took me. The nigger
stood so steady as if he was cut out of coal. A
good plucked man, and went to his doom like a

hero. It took three judges to hang him. They
sat under a great fan in court to keep 'em cool.

But all three growed awful hot over the job.

The people thought 'twas very hard on the man,
and so did I.

"
They've got a pitch lake here, and there's

a lot of business doing, and a racecourse and a

railway.
" At Port o' Spain I met the rummest human

that ever I did meet. 'Twas in a drinking-

place what me and Bradley went to one even-

ing. This here chap was bar-keeper, and his

father had been a Norwegian, and his mother
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had been a Spaniard from Hayti, and he was

born in the Argentine Republic, and he said

he was an EngHshman ! Swore it afore all-

comers ! Us told the man it couldn't be so—
according to the laws of nature ;

and he got

his wool off something cruel, and cussed in five

languages, and axed us who the blue, blazing

hell we thought we were, to come teaching him.

He said he was English to the marrow in his

bones
;
and we proved he couldn't be, in good

sailor language. Then he said that such trash

as us wasn't going to be heard afore him
;
and

then we got a bit short like (though not in

liquor, that I promise you) and told the man

he was no better than a something or other

mongrel
—like everybody else in foreign parts.

After that glasses got flying about, and we

slung our hook back to the ship. But it shows

what fools men are, I reckon.

"The coolies put all their money on their

wives. And I'd do the same, as well you know.

But they don't do it in a manner of speaking,

but really and truly, for they hammer all their

silver money into nose-rings, and bracelets, and

armlets, and leglets, and their females go chink-

ing about with the family fortune hanging to

'em, like fruit to a tree. I seed a lot at a sugar

factory nigh Saint Joseph
—a little place out

over from Port o' Spain. One estate there
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done very well, but others was all falling to

pieces, and the machinery all rusting, and no

business doing at all. The air in a busy fac-

tory smells of sugar, and the canes be smashed

between steel rollers, and the juice comes out

in a stream, like a moor brook. Then they set

to work and, after a lot of things have been

done to this here juice, including boiling, it

turns into brown sugar. And the remains be

treacle, and the crushed cane is used for firing.

They also make rum out of sugar-cane, and

very cheerful drinking 'tis. The coolie girls

be awful purty
—so brown as my Minnie, with

dark eyes that flash. But they keep themselves

to themselves. They wouldn't keep company
or OTQ out walking- with a sailor man for the

world. And their men folks be very short and

sharp with them. One gal was singing and

scrubbing a floor when I catched sight of her.

All in red she was, with silver bangles on her

arms, and wonnerful glimmering eyes, and not

a day more than thirteen years old.
* That's a

purty child,' I said to Jim Bradley. 'Child be

damned,' he said in his short way.
'

She's a

growed woman and very like got a family.'

The truth is that they be grandmothers at

thirty. But I've only seen one purtier girl in

all my born days, and that's my gal.
" All the machinery in Trinidad be worked
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with cocoanut oil. 'Tis a very funny smell, but

you soon get used to it.

" Our next port was Tobago, and here we
shall bide for a good while and let our fires out

and have a go at the boilers. This letter will

go off from there to you, and I do hope and

trust as it will find you as it leaves me at present,

my dear wife. Ban't much good for me to ax

you to write the news, because you wouldn't

know where to send it. But I hope afore next

year be out that we'll come together again, and

your poor chap will be proved an innocent man.
"

I'll send you three pound from here pre-

sently, and another letter along with it. If

there's any good news and the charges don't

run too high, you might send a telegram on

getting this letter, to
' Bob Bates, Steamship

Peabody^ Bridgetown, Barbados.' We go back

there in three weeks, and shall be there afore

you get this. I be * Bob Bates
'

now, and shall

remain so for the present till I can be Dan
Sweetland again without running my neck in

the rope.
'* Lord save us, but how I do long to be

squeezing my own true wife ! Awful rough
luck we've had, but there's a better time com-

ing. Tell mother and father all about me, but

make 'em swear on father's old Bible fust that

they'll name it to none else. They can hear
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bits of this letter, but not all. I'm sending you
twenty thousand kisses. I wish to God I was

bringing 'em. Last thing I done at Trinidad

was to cut your name and mine on a great aloe

leaf in the Botanical Garden when nobody was

looking. And over 'em I scratched two hearts

with a arrow skewered through. They aloe

leaves live for ever, I'm told; so our names
will be there for people to see long after we be

dead and gone, I hope. But that won't be for

a mighty long time yet, please God,
"

I may say that I've growed a bit religious
since we parted. Ban't nothing to name and
won't make any difference in my feelings to old

friends, but you can't see the Lord's wonders in

the Deep without growing a bit thoughtful like.

And if by good chance I ever get back to you
and stand afore the world clear of the killinor of

poor Adam Thorpe, then I shall be a church -

member for ever more—or else a chapel member—which you like best. But one for sartain. So
no more at present, from your faithful husband
till death, Daniel Sweetland."



CHAPTER XI

THE LAST OF THE " PEABODY
"

"PATE, it seemed, had ordered a final fleet-

-*
ing happiness for the lonely young wife

before her sun was to set in sorrow. For a

season the glow of Daniel's letter clung to her,

warmed her heart, and lighted her spirit. Nor

did she hide the news from all. Daniel's

parents heard much of the letter, as he directed,

and Minnie trusted Mr Beer and his wife with

the news also. But nobody else heard it.

Then, as summer approached and she already

began to count the days until another letter

might reach her, a crashing grief fell upon the

woman, and all her future was changed. Hope
perished ;

life henceforth stretched forward

into the dreary future without one ray of light

to break its darkness.

For a moment in her shattering sorrow even

the truth itself seemed no longer worth dis-

covery. Nothing mattered any more, for the

end had come. Even while she was reading
his letter, so full of life and hope, the hand that

wrote it was clay again ; and, under circum-

146
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stances the most awful, his little vessel and all

thereon had perished.

When Titus Sim kept his appointment and

brought himself to Hangman's Hut that Minnie

might sew a yellow button upon his gaiter, she

had some ado to hide her splendid thoughts
while she worked for him. From the first she

had studiously concealed the truth from Titus,

nor did she speak a word of it now. His

presence always made her heart cold and hard
;

for as she thought of the past, his action grew
more and more clear to her. He had laid a

deadly trap for Daniel, and Daniel, trusting him

better than anybody in the world, had fallen

headlong into it. Whether Sim was actually

present at the death of Thorpe Minnie still

knew not
;
but that he was familiar with the

circumstances, and that he had on the night of

the murder fetched Daniel's gun and placed it

ready to be found on the following morning,
she felt assured. His purpose was to gain her-

self. But what to do at this juncture she did

not know. She dared not summon Daniel

home as yet, and she dared not impart her dis-

coveries to any other. Then happened cir-

cumstances that made all vain and turned

revenge into a thing too mean and shallow to

pursue. After the announcement of her hus-

band's death the perspective and significance
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of life were altered. For long days she moved

listlessly from her bed back to her bed again.

Sleep only had power to comfort her, while yet

the overwhelming tragic truth tortured each

waking hour. Sleep nightly she welcomed as

she would have welcomed death.

In this strange fashion came the fatal news

to her.

Sim was accustomed to bring books and

newspapers upon the occasion of his visits, and

in a daily journal, at the time of that awful event,

telegrams appeared of the volcanic catastrophe

that had burst upon the West Indies, had

shaken St Vincent to its heights, and over-

whelmed much of the unfortunate island of

Martinique. Chance ordered the intelligence

upon the day that Sim had fixed for his formal

proposal, and her eyes were actually fixed upon
the Western Morning News, where it lay spread

over her table, at the moment that the man was

asking her to marry him.
"

I can't hold it in no more," he said. "You
know right well what I mean. I 've been patient

too—the Lord knows how patient. Oh,

woman, don't torment me any longer. For

God's sake say you'll marry me. My life's one

cruel stretch on the rack as it is. All I've done

to get you you'll never know. You've been the

one thought and hope and prayer and longing
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of my life ever since I first set eyes on you, and

now—now there's nought between us—now
—Minnie ! Good God—what's the matter—
what have I done?

"

He broke off and leapt to his feet, for she had

fallen back in her chair and an expression of

great terror and horror had come into her face.

She had only heard his last words. The woman
did not faint

;
but for the moment she was

powerless to speak. Her emotion had robbed

her cheek of blood and made her dizzy. In

response to his cry she pointed to the sheet

before her. He glanced at the long Reuter

telegram, and then noted the brief paragraph

upon which she kept her finger :
—

"
Among the ill-fated vessels that perished with all

hands was the English steamer Peabody (Nailer

and Co.). It is reported that she attempted to steam

out of harbour, but was overwhelmed and sunk in the

awful convulsion from above and below. Every soul

on board perished."

" What is this to you or to me ? What do

you know? Tell me if I can do anything,"
cried Titus Sim.

"
'Every soul—every soul,' she said, quoting

in a strange voice under her breath. " '

Every
soul,' but it means '

everybody.' The souls

have gone back where there's no hopes nor

fears nor sorrows. But his body—his dear
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body—all—all—perished. I can't read no

more. Does it say all ?
"

" That awful thing in Martinique. Yes, they
be full of it at the house, and full of thanks-

givings that it wasn't Tobago that was smitten.

But you, Minnie—what is this to you?"
"Death," she said. "His death; and his

death be mine—the death of all that's best in

me—the death of all I kept alive for him."
" For—for—you don't mean your husband?

Not Daniel Sweetland?"
" He was on board her. 'Twas to her he

went and in her he sailed. I only heard it a

thought more than a month agone. Heard it

under his own hand. He wrote me a letter.

And now—"

"There might be another ship of that name.

But how much this means ! And you could

hide it all from me ! And I thought
—"

" You thought he was in Wall Shaft Gully.
And now he lies in a bigger grave than that—
my Dan—driven away to die. May God re-

member the man who ruined my husband !

"

For once Sim was shaken from his power of

ready speech ;
for once his tongue seemed tied.

The tremendous nature of this event made him

powerless. Yet at the bottom of his bewildered

mind lurked joy. The thing he had toiled to

bring about appeared at last accomplished
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without further possibility of failure. Doubt
no longer existed. Sweetland was now dead

indeed. He concealed his thanksgiving and

began to mourn. No more of love he spake,
but strove to find consolation for her in religious

reflections. Dry-eyed she stared from him to

the newspaper, from the newspaper back to him.

Then she bade him leave her, and he went, but

stopped at the publichouse hard by and told his

tremendous news to Mr and Mrs Beer. They,
who knew the secret of Daniel's disappear-

ance, were stricken with profound sorrow, and

scarcely had Sim proclaimed the truth before

Jane Beer hurried bare-headed from the house

and ran to her friend.
" Poor young woman !

"
groaned Johnny in

genuine grief,
" what a world of up and downs

and hopes and fears she have suffered, to be

sure ! To think as one pair of girl's shoulders

be called upon to carry such a burden. There's

nought to be done. Only time can help her ;

an' maybe you."
"To think," said Sim, "and I was that

moment putting marriage before her ! Another

moment and she must have told me she was a

wife
;
and then it caught her eye

—
staring from

the printed page—that she was a widow !

"

" She told us the secret and I made a joyous

rhyme about it
;
but what's rhymes to her now ?
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Yet I'll do one, and this day I'll do it, for many's
the poor broken heart as have sucked comfort

from a well-turned verse—else why do we have

hymns ? Well, it will come back to you, Titus.

For my part I could wish as Daniel had died

to home where first we thought he did. A sea

death be so open an' gashly. For my part I'd

sooner have gone down Vitifer mine shaft and

know my bones would bide in the land that

bred 'em."
"
Well, the mystery be all out now. No

doubt he visited her that night he gave the

policemen the slip. 'Twas hard I should never

know the secret, for I'm sure Dan would have

told me afore all the world."

"She's only got his memory now, poor
lamb

;
an' that won't keep her warm of a winter

night. 'Twas ordained you should have her,

no doubt. But you musn't ax her till the tears

be dried. She'll weep a lot. Turn and twist

as you may, death will grab you some day.

The appointed time comes round as sure as the

sun rises. Pig or man, each has his span.

There's verses rising up in me, Titus, so I

won't keep you. What was the name of the

poor hero's ship ? D'you call it to mind ?"
" The Peabody,'' answered Sim

;
then he de-

parted with strange thoughts for company.
In truth Titus had much ado to marshal his
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ideas. He stood exactly where he beHeved

that he had stood from the time of Daniel's dis-

appearance ; but the fact that Sweetland was

only now removed from his path by death

startled him not a little. He hardly realised his

fortune. In his mind was a dark cloud, for that

Minnie should so carefully have kept her secret

from him meant mischief. She had not trusted

him with the truth. There was a reason

for that, and the reason promised to be the

reverse of pleasant. Sim had been deceived

by Minnie's attitude. Without attempt to

blind his eyes, her demeanour had led him

to suppose that she at least was content in his

society, that she trusted him, that she bore to

him the reo-ard due to her husband's first and

favourite companion. But she had deliberately

chosen to keep him in ignorance, not only of

Daniel's safety, but also concerning his actual

existence
;
and this reserve caused Sim a great

deal of painful surprise. Surely it indicated

that Daniel's widow did not trust him
;
and for

that distrust a reason must exist.

Titus perceived that much depended upon
his future attitude. To win her absolute

confidence would now be necessary before

any further talk of love. He ransacked

his sleepless mind that night, and ere

morning saw the way clear. His good faith
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must be made apparent ;
it must shine above

any shadow of suspicion. Minnie should learn

that her husband's honour and fair name were

as much to Titus Sim as to herself. How to

effect this result was his problem, and the foot-

man believed that he could solve it. For Sim

was perfectly familiar with the truth concerning
Adam Thorpe's end

;
and no man knew better

than did he that Daniel had no part in the crime.

The secret murderer was not hidden from Titus,

nor was the hand that placed Sweetland's gun
where he had found it.

Everything conspired to his purpose. He
calculated that in a month's time he would be

able to clear Sweetland's name before the world.

Then his own reward seemed clear. Minnie,

once convinced that her vague fears and sus-

picions did him wrong, could hardly deny him

what he begged. Into his fixed and immovable

resolution to make her his own he poured all

the strength of a tremendous will. He had

not come so far upon the journey to be repulsed.

He had not moved by dark ways and committed

worse than crimes for nothing. From a mental

condition of anger and uneasiness, his devious

soul plotted itself back into content and calm.

The end was assured and the means to play his

final strokes now lay clear before the man's in-

telligence. To establish absolute confidence in
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himself as Sweetland's friend — true even

beyond death—was now his purpose ;
and the

thing he planned to do, if brought to a success-

ful issue, could hardly fail to show him in a

noble light and convince the sceptic, if any such

existed beside Minnie, that his aims were pure
and his faith above all suspicion.

A week later, when she had told her secret,

and her little world mourned in its wonder, and

yet also triumphed at the ingenuity of the native

who would never return again, Titus Sim

visited Minnie with offers to assist her in any

step she might now be contemplating. But she

did not avail herself of the suggestion.
** I'm going back to my aunt come presently,"

she said.
"

I can't bide here no more now.

After Michaelmas I give it up an' return to

Moreton."

Her face was very pale against her black

dr^ss, and darkness and sorrow haunted her

beautiful eyes ;
but no living soul had seen her

deepest grief. That was hidden from all. Her
voice never shook when she spoke of Daniel to

Titus Sim, for instinct told her the man, despite

his protestations, did not share her bereave-

ment. Only with Daniel's mother, or in the

company of Jane Beer, did she reveal a glimpse
of her breaking heart.

"Command me, if I can serve you in any
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possible manner," he said.
" And don't think

I'm forgetting this great sorrow because 'tis

not always upon my tongue. Far from it
;

Daniel is never out of my thoughts. He's

beyond the reach of aught but prayers ;
but

his honour and good name are the legacies he

left behind, and 'tis for us to treasure them and

make 'em shine out like the sun from behind

this cloud that darkens them. I know only too

well you don't believe me. It's been the

greatest grief in a sad life—the greatest but

Daniel's death—that you kept his secret from

me and did not let me know that he was still

alive. I've had nought but sleepless nights

thinking of it. And why for you don't trust

me I can't guess, and why you hid the welfare

of my greatest friend from me I shall never

know
;
but this I know : you had no just reason

and not by word or deed, or thought or dream
have I ever done him wrong. Be that as it

may. I'll say nothing about it and I'll ask you
for no explanation, for 'tisn't a time to wrangle
which of us—man or woman—friend or wife—
loved him best. I'll not prate; I'll do. I

believe even now that 'twill be my blessed lot

to clear his memory afore the world. You gaze
at me as if you thought that 'twould be no joy
to me to do it—see how I read what's in your

eyes ! But I swear afore the Throne of
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Heaven that I'd sooner clear his name and

sweeten his memory than be a prince in the

land, or the ruler of cities."
"
If you could do it, why have you waited

until now?" she asked coldly.
" Because Providence willed that I should

wait. And even now I'm only hopeful, not

positive, I should have striven to do all and

bring you the glad news when I'd got it proved

beyond the doubt of the world
;

but now
Heaven has hit upon a better way. Yes,
' Heaven's' the word, for in rigrhtinof Daniel in

the world's eyes, I pray God will right me in

yours, Minnie Sweetland."

He paused, but she only surveyed him

silently, and he spoke again.
" Thus it stands. The poor soul commonly

called
' Drunkard

'

Parkinson, is now at his last

gasp, or near it. He cannot live more than a

month
;
doctor has told him so. But, as I have

always feared, that man has evil secrets. What

they are I only guess, but my guess during the

last few days has developed into certainty.

You know young Prowse lives in the cottage
that adjoins Rix Parkinson's ? Two days ago
he came to tell me that poor Rix wanted to see

me, and to know how soon I could call upon
him. I went at once, and then he confessed

that there is much upon his conscience. I
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begged him to see Parson West, whose deep
wisdom and sympathy and knowledge of

Heaven are denied to no sinner
;
but he re-

fused.
* Not him, nor any other man,' he said.

''Tis a woman I want to see—the wife of that

chap, Dan Sweetland, as runned away after

that they'd taken him for murder.' He did

not know that Dan was dead, and I did not tell

him, for the fact might have changed his de-

termination. I promised to bring you to him,

and I prevailed with him that he would let me
be present also. He is desirous to tell you

something, and since the confession must have

a witness to make it of any worth, I, too, shall

hear it, that it may be supported in the world

after Parkinson dies. For he is on the way to

die, and he specially told me that the thing he

meant to tell you must not be made public
until his death. What it is I can guess,
as I have said

;
and doubtless you can,

too."
" He killed Adam Thorpe."
"

I believe so with all my soul. They were
old enemies, and three years ago Parkinson

went to gaol for three months after assaulting

Thorpe. Either he did it, or he knows right
well who did. And he knows that the man
who did it was not our poor Daniel."

"
I will come when he pleases," said Minnie.
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"
I hope your opinion may be the right one,

Mr Sim."

"And I hope that you will think kinder of

me when, through my ceaseless toil and labour,
I have cleared my friend's memory."
He left her then without waiting for an

answer, and a week later a day was fixed.

It happened that Minnie was in Moreton-

hampstead upon the occasion of making this

final appointment to visit the sick man, and as

she returned to the Moor, she met young
Samuel Prowse—well known to her as an old

friend of Daniel. She passed him with a nod
of recognition ;

then she changed her mind
;
a

thought suddenly struck her, and she called the

youth to her side.



CHAPTER XII.

HENRY VIVIAN TRIES TO DO HIS DUTY

IT
is now necessary to be occupied directly

with Daniel, and those brief days before

the Peabody met her fate.

From Tobago she returned to Barbados

with a small cargo of turtle and cocoanuts ;

then she sailed directly to the Northern Lesser

Antilles, and reached her next and last port,

St Pierre, in Martinique.

But we are concerned with earlier events

affecting young Sweetland, and these may best

be chronicled by setting down the opening

passages of a second letter that he began to

write to his wife at Scarborough, the little port

of Tobago. This communication was never

completed, but it covers a period of fifteen days

in the life of the writer, and when he put it

aside to finish on another occasion he little

dreamed that he would see the sheet no more.

" My own dear heart
"
wrote he—" Here's

the old tub at Tobago with steam in her rotten

boilers again ! Talk about volcanoes and such-

like ! 'Tis us aboard the Peabody that be

on a volcano, not the shore folks. This here's

160
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a very fine island, and I've had a merry time

when I could get ashore. They laugh at me,

because I be gathering together such a lot of

queer things for you. God He knows if you'll

ever eet 'em and hano- 'em round the walls to

home, but if you do, I lay you'll be mazed with

wonder. There's a huge river by name of

Orinoco that pours out of the mainland of

South America, and it brings to these shores

all manner of queer seeds and shells and such-

like, including coral and coraline, like stone

fans, all very beautiful for ornaments. I tramp

along when off duty and fill my pockets, and

say every minute,
'

My stars, won't Minnie like

that !

'

or ' These here will make a necklace

almost so pretty as pearls, for her neck !

'

There be little silver-like shells here, all curly.

I've got scores
;
and the niggers say as there

be real pink pearls to be got ;
but I doubt it,

'cause if there was, why don't somebody with

plenty of time get 'em ? Sometimes the cocoa-

nuts will fall with a bang just while you be

under the palm?. I near had my head knocked

off by a whacker t'other day ;
then I forced a

hole in his monkey face (for they be all like

monkeys one end) and drank the milk and

shared the creamy inside with a hungry dog
as chanced to be passing that way. As for

adventures, I had one with a boss would make
L
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'em laugh to home. I calls it a hoss, but never

you seed such a lop-sided bag o' bones. But

'twas something to have un between my legs,

and I made un gallop a bit, much to his sur-

prise, afore I'd done with un. A nigger boy
went with me to get any queer things as might

happen by the way, and I rode into the island

to see a river where they say there be alligators.

The hoss was called 'Nap,' and the nigger
went by the name of Peter. And a very fine

time us had of it at first. The road led up and

up through palms and tamarinds and mangoes,
and a million trees I'd never seed or heard of.

Frangipani made the air sweet to the nose. It

grows in stars 'pon great naked boughs, and

they make scent of it. Then there was bind-

weeds, like we get to home but larger, all

crawled all over the hedges, with yellow and

purple flowers to 'em. And everywhere in the

blazing woods was flowers and seeds, and

berries and cocoa trees, which be just like

them advertisements in the shop windows to

Moreton of Cadbury's Cocoa ! The pods hang
on the trees all purple and gold. I got seeds

and berries for you, and having a little shot-

gun as Bradley lent me, I killed a few birds

and one sun-bird as be like a splash of fire on

the wing, and a green humming-bird or two.

My hoss he loafed along, thinking of anything
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but his business, but he was eating out of the

hedge all the while, and sometimes 'twas a

fight between us which should get to something-
first. As to alligators, I never seed the tail of

one
;
but lizards was there by the million, and

iguanas too. They be very big chaps and

pretty eating when you can catch 'em, so Brad-

ley says. The lizards be all colours of the

rainbow and all sizes, from a tadpole to a

squirrel. In the trees was all manner of hot-

house things a-blazing away and quite at home,
and on the hill-sides grew wild plantain, wild

indigo, guinea-grass, cotton, cashew trees

(cashews be nuts), cabbage palms, and all

manner of other fine things, with the humming-
birds and butterflies looking like flowers blowed

out of the trees. Then, as for the stream, it

bustled along for all the world like a Dartmoor

brook, and the sound of it among the stones

was like a word from home. But instead of

the heather and whortleberries and fern, there

was all foreigners 'pon the bank, and instead of

a Moorman coming along with a nitch of reeds

or a cart of peat I found a lot of black gals

washing linen in the stream.
" '

Well, my dears, have e seed any alligators

up-along ?
'

I axed 'em
;
and they said,

'

No,
massa sailor, we no see no alligators.'

"
I had a row with the hoss coming back and
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was much surprised to find he'd got devil

enough in him to run away. Of course I held

on, and 'twas rather amusing except for all the

things he jerked out of my pockets. 'Peared

to me that he galloped on one side and trotted

on t'other. When he runned away he was

going about three miles an hour. Afore that

I never seed the funeral as wouldn't have

catched him up and passed him. He got me
down to the wharf

;
then his gear all carried

away and I failed off with the saddle on top of

me.

*"Tis pretty eating here, and we have tree

oysters, if you'll believe it, that grow on the

roots of trees in the salt creeks. Also snapper-

fish, yams, gourd soup, muscovy ducks, cocoa-

nut pudding, guava cheese, and many other

tidy things.
"
Yesterday I seed Mister Henry 'pon the

wharf, with his overseer from the Pelican

Sugar Estate—a chap by the name of Jabez
Ford. It made me feel terrible queer to see

Mister Henry. We was getting a boatload of

cocoanuts at the time, so I didn't make myself
knowed to him. But when the chance comes
I will.

" That man Ford lost his wife rather sudden

two or three nights agone. She was half a

black woman and believed in a lot of queer,
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horrible thinors like the full-blooded niofeers do.

And come nightfall, after she died, a awful

wailing and howling broke out ashore, for

scores of neorresses was sinorinof all round

Ford's house to keep the Jumbies away.

Jumbies belong to the religion of Obi, and

they'm awful, flesh-sucking vampires as scent

out a corpse like vultures and come through
the air and out of the earth to be at it. But if

the beast hears women singing, it chokes him

off. Certainly the black females sing very
nice

;
and they sang hymns the parson out

here has taught them—hymns that comed
from England. I almost cried to hear 'em,

Minnie, till I remembered as they were being

sung to keep off Jumbies ;
then I laughed.

There's another awful terrible customer called

a loopgaroo.' He's worse than Jumby almost,

and he takes off his skin when he's at his

nightly devilries, and hides it onder a silk

cotton tree. This be all part of Obeah, and I

hear tell there's an awful wicked and awful

powerful Obi Man, called Jesse Hagan, in

Tobago, who's gotten tame Jumbies to work
for him. The niggers shiver when they tell

about him.
" As to cocoanuts, which you've only seed at

a revel 'three shies a penny,' out here they be
'

Loopgaroo—Loupgarou.
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a regular trade, though not like what they was.

A grower told me that in the old days he'd

get a clear profit of £2 on every thousand nuts

he sold
;
now he don't get £\. We be bring-

ing home hundreds of sacks of 'em, but the

seller don't count to do much good. Another

queer freight we be taking back to Barbados

is turtles. These creatures be very common
round Tobago. They come up out of the sea

of a moonlight night and paddle about in the

sand, and lay their eggs. Then niggers, as be

lying in wait for 'em, rush out and catch 'em,

and throw 'em over 'pon their backs. There

they lie till the morn do come, and then they'm

brought off to the wharf for shipment. First

the owner's mark be branded on the poor
devils with a red-hot iron on their yellow
bellies

;
but they be all shell outside, and it

don't hurt 'em more than putting a hot shoe

on a horse's hoof. Then the turtles is tied by
their flippers

—two and three at a time—and

hoisted aboard. On deck we've got turtle

tanks ^waiting for 'em. These be full of salt

water, and the turtle lives there as best he

can
;
or if he can't, he dies. No beasts on

God's earth have a worse time than turtles

when they'm catched. They don't get bit or

sup no more, for there's nought we can give
'em that they'll eat. Many die on the way
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home, if the weather turns very cold ; and

aboard a ship you can tell how the turtle be

faring by the amount of turtle soup as comes

to dinner. And if they do get home, 'tis to

have their throats cut pretty quick. But they

pay well if they get home alive.

"Now I'll knock off, because I be going
ashore to see Mister Henry. We sail to-

morrow, so I can't leave it no longer. I'll

finish this when I've had speech with him, and

much I do hope as I'll find he'll come over to

my side."

• • • • • •

Here the unfinished letter broke off, and the

things that happened after may be immediately
related.

Daniel went ashore with a special message
from his captain for the harbour master

;
but

the order was not delivered, because good
fortune, as it seemed, had brought Henry
Vivian to the pier-head, and, as Daniel climbed

up the steps, he almost touched his boyhood's
friend. The overseer of the Pelican Estate

stood beside him. Mr Jabez Ford had a

private venture of turtles about to be shipped
in the Peabody for Barbados, and now he

watched his own mark being set upon the un-

happy reptiles, Vivian was also an interested

spectator. He turned with an expression of
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sorrow from the turtles and found Daniel

Sweetland's eyes fixed upon them.
" Mister Henry, 'tis I, Sweetland, from

home ! I be here this minute to speak to you.
And I pray you, for old time's sake, to listen."

Young Vivian started back, and the blood

leapt to his cheek.

"Alive! "he said.

" And kicking, your honour. I had to do

all I done an' give they policemen the slip, for

the law was too strong for me. But afore God
I swear I'm an innocent man, and, after my
wife, I'd sooner you believed in me than any
ivmor.o
"Oaths are nothing to you," said the other,

coldly.
" Come aside and speak to me."

They walked apart on the wharf, and Vivian

continued,—
"
Why did you lie to the officers and deceive

them, and escape, and subsequently delude the

world into supposing that you had destroyed

yourself? Tell me that. Were those the

actions of an innocent man, Daniel Sweetland ?

I do not think so. If you can prove to me
that you did not murder Adam Thorpe, do it

;

if not, my duty, painful as it may be, is clear

You have escaped justice thus far
;
but you

shall not escape it altogether, if I can prevent

you."
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Dan stared aghast at such a turn of affairs.

The speaker was inflexible. No gentleness

marked his voice. He had not noticed the

hand that Daniel ventured timidly to put

forward.
"

I thouo^ht 'twas Providence that threw me

here," said the sailor,
"

I counted to find you,

sir, as was my friend always, ready to stand up
for me against But what can I say ? How
can I prove aught, having no witnesses? My
gun was found—the beautiful gun you gived
me. And if I swear afore my Maker I know

no more than you do how it comed in Middle-

cott woods upon that night, what's the use ? I

see in your face you be against me and won't

believe me."
"

I am not a fool, whatever else I may be,"

answered the other. " To say you do not

know how that Sfun came into Middlecott

Lower Hundred is folly. You alone had

access to the gun. You must know. Whether

you killed Thorpe or not, I cannot say ;
that

you saw him die, I believe; and if you could

have thrown the blame elsewhere, you would

naturally have done so. I am sorry you dared

to come to me—sorry for your sake and my
own. I have enough anxiety and difficulty on

my hands at present without you."
"
Very well," said Sweetland,

"
if that's your
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answer, then we be man to man and no love

lost. I'll go my way and you can go yours, an'

I hope afore your beard's growed you'll get a

larger heart in you. If it had been t'other way
round, I'd have believed your word like the

Bible, an' I'd have fought for you an' spared no

sweat to show the world you was an honest,

true man. But since you won't believe further

than you can see, and haven't got no friend-

ship stronger than what goes down afore

this trial, then go your way, an' be damned to

you ;
an' may you never find yourself at a

loose end with nought but sudden death wait-

ing for you an' no friend's hand ready to

help !

"

"
Friendships may be broken, and I will never

willingly assist a criminal against the laws he

has defied and the State he has outraged. You
fled to escape the just penalty of your deeds,

and no honourable man would succour you. It is

not I that am faithless, but yourself. I have

never changed ; my devotion to duty and to

honour has never been hidden from you, and if

you had ordered your life on my example, you
would not stand where you do to-day."

"
I hope you'll see clearer in the time to

come, then," answered Daniel.
"

I be sorry to

have troubled you with my poor affairs. I'll ax

no more from 'e except to keep your mouth
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shut about me. That, at least, ban't too much

to ax ?
"

"Your moral sense is not merely weak, but

wanting," answered the other.
" To ignore you

is to ignore your crime. No Englishman can

do that. I, at least, will not have it on my
conscience that I let a murderer go free. Move
at your peril !

"

The sailor orlared in sheer wonder ;
then his

surprise gave place to passion.
"
By God, but you'm a canting prig ! Your

friendship
—'tis trash I wouldn't own for money.

Talk of vartue and duty to me ! Do 'e think

of all I've suffered—all the torment and misery

I've gone through
—a man as innocent as the

young dawn ! Taken from my wife—called a

murderer afore I was tried—every man's hand

against me ! The likes of you would make Job
break loose. Your honour and your duty !

Bah—stinking stuff I'd rather be a mongrel

nigger without a shirt than you ! I'd—"

Vivian interrupted him and cried out in a

loud voice,—
'• Arrest this man ! In the name of the law,

take him ! He is a murderer !

"

They stood some distance from the rest, and

now Jabez Ford hastened forward with several

negroes. The coloured men chattered wildly,

but none made any effort to run in on Sweet-
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land. Before they reached him Vivian had

already closed with his old friend.

" For justice !

"
he cried.

"
Right is on my

side, and well you know" it !

"

"Liar!" answered the other. "You're no

man to do this thinor. Neither rio^ht nor miorht

be on your side. Take what you've courted !

"

The unequal struggle was quickly at an end,

for Vivian's physical powers were as nothing
beside the strength of Daniel. The sailor shook

him like a dog shakes a rat
;
then he gripped

his huge arms round him and hugged him

breathless.

"So let all be sarved as turns upon their

friends in the time of need !

"
he bellowed.

" Come on—come on, the pack of 'e !

"

It might have been observed that at this

sensational moment the overseer, Jabez Ford,

made no instant effort to come to Henry
Vivian's rescue. He was as big as Daniel, and

apparently as powerful ; but while his black

eyes blazed and he shouted wildly to the

negroes to secure Sweetland, himself he took

no risk. He saw the struggling men get

nearer and nearer to the edge of the wharf;
but he only bawled to the terrified coloured

men to separate the fighters.

At last a big buck negroe tried to grasp
Daniel from behind, and the sailor, bending his



VIVIAN TRIES TO DO HIS DUTY 173

head, drove with full force at the black's chest,

and fairly butted him head foremost into the

sea. A moment later Vivian was in the water

also, while Ford cried to the negroes to leap in

and frighten the sharks. The overseer

fumbled with a lifebelt the while
;

but long
before he had cut it from its fastenings Henry-
Vivian swam with strong strokes to the landing

stage and climbed upon it.

No anger marked his demeanour, despite

this sharp reverse. He brushed the water from

his face and looked for Sweetland, only to find

Daniel had vanished.

"Thank Heaven—thank Heaven!" said

Ford, warmly.
" My heart was in my mouth.

The water under this staee harbours a dozen

sharks."
" Where's that man ?

"

" He's safe enough. He can't escape in the

long run. He knocked down two policemen,
and then the harbour-master, who tried to stop

him. After that he bolted to the left there,

and has got into the woods. It may be a long

job, but he must be caught sooner or late."

" He's a runaway from justice
—a poacher

and a murderer. By an amazing chance we
have met here. We were boys together.

Everything must be done that can be done to

arrest him."
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'* Come to my house and get a change of

clothes," answered Jabez Ford. "Thank God,

the wretch was not a murderer twice over.

You've had a merciful and marvellous escape,

Mr Vivian."
" Which might have itself been escaped if

you had been quicker and braver," answered

the young man, coldly.
" Fm afraid you are

a coward, Jabez Ford."
" Presence of mind is a precious gift,"

answered the overseer, with great humility.
"

I did the best that I could think of. Of

course, had I guessed that he was going to

throw you into the sea, I should have rushed

at him myself, cost what it might."
Mr Ford turned his face away as he spoke.
"
Come," he said.

" You must change your

clothes quickly or you will be chilled."

" After 1 have been to the Office of Police,

not before," answered Henry Vivian.

Meanwhile the runaway made small work of

such opposition as was offered to his escape.

Two negroes tried to stop him, but only one

stood up to him at the critical moment, and was

paid for his pluck by a terrific knock-down blow

on his flat nose. The harbour-master—a small

but brave Scot—next stood in the way of

liberty and, despite Dan's shouted warning,
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attempted to intercept the runaway. He was

in the dust a moment later, and Sweetland,

sending a dozen men, women, and children fly-

ing like cackling poultry before his rush, got
clear of Scarborough and took to the hills.

He pushed steadily onwards and upwards to

an impenetrable jungle that lay on the steep
side of Fort Saint George, and there, where

aforetime French and Enp^lish had fought at

death grips, he rested, drew his breath, and

considered his position. Far beneath spread
the stagnation of the little port, southward

gleamed the metal roofing of the Pelican Sugar
Estate, and from time to time, faint through the

distance, he heard a hooter roaring from the

hungry works to the plantations for more cane.

Steam puffed from tall pipes ;
smoke rolled

from chimneys ;
like bright insects the Coolies

ran hither and thither in the compounds.

Day died while the fugitive kept his hiding-

place. Then a swift, but amazing sunset en-

compassed him. Rose and gold was the sky,
all streaked with tattered ribbons of orange
cloud. The light swam reflected upon the sea,

and it spread to the lofty horizon in broad

sheets of reflected splendour. From the moun-
tains the scene was superb in its manifold

glory ; then the vision perished and inky
silhouettes of palm and plantain and bread-fruit
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tree stood out black and solid against the

water. Far below the Peabody lay, like a toy

ship, and twinkled with lights upon the rosy

sea. Darkness leapt out of the East and under

the fringes of the forest night had already
come. Tree-frogs chirruped with endless crisp

tinkle of sound
;

the air was filled with the

drowsy hum of insect life, fire-flies flashed
;
and

from far below, the mournful boomings of

the marsh-frogs made music proper to the

time.

Sweetland pursued his slow way until mid-

night came. He climbed on mechanically hour

after hour, until the air on his cheek and the

stars above told him that he had reached

some mountain-top. Further for the present it

was impossible to proceed. Until day, there-

fore, he postponed thought and action. He
tightened his belt to stay hunger ;

then rolled

up in a dry corner under the savage and spined

foliage of an opuntia, and there slept dream-

lessly until the return of the sun.



CHAPTER XIII

THE OBI MAN

\1[ /"HEN Daniel awoke the sun was climbing
^ ^

swiftly to the zenith, and the full blaze of

it burnt upon a tropical tangle of palmetto and

mango, plantain and palm. He found himself

hidden in a brake of luxuriant vegetation
almost at the apex of a lofty hill that overlooked

the Caribbean Sea. Strange sounds fell upon
his ears, and he perceived that his resting-place

was beneath a prickly-pear fence, on the other

side of which stood a thatched cottage and

extended an acre of cleared land. Beneath

stretched the dark green and orange-tawny of

the forests
; strips of thorny cactus hedge

ensured privacy for the clearing, and here a

tamarind tree reared its delicate foliage, and

here the broad leaves of bananas rustled, with

foliage all tattered by the breezes. A goat was
tethered to a little pomegranate tree in the

garden, and over the cleared soil grew vines

of the sweet potato.

A second glance at the hut revealed to

Daniel its exceptional character and significance.

Before he saw the strange and solitary human
M 177
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being who inhabited it, the sailor guessed that

he stood upon the threshold of mystery. As a

matter of fact he had intruded into the secret

stronghold of Jesse Hagan, the Obi Man. The
situation was silent and mysterious ;

the place

was adorned, or made horrible, with fragments
of things dead. Two bullocks' skulls stood at

the entrance of Mr Hao^an's dwellino-, and

round his land bobbed a fantastic ribbon where-

on hung empty bottles, bright feathers, and

fragments of gaudy rag. Within this zone

none dared to enter uninvited, for Obeah is

still alive—a creed beyond the power of

missionary to shatter or destroy. Fools fear

Obi, and wise men find him useful
;
hence the

high priests of that Satanic cult still thrive. A
negro would no more speak disrespectfully of

them than he would of his own grand-parents.

Suddenly, as Daniel stared and felt a grow-

ing inclination to be gone, the mystic himself

appeared and stood in the morning light. He

appeared profoundly ancient, and his ribs made
a gridiron of his lean breast. His limbs were

skin and bone
;
his scanty wool was grey ;

a

tangled network of furrows and deep lines

scarred and seamed his face in every direction
;

and, curiously wide apart, on either side of a

huge, flat, Ethiopian nose, the man's eyes

gleamed from his withered headpiece, like the
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eyes of a toad. Jesse was in extreme undress.

Only the ruins of a pair of trousers covered his

loins and a band of red cloth circled his throat.

Despite his advanced age, no little physical

strength remained to him, and now, as Daniel

watched, the negro displayed it. Taking an

iron spade and seeking a corner of the garden
near his unseen visitor, Jesse turned aside the

long, creeping fingers of a snake gourd that

trailed there under the shade of a citron tree,

and becran to dig- in soft earth. As the old

creature worked and sank swiftly downward

into the soil, he sang to himself in a piping

treble with the usual West Indian whine. The
voice was feeble

;
but the words were sinister

and told of evil. A blue bird sat on a thorn

and put his head on one side to hear the song ;

a green lizard, with eyes like Jesse's own,

rustled out from the cactus fence and stopped,

with palpitating, tremulous motion of its front

paws, to listen also. Then the bird flew and

the reptile fled, and Daniel Sweetland was sole,

secret audience of the song.

" Low dem lie, low dem He—
Dey come, dey come, but dey never go by ;

And de roots ob de creeping snake-gard know,
Where dey sleep so still in de hole so low-—

Obeah-die !

Obeah-do !
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Low dem lie, low dem lie—
Hark de buzz ob de carrion fly !

But nobody guess what the snake-gard know,

Twining him root far down below-—
Obeah-die !

Obeah-do !

Low dem lie, low dem He—
De worms dey crawl in de dead men's eye,

And de snake-gard he suck, and Jesse he know
What lie so still in de hole so low—

Obeah-die !

Obeah-do !

"

The song rose and sank and seemed to hang
in the trees and creep about like an evil

presence. The refrain rose into a wail, and its

last penetrating note was answered by crisp

stridulation of great winged grasshoppers.

Jesse's uncanny melody fitted the place, the

man, and the task.

"
I never did !

"

thought Daniel, as his eyes

grew round. "If the old devil ban't digging
a grave ! And singing rhymes to his beastly

self over it too ! To think that Johnny Beer

ban't the only verse-maker as I've met with in

my travels ! But Johnny never in all his born

days let off such a rhyme as that. I'm sure us

never would have stood it. A grave, sure

enough
—an' more'n one poor wretch has been

buried there seemingly."
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The remark was called forth by an incident,

for Mr Hagan suddenly exhumed a skull. It

was low and flat-browed. Jesse set it very

gravely upon the edge of the pit and then

addressed it.

" Who was you, sar ?" he asked. *' You no

answer me, sar ? Den you berry rude,

imperent young fellow 1

"

Whereupon he smacked the empty brain-pan
with a spade, so that some of the teeth fell

out. The man and the skull grinned at each

other, then Jesse grew serious and spoke

again.

"You larf—eh? Vou larf! Me Gard, I

dunno what you got to larf about ! You's

Jephson—dat's you. I 'member Jephson.
Massa Ford, he want Jephson

' rub out,' and

send him wid a message to ole Jesse. Den ole

Jesse 'rub you out.' To kill a nigger is only
to rub out a black mark. Dey soon gone.
And some white folk too. Dey all berry

quiet when dey eat and drink poor ole Jesse's

rum and cakes. He, he ! Obi Man berry

good fren to Massa Ford !

"

He laboured in silence and dug on until he

had sunk a hole five feet deep. Next he

concealed all trace of the work very carefully.

He buried the pile of damp earth under dead

palm leaves and brushwood, while the hole
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itself he covered with twigs and trailed over

them long shoots and sprays of the luxuriant

snake-gourd.

Now, having made an end of this business,

Jesse sought his outer gate and, posting him-

self there, screened his face from the glare of

the risen sun and looked out with his bright,

lizard eyes down the tremendous escarpments
of the hill beneath him. An amazing panorama
of forest, shore and sea spread below ;

and

winding through the woods, struggling as it

were with difficulty through dense undergrowth
and narrow places full of cactus and thorns,

there ascended a bridle-path flanked by be-

wildering tangles of foliage, by volcanic boulders

and huge trees. Here and there through the

forest flamed like fire the flowers of the bois im-

mortelle ; at other points, all festooned and

linked together with twining and climbing para-

sites, or grey curtains of lace-like lichens and

wind pines, arose notable forest giants, some

gleaming with blossoms, some bending under

wealth of fruits. And through the mingled

leafy draperies of green and brown, olive and

gold, under the feathery crown of the bamboo,

amongst the green inflorescence of the mango,
like liquid gems in the sunlight, did little hum-

ming-birds with breasts of emerald and ruby,

flash and glitter. Every step or terrace in the
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steep acclivities of the hills was crowned with

cabbage palms or other lofty trees, and from

point to point the gaunt, bleached limbs of some

forest corpse stared out lightning
- stricken,

where the dead thing waited for the next hurri-

cane to bring its bones to earth. Far below

glimmered a white beech, and, through the

woods, all silent in the growing heat, there rose

a sig^h of surf breakinp-—surf that even from

this elevation could be seen lying like a band of

silver between the many-tinted sea and the pale

shore.

Away on the western side of the hills extended

long and undulating fields of green vegetation,

and in their midst arose buildings with tall

chimneys and metal roofs that flashed like liquid

silver under the sunshine. There extended the

Pelican Sugar Estate, and indications of pros-

perity surrounded them
;
but elsewhere com-

panion enterprises had clearly been less for-

tunate. In other parts of the island stagna-

tion marked similar concerns. The plantations

were deserted
;
the land was returning to the

wilderness ;
the works fell into ruins.

But Jabez Ford still held the key of success,

if it was possible to judge by visible signs.

Tobago felt proud of him and of the Pelican

Estates. Wide interest was taken in the visit

of the owner's son, and none doubted but that
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Ford would benefit by the circumstance and win

a reward worthy of his long and honourable

stewardship.

Two people understood otherwise, however,

and one was Jabez Ford himself. The over-

seer had failed to satisfy Henry Vivian, and he

knew it. The accounts were scrupulously ren-

dered ; the staff of coolies from Bombay was

happy and contented
;
the sugar commanded

high praise and ready sale
;
but there was a dis-

parity between the apparent prosperity and the

real output. Other puzzling circumstances also

much tended to increase young Vivian's doubt.

Ford was an easy and convincing talker. He
had an answer for every question, an explana-
tion of every difficulty. But the fact remained :

Henry Vivian disliked and distrusted him
;
and

Jabez knew it and did not conceal the truth from

himself. An implicit duel rapidly developed
between them and the elder man seemed likely

to win it, for he was the stronger every way.
He stood on his own dunghill and, for the

present, had no intention of being removed

therefrom. H is private plans demanded another

year for their fulfilment. Then, the richer by
a sustained and skilful system of peculation,

he proposed to leave Tobago and take him-

self and his hoard to some secret place in

South America, far beyond the reach of all
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former acquaintance. The sudden and unex-

pected advent of Henry Vivian had taxed this

rascal's ingenuity severely, and the visitor's own
reserve made the matter more difficult, for Sir

Reginald's son investigated everything without

comment and found fault with nothing. But

Ford was a student of human nature and

wanted no words to know that he stood in

danger.

Now, as Jesse Hagan looked down from his

mountain-top and waited, there rode through
the deep glen below the overseer. His plans
were already made. It needed only a further

conference with his ancient ally to mature them.

Jabez himself had black blood in his veins. His

great-grandfather had been a negro, and he

himself had married a Creole. This woman
shared the man's life for twenty years ;

then

death fell upon her, and it was to keep Jumbies
from the body that negresses had sung all night
as Daniel described to Minnie.

A glimmer of white caught Jesse's eyes far

below. He heard the tramp of a horse and

knew that his man was coming-. Daniel still

lay concealed beside the cactus fence, and

through the flat and thorny leaves of opuntia,

he saw Jabez Ford ride up. Jesse had disap-

peared for a moment into his hut, but now he

came forward with a bottle and a calabash.
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"
Marning, massa—rum punch for massa—

what Jesse get ready."

The man drank before answering, then he

threw the calabash on the ground.
"

I want another sort of brew to-morrow.

It's got to be. I'm sorry for the young devil,

for I've no quarrel with him
;
but he's too cute.

It don't do to be too cute with Jabez Ford."
" Him rub out, sar?

"

" No choice. Let me come in. I'll tell you

what happened last night. He's booked."
'* Dar's a nice, cool, quiet hole under de

snake-gourd waitin' for Massa Vivian. He'll

be berry comfable dar wid de udder gem'men."
" You talk too much," said Ford. " Come in

and don't make jokes at your time of life.

Think of the Devil, your master, and how

precious soon you'll go back to him, Jesse."

"You my massa, sar; Jesse dun want no

udder massa dan Massa Ford. Marse Debbil,

he no pay such good wages as you."

Ford lauofhed and dismounted from his horse.

He was a big, hard man, roasted and shrivelled

somewhat by a life in the tropics. He always

wore white ducks and a felt hat that sloped

well back over the nape of his neck. His hair

was black, his eyes were also black, and his face

misfht have been considered handsome. His

clean-shorn mouth showed unusual strength of
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character and spoke of greed and craft as well.

Tobago admired Jabez without liking him ;
the

little island was proud of his prosperity, but it

did not trust him. His downfall would have

brought sorrow to few, for many secretly sus-

pected him of dark things. But he was strong,

and not a man among his neighbours would

have cared or dared to fall foul of him.

Now Ford followed the priest of Obi into his

secret dwelling, where monstrous matters were

hidden in the gloom and evil smells stole out

of the darkness. Three dried mummies first

appeared. One was a crocodile and hung from

the roof
;
the other two had been human beings.

They sat propped in corners with a loathsome

semblance of living and listening about them.

Festoons of bird's eggs, curious seeds, and dried

pumpkins were stretched across the ceiling ;

skins of animals and birds littered the floor.

Unseen things squeaked in cages ;
there was a

piece of red glass in the roof and through it, on

to a wooden table, there fell a round, flaming

eye of light which luridly illuminated the

assembled horrors. Uncanny and malodorous

fragments filled the corners
; filth, mystery and

darkness blended here
;
and across one corner

of the hut hung a curtain which hid Arcanum,
the Holy of Obeah Holies.

Jabez Ford sat down on a three-legged stool
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by the table, and the red light shone like a sulky
fire upon his dark locks. He sniffed the in-

famous air, then took a cigar from his case and

lighted it.

Meantime, with more pluck than wisdom, and

only thinking of the things thathehad heard and

seen, Daniel Sweetland followed close upon the

heels of the strange pair. Now he stood out-

side the hut near the open door, and, crouching
here, listened clearly to the conversation within.

Beside him the tethered goat still browsed,
and Ford's horse sniffed the ground for some-

thing to eat. But only the lush foliage of the

snake-gourd spread within his reach, and that

the beast declined. It draoored its bridle as far

as possible, stamped the earth, and with un-

ceasing swish, swish, swish of tail kept the flies

from its sweating flanks.
"

I'll tell you what's happened since we met,"
said Ford to his creature. "Last nigrht the

youngster wrote his letters home and left them
with mine to be taken to the post office to catch

the mail. The Solent sailed this morning,
but she didn't take Henry Vivian's letter to his

father. She took one from me instead, siened
in his name. I've got his in my pocket, and it

contained exactly what I expected. He makes
no definite charge, because it is impossible to

prove anything against me ; but he states in
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detail that more money is being- made than

appears, and advises Sir Reginald to be rid of

me at once. Meantime he is oroincr to look

round the island and find a new overseer. But

this little plan won't suit me. I must stop at

the Pelican for another year at least. So,

having unsealed and read our young friend's

letter after he retired to bed, I wrote another
—on my typewriter

—and gave myself a better

character, you may be sure. His signature
was very easy to imitate, and now my letter,

not his, has set sail for home. There it goes
now."

He pointed below where a steamer slipped

away from Tobago and the station ship,

Solent, proceeded on her course to Trinidad

and Barbados.
" My letter went in his envelope," continued

Ford,
" And when Sir Reginald reads it, he

will be favourably impressed because I gave

myself a better character than Vivian did. Of
course a letter from me will reach him by the

7iext mail."
" You write, too, massa ?

"

** Yes—I shall write—all about what is going
to happen."

"
I see. You tell de great man at home how

his son meet wid dam sad accident and lose

him life in Tobago .'*

"
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"
Exactly. The boy's as good as dead. I

rather wish it had been possible to avoid this ;

but it is not. He mustn't go home."
" He trust you ?

"

"Absolutely. He has no idea that I have

seen through him and know that he is not

satisfied. Therefore, from his standpoint, I

have no reason to hate him. We are the best

of friends. I am showing him all the sights

and taking him all over the island. He is

anxious to see everything and everybody. Of

course he is on the look-out for a new overseer,

but I'm not supposed to know that. Now he's

excited, too, about that sailor who knocked

him down yesterday. A wretched fellow off a

tramp steamer. We were on the wharf watch-

ing them load turtles, when he spotted the

man. Then there was a row, and my
ofentleman a"ot knocked into the water. I

hoped there might have been a shark cruising

round ! It would have saved us a deal of

trouble."
"

I will do all Marse shark could do, sar.

A berry nice hole dug under the snake-gourd.
When he come ?

"

" Soon. I've told him that Jesse Hagan, the

Obi Man, is the first wonder of the island
;
so

he'll be here with me to see you. Have all

your war-paint on. Afterwards, I'll take his
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horse away—and his boots and clothes. The
rest is simple enough. They'll find the horse

loose on the beach, and his garments together,

and prints of feet going to the bathing-place,

but none returninor."o
" Dar's nobody like Massa Ford !

"

" We must be short and sharp. He's resolute

and quick. But he's small—what's that ?

There's somebody moving out there !

"

" My goat, sar."

But Ford had leapt to his feet and left the

hut. A moment later and he stood face to face

with Daniel Sweetland. The sailor was some

distance from the cottage when Jabez accosted

him. His back was turned and he stood on a

stone and pulled down green bananas from one

of the Obi Man's trees.
'* Who are you and what do you do here ?

"

asked the overseer. *' You must be mad or

a desperate man to run your head into this

place."

The other looked innocently round. Mere

temporary fear seemed to leap into his eyes at

this threat. He showed by no deed or look

that the truth was known to him. But Daniel

had heard the course of conversation very

clearly, and the necessity for swift action had

forced itself upon his mind. His first idea was

to leap upon Ford's horse, hasten to the Pelican
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Estate, and give an alarm
;
then he remembered

his own position as a hunted fugitive. A plan

worthy of the ingenious brain that had freed

him from the handcuffs of Mr Corder swiftly

dawned in the man's head. He saw the

dangers waiting for Henry Vivian and for him-

self In a few moments he decided upon action,

and his words indicated that Daniel evidently
held self-preservation the first law of nature.

He left the heir of Middlecott to his fate, and

played for his own hand only.
"
Please, sir, listen afore you give me up,"

said Daniel.
" Afore God Pm innocent of what

this man says against me. He's a hard, cruel

young devil, and many's the poor chap at home
he's driven desperate. Not a spark of pity has

he got, an' now I be desperate—as any hunted

man would be—an' so I've climbed up here

with my life in my hand to this terrible old

chap they tell me about. An' I was going to

ax him to help me
;
but hearing voices, I just

waited here till he was free. I'll pay him well

for his bananas, and I'll pay him better for

something else, which is to help me against that

young bloodhound, Henry Vivian. I don't

care what I do against him, for he'll ruin me if

he can
;
and if I was guilty I'd say nought, but

I'm innocent. An' if I've ^ot to swinof, I'll

swing for him ! That's why I comed with a
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present to this here mystery man, to ax him to

hide me an' help me against my enemy. An'
I'll tell you something too, if you'll listen, an'

that is that Mister Henry Vivian ban't no friend

to you. I come from the same place he does,
and I heard about it afore my own trouble at

home. He'm here as a spy, an' I lay after he's

gone, you'll find your goose be cooked."

This speech interested Mr Ford not a little.

" 'Twas you that shot his father's gamekeeper
then.?" he asked

; but Daniel denied it.

"
It looked bad against me—so bad that I

didn't stop to talk about it, but got clear off.

Time will show 'twas no work of mine, however ;

an' this man, as have knowed me from my
youth up, ought to be my friend—not my enemy.
But since he'm against me, I'm against him,
an' I'd cut his throat to-morrow if I got the

chance."

The overseer nodded and turned to Jesse

Hagan. Jesse had brought a gun out of his

dwelling, and now deliberately pointed it at

Daniel.

•'Shall I shoot dis gem'man ?
"
he inquired

with his finger on the trigger.
" Him berry

rude young man walk in my garden widdout

saying 'please,' an' eat my bananas."
**

Stop !

"
answered Ford. *' This sailor is a

friend. At least I think so. No, don't shoot
N
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him. Let him come in and give him something
to eat. He's hungry."

"
Lucky Massa Ford speak for you, Marse

sailor-man—else you food for de *

John Crows '

dis minute. But he say
*

eat
'

;
so you eat in-

stead ob being eaten, sar."

Then Daniel entered the Obi Man's hut with

Jabez Ford and old Jesse.



CHAPTER XIV

Jesse's finger-nail

"POR an hour Jesse Hagan, Jabez Ford and
-*- Daniel S weetlandspoke in secret together.
Then the overseer mounted his horse and

departed, while Daniel and the Obi Man
remained.

The result of this curious conference will

appear. Suffice it that for many a long month

no man ever saw Daniel's face again. Mean-

time Mr Ford resumed his attendance on Sir

Reginald Vivian's son, who continued to en-

joy the generous hospitality of Tobago. Hue
and cry for Daniel Sweetland quite failed to

find him, or any sign of him. No trace of the

sailor rewarded a close and systematic search.

It was supposed that he had eluded all eyes,

risked the sharks, and either perished or suc-

ceeded in swimming back to his ship on the

night before she sailed. But the crew knew

differently. To the deep regret of James

Bradley and the rest of his mates, Daniel re-

turned to the Peabody no more. To wait for

him could not be thought of. A black man

was, therefore, shipped in Sweetland's stead,

195
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and the old steamer, with a small cargo ol

cocoanuts and turtle, sailed to Barbados. Dan
from his hiding-place saw her depart unmoved,
for he knew not the awful fate that would soon

overtake his friends. Great issues had now

opened in his own life, and extreme hazards

awaited him.

A fortnight passed, and the afternoon of

Henry Vivian's visit to the Obi Man arrived.

This event had been reserved for his last

holiday in Tobago. In two days' time a Royal
Mail Packet would leave the island, and by it

the visitor designed to return to Barbados, that

he might pick up the next vessel that sailed

for home.

While he packed his cabin trunks young
Vivian reviewed the events of recent weeks,

and thought, not without regret, of much that

had happened. The pursuit of Sweetland had

caused him deep sorrow. He forgave Dan
his ducking, and only mourned that his own

sense of duty had made it necessary to try and

secure the escaped prisoner. He would have

given much to know what had become of the

fugitive, and hoped against his conscience that

Daniel was safe in the Peabody. But the

young man did not doubt that Sweetland had

been guilty, for evidence of his crime seemed

overwhelming, and the final fact that he had
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escaped from justice showed too certainly how
the poacher had feared it. The circumstance

of Jabez Ford's dishonesty was also material

for unquiet reflections. Mr Ford acquitted
himself as an ideal host, and every instinct of

the guest rebelled and hurt him for the part
that he must play. Vivian felt himself guilty
of treachery, and it was only by keeping the

truth concerning Jabez Ford resolutely in sight
that he could view his courtesy, good nature,

and hospitality with an easy mind. That
Ford had robbed his father Henry Vivian

could not question ; yet he blamed himself for

being so silent. He felt that he had done

better and more bravely to declare his doubts

and charge the other openly. Then he re-

minded himself that he had actually done so,

that he had expressed frank dissatisfaction on

many occasions, and that Jabez Ford, with im-

perturbable good humour, had listened to his

strictures, regretted his opinions, and assured

him of his mistakes. At least Vivian deter-

mined that he would not leave the overseer

in any uncertainty. He had failed to find a

trustworthy and experienced man to take

Ford's place in Tobago ;
but he doubted not

that such a man might be forthcoming at

Barbados. Letters would reach him there

from his father, and those letters Henry be-
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lieved would grant him powers to dismiss

Jabez Ford and appoint another overseer. He
might, indeed, have to return to Tobago before

leaving the West Indies. At anyrate, on the

following day Ford was to lunch with Vivian

on shipboard before the steamer sailed, and

then Henry determined that the overseer

should hear the truth, in order that he might
make preparations for his departure from the

Pelican Estate.

While the traveller thus decided, Jabez
Ford was engaged upon a communication to

Sir Reginald ;
and it was this letter, and not

his employer's son, that the overseer intended

should travel homeward in two days' time.

The fireflies danced across the velvet dark-

ness of night ; strange sounds of frogs echoed

in the marshes, and sheet lightning sometimes

outlined the dark heads of the palms as Jabez
wrote. Now he sipped his grog; now he

turned his cigar in his mouth
; now he listened

to the footfall of his guest on the floor above.

Vivian was whistling
" Widecombe Fair."

Already he wearied of the tropics and began
to yearn for a sight of home.

Mr Jabez Ford tapped away at his type-
writer and described with many an artistic and

graphic touch events that had not yet hap-

pened. He told how Henry Vivian accom-
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panied him to the abode of the old negro,

Jesse Hagan ; how, after inspecting the Obi

Man's mysteries, the visitor had ridden off

alone to return to the Pelican Sugar Estate ;

how he had not come back, and how, pro-

tracted search being made, his clothes were

discovered upon the seashore, while a single

row of naked footprints were also observed

leadinor from them to the sea. He added that

young Vivian's custom was to bathe twice

daily, and that on more than one occasion,

disregarding warnings, he had swum in the

open water instead of behind the protections

of the regular bathing-place. Mr Ford left it

to the sorrowing father to guess what must

have happened in those shark-haunted waters.

He concluded with haste to catch the mail.

He promised to write again as soon as possible,

and to send a message by cable if any hopeful

news might be despatched.

Then, well pleased with the effort, he slept,

and presently woke again refreshed to make

his story good.
Soon after noon Vivian and the overseer

rode together by the steep forest path to

Jesse's lofty haunt, and the Obi Man in ex-

pectation prepared himself. Daniel Sweet-

land had vanished. Only an attendant negro
waited on the master of the mysteries. All
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being arranged to Jesse's satisfaction, the

ancient man disappeared into an inner sanctum

behind a curtain, and there completed his own
horrible toilet. Upon his head he placed a

fur cap with long black horns sprouting out of

it, and over his lean carcase he drew hairy

garments daubed with white and scarlet paint.

These things were girt about his waist with a

belt of feathers of the king-bird
—a tropic fowl

of gorgeous plumage. His arms remained

bare, but to his wrists and ankles he fastened

strips of lizard skin and hung bracelets of

rattling seeds. About his neck he placed a

chain of human teeth, and upon his breast for

a loathsome amulet, the shrivelled-up mummy
of a monkey hung. He next painted sundry
blue hieroglyphics over his wrinkled face, and

then gazed with unqualified pleasure at the

general effect seen in a scrap of looking-glass.

"Obi somebody dis day!
"

said Jesse as he

marched out into the daylight ;
and if he

looked unearthly in the gloom of his own den,

the display in full blaze of sunshine was still

more terrific. He pranced hither and thither

for his servant's benefit. He jingled and clashed

and flamed. His fantastic adornments glittered

in the light ; strange treasures, unseen until

now, appeared amongst his accoutrements. A
brass-bound Bible hung round his neck with a
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big jack-knife ; upon his knees a pair of old

naval epaulettes were fastened. The ghastly

thing on his breast had yellow beads stuck into

its head for eyes, and now they flashed with a

sort of life, whilst its little mummied arms clung
about Jesse and seemed to hug him.

The attendant eyed him without awe or ad-

miration. Jacky, as he was called, lacked some

of his senses and never spoke. Then, while

Jesse capered about like a monkey, down in the

hot haze of the distance amid trees and rocks,

the old monster suddenly saw a cavalcade

struggling up the hill. Two horsemen were

approaching.
Now the Obi Man retired again to complete

very special and secret preparations for the hope
of the house of Vivian. He withdrew behind the

curtain, stooped low in his secret corner, and

drew forth a box from beneath much rubbish

that covered it. Next he lighted a candle,

opened the box and from it took a smaller one.

This contained a grey, sticky matter, like bird-

lime. Digging out some of the stuff upon the

point of a wooden skewer, Jesse, with his

thumb, held back the flesh of his middle right-

hand finger, and, under the nail, deposited the

compound from the box. He plastered it there,

and since all his nails were long and dirty, the

presence of this strange ointment was not likely
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to attract attention. He hid the box again,

blew out his candle, and, returning to the air,

went forward to meet his company.
The horsemen arrived and drew up before

Jesse's gate as he leapt forward and bowed low,

while his finery made savage music.

"By Jove! we're lucky!" exclaimed Jabez.
*'

I told you that you should see an Obi doctor,

but I never thought he would have all his war-

paint on !

"

'* Tell him to get further off," answered

Vivian. " My horse is growing restive."

" Gib you berry good day, Massa Ford
;
and

you too, sar!" cried Jesse, bowing again and

again.
" Poor ole man Hagan, he berry pleased

to see gem'men."
"This is Mr Vivian, Jesse," explained the

overseer. "His father is Sir Reginald Vivian

—the great man who owns the Pelican

Estate."

Jesse saluted respectfully.
"

I proud nigger dis day. Wonderful esteats

—wonderful sugar esteats, massa. No canes

like de canes on Pelican land. Come in,

gem'men. Jacky hold your bosses and make

dem fast. I'se proud to see two such gem'men
in dis place."

Ford made signs to the negro, but did not

speak. Then he turned to Henry Vivian.
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"That's old Jesse's son," he explained. "A
rare fine nigger

—full-blooded and strong as a

horse. But he's deaf and dumb—poor devil !

—
though he's got all his other wits about him."

Jacky made fast the horses and brought them
a pail of water. Then Ford and the guest
entered Mr Hagan's hut, and Jesse followed

them. He bustled about and fetched a basket

of fruit from the garden. Next he produced a

bottle of rum and drew the cork with his teeth.

Henry Vivian stared and showed a very

genuine interest in the strange scene around

him. Mr Ford sat on a barrel in a corner and

smoked his cigar.
" You've got to thank old Jesse here for more

than you know," he declared. " He's been

worth pounds and pounds to the Pelican
;
and

though I can't show the profits that I'd like

to show you, and hope to show you soon, yet
but for this old wonder here, the figures would

be far worse than they are. Two years ago a

tremendous lot of sugar-cane was stolen from

our plantation. The black thieves came by

night—"
"He-he-he! Black tiefs come by night!"

echoed Jesse.
" And took tons of the stuff. I placed the

matter in the hands of the police ;
but it's not

much good setting a nigger to catch a nigger
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as a rule. The officers did no good ; then I

tried the parson. But he was powerless too.

So I came to Jesse, and he stopped the rascals

in no time."
"
Jesse stop de rascals in no time," said the

old negro.
" He put your father's lands under Obeah,

Mr Vivian. That doesn't mean much to you ;

but we West Indians understand. All rubbish

and nonsense really, perhaps, though I won't

allow that myself. At anyrate, Obeah is a

terrible thing to Ethiopian ears. Some survival

and fragment of their ancient, infernal religion of

witchcraft and unimaginable devilries. There's

something in it, I believe—what, I cannot say.
Our friend here is one of the last of the Obi

Men, and he threw his spell over the sugar
canes—hung up red rags and empty bottles on
the skirts of the plantation

— uttered some

mumbo-jumbo spell in the ears of the frightened

people and departed. It was enough. Devil

another stick went."

••Debbie anudder stick go! He-he!"

sniggered Jesse.

"We ought to be greatly obliged," confessed

Henry Vivian. " This has been a most

interesting experience, and I hope you'll accept
an English sovereign from me in the name of

my father, old man. Be sure I'll tell him
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of your exploits and all that he owes to

you."

"Gold—me like gold berry much," declared

Jesse. He took the money greedily and

slipped it into a pocket at his belt.
" Massa

King ob England on it—good !

"
he said.

"And now I'll depart, if you please, Ford,"
continued young Vivian. " I'm glad to have
had this most interesting experience, but I

can't stand the place any longer. The uncanny
odours are chokingr me."

"Smoke then. We can't go immediately.
The old boy would never forgive us. I'll be

off as soon as I dare."

He turned to Jesse.
" Seen any turtle lately ?

"

"
Plenty turtle, sar. I take my walks on

moony nights and see de great cock turtle

making a fuss and de ladies laying dar eggs
in de sand. Berry good soup

—but Jesse like

rum better. It work quicker. You gem'men
shall taste Jesse's rum punch. Nobody make
rum punch like me, massa.

"

He made signs to Jacky, and the silent

negro, who stood at the door, drew three

calabash shells from a corner and took them
out to wash them.

*' He my son, massa," explained old Hagan.
" Him no speak or hear. Him tongue tied
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by de Lord. But him understand berry quick.

Him understand like a dog, sar. Him know

tings dat we no know, for all dat we have ears

and tongues."
Vivian nodded dreamily and puffed his cigar.

The vile atmosphere of the hut and Jesse's

voice that ran on ceaselessly began together to

hypnotise him. He felt sleepy.

"How much more of it?" he asked Ford,

and the other answered—
'* Not five minutes. The drink is ready.

We will wish him good luck and long life.

Then we will clear out. His rum punch is

really worth drinking. I know nothing like

it."

Meantime Jacky had rinsed out his three

split calabash bowls and now placed them on

the table in a row.
" Dis Obi punch I make for you, sar.

Nobody make him but Jesse !

"
declared the

host. Then he poured his concoction into the

three bowls and, when he had emptied a large

open pan, about half a pint of liquor filled each

calabash.
" Drink and remember depoor old Obi Man,

sars ! Dar's yours, Massa Ford, and dar's

yours, Massa Vivian
;
and dis am mine. Jacky

and me will share and share togedder."
He handed the calabashes to his son and a
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close observer might have noted that into one

bowl of refreshment—that intended for Henry
Vivian—Jesse dipped the long, bony middle

finger of his right hand.

A moment later Jabez Ford lifted his drink

and pledged the giver.
" Here's to you, old fellow, and may your

shadow never grow less. Good luck and long
life to all of us !

"

He drank heartily, smacked his lips, and set

his empty bowl upon the table, while Vivian

followed his example and drained his drink

also.

**

Splendid
—

splendid !

"
he said. "

I'll give

you another sovereign for the secret of that !

"

Jesse looked at the doomed man with his

toad's eyes.
"

I fraid de secret no good whar you gwaine,
massa. You dead gem'man, sar. Nuffing on

God earf save you now. Five minutes more

and we take off your tings and put you under

Jesse's snake-gourd, sar."

"What the deuce is he talking about?"

began Vivian. Then his jaw fell and he stared

at the face of Jabez Ford. Behind them stood

Jacky, and in front, on the other side of the

table, the Obi Man quietly sipped his rum

punch and waited.

But now a thing unforeseen occurred, and
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the awful, inevitable death that had been

mixed with Henry Vivian's cup fell upon
another.

Jabez Ford it was who leapt to his feet, cried

a hoarse oath and turned upon the negro

behind him.
"
Treachery

— - you — you— !

"
he began.

Then he fell in a heap on the floor, twisted

horribly like a snake, while his hands and feet

beat the earth.
" Air—air—my God—life !

"
he cried, and at

the same moment with a wild yell the Obi Man

leapt forward and hurled himself at his son's

throat. But the younger negro was ready, and

in his grasp the old man's strength availed

nothing. In a moment Mr Hagan was forced

to the earth and Jacky, with a rope in readiness,

had bound him hand and foot. His finery fell

from Jesse while he shrieked and struggled

and cursed. Then he sank into silence and

watched Jabez Ford die.

Vivian, believing himself in some appalling

nightmare, glared upon this scene
;
and its un-

reality and horror seemed increased to a climax

worse than the sudden death of the overseer

when the dumb negro turned upon him and

spoke.
"Come!" said the man. "Come out of

this! The horses are waiting. I'll tell you
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what's to tell, but not here with that mad old

devil screeching in our ears and t'other glaring
there with death gripping his throat. Come,

Henry Vivian, an' give heed to the man who
has saved your life at the cost of this twisted

clay here. Like him would you have been this

minute but for me. 'Tis now your turn to be

merciful."
" Dan ! Dan Sweetland !

"

'' So I be then—at your service. Come.
No more till we'm out o' sight of this

gashly Jakes. Let that old rip bide where he

be for the present. Us can come backalong
for him after dark, or to-morrow."

A few moments later Sweetland, still dis-

guised as a negro, mounted the dead man's

horse, and he and his old companion rode away
together.



CHAPTER XV

DANIEL EXPLAINS

' A FORE you think about what all this

-^^
means, you'd best to hear me," began

Daniel. " I'm very sorry I throwed you in the

water, Mister Henry, but 'twas ' which he

should,' as we say to home; an' if I hadn't

done it, you'd have had me locked up. You

thought you was right to go for me
;

an' I

reckoned I was right to go for you. An' I

should again, for I'm innocent afore Almighty
God. May He strike me dead on this here

dead man's horse if I ban't!"
" We'll leave your affairs for the present,"

replied Vivian.
" What you've got to do is to

tell me what all this means. Then I shall

know how to act."

" That's all right," answered the other
;

" but

you'm rather too disposed to be one-sided, if I

may say so without rudeness. A man like me
don't care to blow his own trumpet, but I must

just remind you that I've saved you from a

terrible ugly death during the last five minutes
;

and I'll confess 'twas a very difficult job and

took me all my time to do it. I've been a

2IO
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better friend to you than ever you was to me,

though I know you was all for justice an' that

you meant to do your duty. But you was cruel

quick against me. Well, thus it stands : the

world thinks I'm a murderer, an' my work in

life is to prove I am not. An' that I shall do,

with or without your help, sir. But if you
believe the lie, say so, an' I'll know where I

be. If you're my enemy still, declare it. Then
if there's got to be fighting the sooner the

better. But think afore you throw me over.

'Twas because I loved you, when we were

boys, an' because I thought that, when you
heard my story calmly, you'd come to believe

in me, that I let the past go an' saved your
life. So now say how we stand, please, Mister

Henry. If you'm against me still, be honest

and declare it. But I know you can't be. Ban't

human nature after what I've just done for you."
Vivian stopped his horse.
"

It's not a time for reserve, Dan. You're

right and I'm wrong. You've taught me to

be larger-hearted. I'll take your word, and

henceforth I'm on your side before a wilderness

of proofs. From this hour I will believe that

you're an innocent man, and I thank you,
under God, for saving my life."

He held out his hand, and Sweetland shook

it as if he could never let go.
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*'The Lord will bless you for that! I

knowed well how 'twould be when you under-

stood. An' I hope you'll forgive me for speak-

ing so plain ;
but 'twas gall to me to know you

thought me so bad. If you'm on my side, an'

my own Minnie at home, an' my own friend,

Titus Sim—you three—then I'm not feared for

anything else. I'll face the world an' laugh at

it now. But first I must tell you the meaning
of all that's happened to-day."

" Here's the Pelican," interrupted Vivian.
" You'll do well to come in and have a wash

while I send for the police."

"Washing won't get it off. I'll be so black

as the ace of oaks for many a long day yet ;
an'

maybe it's best so. 'Twas that dead man's

idea that I should bide along with Jesse Hagan
an' pretend to be a deaf an' dumb nigger, an'

lend Jesse a hand when you arrived. A very

good idea too. So long as Dan Sweetland's

thought to be a murderer, he'll be better out

of the way."

They entered the dwelling of Jabez Ford,

while a negro took their horses.

Then Sweetland told his story from the

beginning. He started with the night before

his wedding, and gave every particular of his

last poaching enterprise. He related how he

actually heard the shot that must have slain
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Adam Thorpe, and explained how he returned

to Hangman's Hut, put his gun into its case,

and then went home to his father's house. His

wedding.arrest, and subsequent escape followed.

He mentioned his ruse at the King's Oven, his

visit to his wife, and his escape from Plymouth
in the Peabody. He resumed the narrative

at Scarborough, Tobago, and then related what

had happened to him after flying from the

wharf.
"

I overheard Jesse and Jabez Ford talking,

an' very quickly tumbled to it that you was a

deader if you comed to see the Obi Man. I'd

watched the old, grey-haired devil dig your

grave already. Then I set to work to save

you. Maybe 'twas a fool's trick, but I hadn't

much time to think about it, so I bluffed, an'

went in so bold as brass, an' said as I wanted

to take your life. Well, you may guess what

Ford thought of that. A desperate, half-naked,

savage sailor-man was just the tool for him.

They let me help Jesse, an' I make no doubt

that Ford meant to turn on me afterwards, if

ever he had to clear himself. He never smelt

a rat—he never saw I was playing a part
— I

was that bitter against you. I axed the man
an' begged him to let me kill you myself, an'

I think he would have agreed to it ; but Jesse
said that 'twas his job, an' he told us he wasn't
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going to have no pig-killing in his house, but

ordered us to leave it to him. To the last he

wouldn't tell me how he was going to do it.

So I had an anxious time, I promise you.
Then 'twas planned that I should be a black

man, an' the old chap gived me some stuff for

my face an' hands an' neck—^just the colour as

you see. I've got the rest up there in a bottle.

Well, Ford he went off, an' Jesse told me what

my part was to be. Simple enough
—

only to

hand you your rum punch when the time came
—

nothing more. 'Twas all in that drop of

drink. But he swore 'twasn't when I axed

him afore you come. And what he put in, or

how he put it in, I can't tell you. I only

guessed when he handed me the drink that death

was in your bowl, because he was so partickler
about which was yours an' which was Ford's.

So I said to myself,
'

I'll change these here cala-

bashes behind their backs, an' if one's a wrong
'un, let that crafty chap have it ; an' if both

be honest, no harm's done.' You see how right
I was. When I seed Ford screech an' topple

over, I knowed what I'd saved you from."
" But why—what did the man want to poison

me for ?
"

" Because he'd seed through you an' knowed

you'd seen through him. Because he found

out you wasn't satisfied and meant to have him
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turned off. I heard him tell the Obi Man the

whole yarn. He read the letters you'd written

your father after you'd gone to bed
;
an' then

he took yours out an' put in others into your

envelopes, an' forged your signatures to *em.

Then, when they'd got you settled, they was

going to pretend you'd gone bathing an' been

eaten by sharks. The story all hung together

very suent an' vitty, I lay. But now he's dust

himself, an', if you take my advice, you'll do

what he's done afore you, an' make Jesse

Hagan keep his mouth shut. No harm can

come of that
;
then you're free to go home.

Whereas, if you have the whole thing turned

over to the police, there'll be the devil to pay,
an' a case at Trinidad, an' lawyers, an' trouble,

an' Jesse Hagan hanged, an' Lord knows what

else."

" Let things go !

"

gasped Henry Vivian.

**Why not? Just consider. There'll be

oceans of bother for you if you stir this up.

Nothing better could have happened. This

wicked scoundrel's taken off in the nick of

time."
" Hoist with his own petard, indeed !

"

"
Well, he's gone—vanished like smoke—

an' nobody will mourn him neither. What
could suit you so well ? Forget you know

anything about it. Why not ? All you can do
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is to hang Jesse Hagan for his share. But, if

you arrest him, so hke as not he'll turn round

on me an' say I done it. Then my name

comes in, an' I'd very much rather it didn't

just at present."

They argued long upon this theme, but

Vivian would not give way. His sense of

justice and honour made him refuse to let the

matter drift, and Daniel's worldly-wise advice

fell on deaf ears. They made a meal, and the

negroes who served it looked curiously at the

silent coloured man, who ate with their master's

guest ;
for while others were present Daniel

kept dumb. Then, as the day advanced, the

horses were again saddled, and Vivian, with

Sweetland, rode off to the hut of Obeah.

While the attendants stared to see a ragged

negro galloping off on Jabez Ford's horse, Dan

attempted again to convince Henry Vivian

that a cynical silence would for the present best

meet the case. It was only the thought of

Sweetland's own position, if all came to be laid

bare, that made the other hesitate. Vivian,

indeed, found himself still in doubt when they
returned to the summit of the hill, tied their

horses to the opuntia hedge, and returned to

Jesse's dim dwelling.

Profound silence reigned there, and the hut

was empty. Neither the distorted corpse of
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Jabez Ford nor any sign of the Obi Man
himself appeared. Hunting in a corner,

Daniel found the bottle of dye which had

served so effectually to disguise him
;
and at

the same moment Henry Vivian discovered a

scrap of paper on the table under the red eye
of light that fell from the roof upon it.

'"'Jesse larf at ropes and bars, but Jesse no

larf at Massa Judge at Trinidad who hang him.

Jesse tired, so him go to bed along with other

gem'men and Marse Ford under the snake-

gourd in him garden.''

Daniel rushed out to find this statement true.

The Obi Man had flung Ford into the grave

prepared for Henry Vivian. He had then

jumped in himself and, with a long knife that

lay beside him, had severed the arteries of his

thighs. A storm of insects rose up and whirled

away from the ghastly grave.
" Where's his spade ?

"
cried Daniel. " Even

you will grant there's but one thing to do for

'em now."
" My duty's hard to know," declared Vivian.

"Then leave it," answered the other.
" Here's Fate busy working for you. Why for

keep so glum about it ? Let me advise, for I

know I'm right. Take the next ship home an'

set out all afore your faither. He'll say what's

proper to do. I'll bury these sinners, an' you
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can bear the tale home along ;

an' when he's

heard all, Sir Reginald will know very well

how to act. Trust him !

"

"And you, Sweetland?"
"I'll tell you what I think about myself so

soon as I be through with this job. One thing's
clear as mud : the sooner we're out of Tobago
the better. If you can only trust the second in

command at the Pelican works to carry on
for the present, I say

' be off.
'

Then this scarey
business will right itself. The bad man fades

away from memory. His sins are forgotten.
Never was a case where silence seemed like

to suit everybody best an' do the least

harm."

In his heart Henry Vivian felt somewhat
nettled to find an untutored man rising to

strength of character and practical force

greater than his own at this crisis. But he
could not fail to feel the sense of Dan's advice.

Moreover, he was awake to the immense debt
he owed to Sweetland.

That night, while fireflies danced over the

raw earth of the grave under the snake-gourd,

Henry Vivian and the sailor held solemn

speech together. They talked for hours
; then

Daniel had his way.
It was at length determined that Sir Regin-

ald's son should return home at once. Having
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yielded slowly to Dan's strong entreaties in

this matter, Vivian asked a question.

"And what do you do, Sweetland ? Or, I

should ask, what can I do for you ? Your

welfare is mine henceforth. This tragedy has

merely obscured the problem with respect to

you. I return home and convince my father

that what has happened was really for the best.

We will take it that he agrees, presently

appoints a new overseer, and leaves this

scoundrel in his unknown grave. So much for

me and the issue of my affairs ; but now what

happens to you, my lad ? One thing is to the

good : you'll have the governor on your side

when he hears you saved my life."

"
Well," answered Dan,

"
I was waiting for

us to come to my business. To tell you the

truth, I've thought of myself so well as you,
Mister Henry. An' this is what I've got to

say. You'll think I've gone cracked, I reckon,

yet I beg you'll hear me out, for I've given a

lot of thought to the matter, you may be

sartain
;

an' mad though it do sound, if you
think of it, you'll see that 'tis about the only

way. If you count that you owe me ought, I

beg you'll fall in with my plan ;
then I shall be

in your debt for everlasting."
"I owe you everything, Dan. I owe it to

you that I'm not dead and buried in that old
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fiend's garden, where he lies himself. Tell me
what's best to be done for you, and be sure if

it's in my power that I'll do it."

"Well, 'tis this way; you believe in me;

you take my oath I'm honest. But the world

don't. I can't go back to England and stand

up an' say
'

I didn't do it, neighbours,' because

the Law's up against me an' there's nought but

short shrift an' long drop waiting for me as

things are. But—"

"
Stop here, then, for the present."

"That won't do neither. I've gotten a

feeling pulling at me like horses, to get home.
I'm wanted there. My girl wants me. I know
It.

" How's that to be done ? Show your nose

on the countryside and you'll be arrested."

"So I should be—such a nose as mine, for

there's no mistaking it
;
but how if I bide the

colour I be now ?
"

"Go home black!"

"Why for not? 'Tis that I ax of you, sir,

as payment for saving your life. You take me
back as your black servant. I 'm dumb, but I 'm

such a treasure that you can't get on without

me. Do it ! Do it for love of a hardly-used
man! I'll ax it on my knees, if you say so.

Let me go back with you as your nigger
sarvant, an' if I don't clear myself in six months
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from the day I set foot in England, then I'll

clear out altogether and trouble you no more.

The man's living that killed Adam Thorpe, and

who more likely to worm out the truth than I

be, with such a motive to find it as I've got?
There I'll bide patient an' quiet an' dumb as a

newt, an' I'll work for you as never man yet
worked. I beg you let me do this— by my
faither's good name an' for love of my mother

an' my little lonely wife, I beg you. You'll

never regret it—never. 'Tis a good deed and

will stand to your credit in this world so well

as t'other."

"
They'll find you out. Sim will see through

you, and your father will. Who can forget

your size and your walk.-*"
" Don't fear that. Such things be forgotten

quick enough. Not a soul will know so long
as I keep my mouth shut

;
an' that I'll do for

my neck's sake, be sure of it. Not a soul

living will guess. I only ax for six months.

Then I'll vanish again, if I haven't found some

damned rascal to fill my shoes. An' this I will

bet
;

that my own mother don't know me.

With my curly hair an' black eyes I was half a

nig afore I corned here. Now I'm nigger all

over. The coloured men here think I am,

anyhow, for they axed me who I was, an'

where I corned from, an' where Marse Ford
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was got to. But I just pointed to my mouth
an' shook my head, so they all think I'm dumb."

"It might be better at home if they thought
that you were deaf too," reflected Vivian.

"Since you're so set on this experiment, I

must fall in with it. I owe you too much to

refuse."
"

I knowed you would ! Wasn't we boys
together ? Bless your good heart, sir ! You'll

never be sorry
—never. I'm yours, body an'

soul, for this—yours to be trusted an' ordered
while life's in me."

" So be it, Daniel
; and, after your own wife,

there's no human being will be better pleased
to see you proved guiltless than I shall. And
what I can do to help you and justice, that will

I do. Now our way is clear and we will waste
no time."

"
Ban't my business to speak any more

then," answered Sweetland. " For the future

I'll keep my mouth shut and obey. But one

thing you must do ; an' that is cable home the

first moment you get to Barbados. Ford sent

his letter by the last station ship, an' you can't

stop it. Your father will hear that you've been
eaten by sharks. That'll be likely to worry
him bad. Anyway, you'll have to telegraph
an' explain that you're all right an' on the way
to home."
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" There's another steamer that sails in two

days' time. To-morrow we'll institute a solemn

search for Ford; I'll appoint his clerk as

temporary overseer ; and we'll get back to

Barbados and take the first home ship."
** 'Tis just the very thing," said Dan.

"You must sleep in my cabin, that's

ear.

" Good Lord, no ! Who ever heard of a

common nigger in his master's cabin, sir?"
"

It's unusual, no doubt
;
but you certainly

can't go with the other servants, or share any
other cabin than mine, Dan."

"Why ever not, Mister Henry?"
" For the simple reason that when you turn

in at night you'll take your clothes off, I sup-

pose ;
and a nigger with black face and hands

and a white body might give rise to a little

discussion."

Sweetland roared with laughter.
" There now, if I didn't forget that !

"
he

said.
" The sooner you remember these difficulties

the better, Dan, for your part will be hard

enough to play at best," his new master

answered.

"I know it; but I'll think of my neck,

Mister Henry. That'll steady me. An' I'll

think of you, too, sir. If I come well out of it,
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an' save myself, I'll never tire of thanks an'

gratitude."
Events fell out as the Englishman expected.

Search for Ford failed, and the excitement

occasioned by his disappearance ran high. As

for Jesse, the old negro's absence raised no

alarm, because the Obi man often hid himself

and vanished into the woods for many days

together. A young Creole was appointed

temporary overseer at the Pelican, and

Sweetland, in his character of a deaf and

dumb negro, returned with Henry Vivian to

Barbados.

Sir Reginald received a telegram three days

before Jabez Ford's letter reached him, and ere

he had ceased to wonder concerning the

mystery, his son and Daniel were on their way
home in the Royal Mail steamer Atrato.



CHAPTER XVI

" OBI
"
AT MORETON

"

I
^HE red-gold light of evening beat into

-^ the bar of the White Hart Inn at

Moretonhampstead, and its rich quality im-

parted a lustre not only to the shining pewter,

the regiments of bottles, and the handles of the

beer-engines, but also to the countenances of

several customers. The day's work was done ;

a moment for leisure had fallen
;

and it

happened that amongst those that evening
assembled were many known to us as well as

to each other.

Mr Beer and Mr Hartley drank together and

discussed the times from different points of

view
;
but both agreed that they were bad.

The constable deplored their quietude, for

nothing ever happened to advance his interests

or offer him an opportunity ;
and Mr Beer

protested that history grew more and more

colourless. For a week there had happened

nothing to inspire so much as a couplet. Plenty
of incident, however, fell out before the publican
had finished drinking. Titus Sim dropped in

P 225
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and a murmur greeted his arrival, for behind

him walked a tall negro. The black man was

clothed in a long coat that reached to his feet,

and a big slouch hat came low over his forehead

and concealed most of his brows.
"
'Tis Mister Henry's new servant," ex-

plained Sim. " He's deaf and dumb, poor

beggar, but harmless as an infant. I'm just

taking him for an airing."

The company regarded this man, thus

removed from them by barriers impassable,
with great interest.

" How do you make him understand ?
"
asked

Bartley.
" All by signs. There are a few very simple

signs, and he knows them. Never was a

creature less trouble, and certainly as a valet

he couldn't be beat. He looks after the new

motor-car, too ; but there's a doubt if he can

drive it, being deaf."

Titus tapped a glass and the black man
nodded and grinned.

" Give him rum and water, please ;
he don't

drink nothing else. He comes from Tobago,
where the Vivian sugar estates are, you know.

I asked Mister Harry however he could choose

a poor lad minus two senses, and he said they
were senses that a valet might do without. And
so he can. Only we've got to tell him when
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his master's bell goes. He can't hear any-
thiiiLr."

** To think how many of these poor black

varmints was choked off like flies when poor
Dan Sweetland died," said Mr Beer.

*' He's

a fine fiofure of a man for all his blackness, and

since he's deaf and dumb, he can't do much

evil. Though whether the devil creeps into

us more through the ear than the eye be a nice

question. Why, he'd be almost handsome if

he wasn't such a sooty soul."

" Mister Henry has a good word for the

niggers and says they'm just as teachable as

dogs every bit. But the whites out there have

given him more trouble than all the blacks put

together."
"
They'm all human creatures, and their

colour don't count for nought in the eye of

Heaven," said an ancient man who sat in the

corner. He was mostly in shadow, but his

nose and hands caught the red sunshine.
'* We'm all corn for the Lord's grindstones,"

he continued
;

" black or white—oats or wheat,

neighbours. Rich and poor, Christian and

heathen will all be ground alike
;
and them with

horses and carriages and servants will be scat

just so small as us. And that's a very comfort-

ing thought to me, as have suffered from the

quality all my life."
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Mr Beer shook his head.
" Your Radical ideas will undo you yet,

Gaffer Hext," he answered. " But 'tis the

way of Hext to be ever vexed. Principalities

and powers was always a thorn in the flesh to

him. Yet, when all's said, the uppermost
folk pay the wages ; and where's the workers

without 'em ?
"

" Hext never had no luck with his wife, you
see. It have soured your spirit

—eh, gaffer ?
"

asked Mr Bartley.
" That's no reason he should be a born

Socialist an' plan what's going to happen at

the end of the world," replied Johnny Beer.
** The Last Judgment ban't his business, I

believe. An' whether the quality will be scat

in pieces is an open question, if you ax me.

They've got plenty to put up with so well as

us. Look at what Quarter Day means to

them—a tragedy ;
no doubt. And think how

income-tax scourges 'em ! No
;
for my part I

don't reckon 'tis all fun being a man of rank.

I dare say Sir Reginald envies Sim here

sometimes. There's nought like care to

thin the hair, and many a red-cheeked chap
as smiles at market and rides a fine boss, be

so grim as a ghost behind the scenes, when
there's nobody to see and hear him but his

wife."
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The black man tapped his tumbler again.

It was empty.
*' He may have one more," said Titus,

" then

I must set him going. Mister Vivian calls him
' Obi '

;
but I think he's invented the name.

Obi is a sort of religion out there among the

black people, I hear tell. There's been an

awful deal of trouble over our estates, by all

accounts, and the old overseer has bolted, or

something—don't know the particulars. But

there's money in sugar yet. Only last night I

heard Sir Reginald say to his son, 'The man

gives you excellent advice. I shall not stir the

dark depths of that business, but appoint anew
overseer immediately

—one who is honest and

has our interests at heart.'
"

"
I suppose it's not a job within the reach of

the likes of me ?
"
hazarded Mr Bartley. "I

wouldn't mind a warm climate at all, and I

wouldn't mind a change. My chance is gone
—

I feel that. Ever since the affair of Daniel

Sweetland—"

"You was hookwinked in company."
" That don't make it better. And Corder

be in high favour again
—

^just because he catched

that chap as killed his wife to Ashburton. To
think Sweetland didn't jump down Wall Shaft

Gully after all ! A crafty soul, a very first-rate

rascal."
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"Don't you speak like that," said Sim,

sharply.
" Sweetland's gone ;

but I ban't, and

'tis pretty well known we were better than

brothers. 'Twasn't him that was crafty, but

you and t'others that were fools. His craft

got him free, and he died like a man in the

hand of God, not like a dog in the hand of

man. I am speaking of your son, Matthew,"
he continued, for at that moment Sweetland
the elder had entered the bar. He was grey,

silent, morose as usual. Upon his left arm he

wore a mournine band.
" Can't his name rest ? Ban't it enough he's

gone to answer for his short life, an' taken the

secrets of it along with him ?" asked the father.

"A drop of gin cold," he added; then he

turned and looked at the tall, dumb Ethiopian
who was reofardinof him.

"God's truth!" he said harshly, "if that

savage ban't built the very daps of my dead

boy—the very daps of un, if he wasn't black !

"

The others regarded the stranger critically,

and " Obi
"

grinned about him and tapped his

glass again. But Sim shook his head.
" No more, my lad. You must be moving

soon. He's Mister Henry's servant," he con-

tinued to Sweetland—"a poor, simple, afflicted

creature, but true and faithful ; and w^cnderful

smart,J seeing he can't hear or speak. He
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saved Mister Henry's life in some row he had in

foreign parts, and now he's thought the world

of. Providence was looking after him, I

reckon. He'll drive the new motor so like as

not, if it can be proved his deafness don't

matter."

Sweetland still reo^arded the coloured man
with interest. Then he turned to his olass.

Presently he spoke to Beer.
" How's it with you ?

"
he asked. " A man

may get a merry answer from you ;
and for

my part, being near the end of my days, I

shun sorrow where it can be done. Though
it meets you everywhere. There's nought
else moving in town or country."

*' Don't think it, Matthew," urged the

publican.
" Sorrow be like a lot of other

things ; go to meet it and 'twill come half way.
Put off sorrow till to-morrow, and very often

you can stave it off altogether."
"

It's no time for mourning either," continued

Titus.
"

It's the time to be busy. Dan be

gone ;
the memory of him be here. 'Tis for

us to round off his history and let him be

remembered as an honest man. And maybe
afore a week's out, 'twill be done."

"Obi" had his glass in his hand, and at this

noble sentiment he dropped it suddenly and it

broke to pieces.
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He shrugged his shoulders and produced

twopence from his pocket and placed them on

the counter.
" He've got his intellects, evidently. He

knows it costs money to break glass," said

Bartley.
" That one may say for him."

"That he has," assented Titus, "And as

good-tempered as a bull-dog. Where's my
parcels ? I must be going. Have you seen

your daughter-in-law, Matthew ?
"

"
Yes," answered the gamekeeper.

"
I gave

her a lift to Moreton. She's gone to her aunt's.

She told me to tell you that she'd be in the

yard of the White Hart afore seven o'clock.

I hear poor Rix Parkinson be set on speaking
to her afore he dies."

•'Yes; we're going there now. Much may
come of it."

"A wasted life," mused Mr Beer. " An' a

man of great parts was Rix Parkinson. God
never made such a thirst afore. He'll have to

lift that excuse at Judgment—not that excuses

will alter the set of things there. Yet they'm
a part of human nature come to think of it.

Adam's self began it. He ate of the tree, then

said 'twas she. Drunkard Parkinson's cruel

thirst have driven him from bad to worse
; and

though he often had D.T.'s, he never was
seen upon his knees. If I had to write his
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tombstone, that would be the rhyme of it," said

Mr Beer.

'''Tis wrong to admire him, but I never

could help doing so," confessed Sim. "As a

sportsman myself, I always felt his cleverness.

He've had many and many a bird as you bred,

Matthew."

"If he knows ought as would clear Daniel,

I'll forgive him all," answered the old

keeper.
"

I hope to goodness it may be so," replied

Titus. " My ear will be quick to hear it, I

promise you. And this I'd say : leave it to

Mrs Sweetland's good time. If poor Parkin-

son have got any dark thing to get off his con-

science, he won't want it brought to the light

of day while yet he lives."

"You make my flesh creep," said Beer.

"Why for don't the man call parson to him.''

You can only hear
;
but parson can both hear

and forgive."

The ancient in the corner spoke again.
" Don't you know no wiser than that rot }

You read your Bible better, Johnny Beer, an'

you'll very soon find that nobody can forgive
sins but God alone. An' I lay it takes Him
all His holy time, with such a rotten world as

this."

" No politics," said the man behind the bar.
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** No politics, an' no religion, Mister Hext,

if you please."
" You'm getting too cross-grained to deal

with, gaffer," answered Mr Beer, mildly.
" 'Tis

well known in a general way that the clergy
have power to forgive sins

;
an' 'tis a very

proper accomplishment, come to think of it, for

their calling. Now, for my part
—"

In the yard a voice broke into Beer's argu-

ment, and a venerable rhyme ascended from an

ostler's throat :
—

" Old Harry Trewin

Had no breeches to wear,

So he stole a ram's skin

To make him a pair.

The skinny side out

And the woolly side in.

And thus he doth go—old Harry Trewin !

"

'* There's a proper song for 'e !

"
said Bartley.

" When you can turn a verse like that, you may
call yourself a clever chap, John Beer."

"The rhyme's nought
— 'tis the tune," retorted

Beer. " The verse be very vulgar, and so's

the subject. You don't understand these things,

as how should a policeman? Take Wide-

combe Fair even. 'Tis the tune of thicky that

folks like. Never was foolisher verses."

A little figure crossed the inn yard, and Sim

leapt up.
" Obi "

followed, carrying certain



OBI AT MORETON 235

parcels that the footman had brought with him.

Matthew Sweetland stared at the tall, retreat-

ing figure in its long strangely-cut coat.
" The very cut of his shoulders," he said

;

but nobody was listening to him.

In the yard Sim saw Minnie waiting for him.

She wore black.
" I'm quite ready, Mrs Sweetland, if you

are," he said. Then he took off his hat to her.

Minnie nodded.
"

I have come to see Mr Parkinson. It's

just time. Is that the poor negro that Mister

Henry has brought home with him ?"

"Yes. A fine fellow for all his afflictions."

The widow stared fixedly at "Obi." The
black man drew in his breath and endured the

ordeal. But he did not face her and grin.

He turned his eyes away. He believed that if

his hands had not been full of parcels, they
must have gone round her.

" He is deaf and dumb, poor creature," said

Titus.
"

Is Mister Henry going to keep him ?
"

"Yes."
" Won't he be cold in the winter ? To think

—to think! His eyes have seen all the things

that my Daniel wrote about ! He may have

seen Dan's dear self!
"

The parcels fell
;
but " Obi

"
only stooped
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quickly and picked them up again. He re-

membered in time the appalling fright that his

black paws would bring to Minnie if they closed

suddenly around her. He turned and went his

way, then, looking round, he was in time to see

Titus offer his arm to Minnie Sweetland and

to mark that she refused it.

The black man winked great tears out of his

eyes. He had not cried since he was a child.

"
My own li'l, dear, dinky wife ! The shape

of her—the lovely voice of her !

' Won't he

be cold in the winter ?
'

She axed that.
'

No,

by God, he won't !

'

I had 'pon the tip of my
tongue to tell her. But 'tis lucky I held it in,

for it might have spoilt all."

Deep in thought, Daniel returned to Middle-

cott Court. At the lodge gates he stood a

moment, and stared up at the metal Diana

with the bullet-hole under her breast. Once he

had thought her a remarkable curiosity. Now,
since his eyes had seen some of the world's

wonders, she seemed a poor thing upon her

lofty pedestal. Somebody moved at the lodge

gate and he knew that it was his mother. In-

stinctively he turned his head away and hurried

forward.

There are no more profound disguises than

a silent tongue and a black face. Even Titus

Sim had not the least suspicion that Sweetland
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now lived at his elbow and listened to his every
utterance. But Sim's subtle genius never de-

serted him. No man had heard him say one

unkind word of Daniel
; many had listened to

his fierce reproofs when others ventured to

criticise the vanished man. Perfectly he played
his part, and Daniel often warmed to the friend

who could thus defend him and fight for his

good name, even though, with the rest of the

world, he supposed that his old comrade was

dead and buried deep in the blue waters of the

Caribbean.



CHAPTER XVII

THE CONFESSION

T3 IX PARKINSON had been a handsome
^^- man, but now disease and the shadow of

death were upon his countenance
;
he had long

sunk into a chronic crapulence, and only his eyes,

that shone from a wasted and besotted face, re-

tained some natural beauty. He was dying,
but vitality still flashed up in him, and no phy-
sician could with certainty predict whether a

week or a month might remain to him. Parkin-

son's home adjoined that wherein young Samuel

Prowse lived with his mother
;
and this woman

it was who of her charity ministered to the

sufferer, and carried out the doctor's orders.
'* Blood is thicker than water," said a neigh-

bour. " Why for don't the man's relations come
to him ?

"

But Mrs Prowse shook her head. " An'

Christianity's thicker than blood, "she answered.

"As for the poor soul's relations—why 'tis

surely given to the Christian to scrape kinship
with all the sick an' the sorrowing? 'Tis our

glory and our duty to do it."

This good woman knew iMinnie Sweetland
238
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well, and had known her since her childhood.

Now she opened the door of Parkinson's cottage
to the widow and Titus Sim.

" He'm ready and waiting," said Mrs Prowse.

"He'vejust awoke from a long sleep, an' be

strong as a lion for the minute, and out of pain

seemingly. Come in an' let him say what he

will to you while strength's with him."

They followed her into the sick room, where

Rix Parkinson sat up in bed with a blue shawl

wrapped round him. At his elbow was a table

with bottles and a Bible upon it.

*' You be come? Well, I'm glad of it. I

won't waste words, for my wind grows scanty.

Sit here, young woman, please ;
an' you leave

us, mother. But don't go far. I don't like to

see you out of my eyes so long as they be

open."
Mrs Prowse smiled at him and departed.

Sim sat on one side of the sick man and Minnie

took her place upon the other.

For a moment he was silent, breathing slowly
and looking up at the ceiling. Then he spoke.

"
They've given me the credit for a lot of

night work in the free trade way with hares

and pheasants as I didn't do
; but, against that,

nobody's never blamed me for a lot of things
as I did do. For instance, the business of

Adam Thorpe—there was only one name ever
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cropped up in that—your husband's. I seed

him took away after you was married
;
and I

laughed and said in the open street,
*

Lucky 's

the he that gets that she!' Meaning you,

young woman. But God's my judge, if it had

gone further I should have told what I know
about it. 'Tis only them as be careful of their

skins that come to harm in the world. If you
don't care a curse what happens to you, the

devil makes you his own care. Two men was

in the row when Adam Thorpe got his last

dose, and I was one of 'em. T'other be going

strong still, but he don't come into this story ;

and his name ban't Daniel Sweetland ;
an' it

wasn't him as shot Adam Thorpe. I done it.

I didn't go out to do it
;
but 'twas him or me

as it chanced. I had to stop him, or he'd have

stopped me. He bested me once afore—long

ago
—an' I wasn't going to let him do it again.

So I shot him and fired low, hoping to stop
him without killing him. But his time had

come. So much for that. I went my way and

made little doubt but the police would smell

out the truth, for I'd done nought to hide it.

But I heard nothing until next morning. Then
there comed the news that Thorpe was dead,

and that Dan Sweetland's new gun had been

found alongside the place where he was shot.

That interested me, and 1 began to wonder
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what my pal had been up to. There was no

chance to ax him just then. 'Twas his affair,

anyway, not mine. And then I began to take

a new interest in my Ufe and find out what a

damned fine thing it was to be alive and free.

They nabbed Sweetland and I watched 'em do

it. If it had come to hanging, I'd have given

myself up for him
;
but instead of that, he gived

'em the slip. And the rest you know. Now
he's dead, they tell me, and, as I shall be after

him afore the corn's ripe, I want to clear his

memory for evermore. He had no hand in

that job, and, so far as I know, wasn't within

miles of the place. The matter of the gun be

on my pal's shoulders. He denied it when I

taxed him. But right well I know that he put
it there for his own ends. I'll say no more

about that. But God in Heaven can witness

that I'd never have let 'em hang Daniel. My
pal and me had one or two other little affairs

afterwards, as we'd had many before
;
then my

health gived way, an' now I'm rotting alive

and sha'n't be sorry to go. Ax any questions

you like. Mr Sim here will testify to what

I've told you. I'll swear afore my Judge that

every word be true. As to Thorpe, I didn't

go that night to kill him
;
but if there was a

man I should have liked to settle with, 'twas

him. I slept no worse for it. If your husband

Q
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had lived an' got penal servitude, 'twas my
intention to tell you the truth on my deathbed,

as I have now
;

but not otherwise—unless

they'd given him the rope. Then I'd have

confessed an' took it. That's the living truth.

He's died afore me, after all
;
but now that

you know how 'twas, his memory's clear, and

you can tell the world all about it so soon as

I be gone."
There was a silence

;
then Parkinson spoke

again.

"I'm not hopeful to see Dan upalong ;
for

'twould be awful 'dashus for the like of me wi'

my sporting career, to count on Heaven
;
but

I've done what I can to atone. Any way, if I

do come up with Daniel Sweetland—whether

'tis the good place or the bad—this I'll tell

him : that his memory be clear an' that 'tis

known to Moreton he was guiltless. 'Twill

be a comfort to the man, I should think—
wherever he bides."

A wonderful look rested on the face of Minnie

Sweetland. For a moment pure thankfulness

filled her soul
;
then there came gratitude into

it. To dwell upon the past was vain
;
to ask

this perishing wretch why he had kept silence

when her husband was taken from her
;

to

wring her hands or weep for the woful past
—

these things at any time were deeds foreign to
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the woman's nature. Her mind was practical.

It had in it now no room for more than thank-

fulness and gratitude. She uttered a wordless

and silent prayer
—a thanksgiving that flashed

through her heart in a throb
;
then she turned

to the penitent and took his hand between hers.

"May a merciful Lord be good to you for

this," she said gently.
"
May you rest easier

and die easier for knowing that you've righted

my innocent husband's memory and lifted dark-

ness from the heads of his father and his mother.

And mine—mine ! You told me nought I

didn't know in my heart, for from his own lips

'twas spoken to me that he'd not done it or

dreamed of it
;
but now the world can know.

Nought will be hidden any more. All living

men, as have ever heard my Daniel's name,
shall hear 'tis an honourable name—a name

that I'll go down to my grave proud of. 'Twill

make my life easier to live—easier to bear
;

'twill sweeten it till my own short years be run

an' I go back to him for ever."

Titus Sim listened and said nothing ;
but he

felt the scene sharply. His brows were down-

drawn and her words made him suffer.

At last, with an effort, he spoke to Parkinson.

"We must leave you now. Your strength
has been taxed enough. This is a good day
for all of us—a day to make man trust surer in
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his God and in the power of right. Say no

more of this to any soul, Rix Parkinson. You've

done your duty, and 'twill weigh for you in

Heaven and lift you up at the end."
" You'll let me die in peace ?

"
asked the sick

man. But he spoke to Minnie : from the first

moment of their entry he turned to her, and

only her.
" Be sure of that. What avails to trouble

your last hours now .-^ Nothing shall be said

till you're asleep."
" Don't be gentle to me—ban't in human

nature. I don't ax that. I don't ax you to

forgive or to forget what an everlasting rascal

I've been."
"

I do forgive you," she said.

"
Why, then Dan will

;
an' God will ! Be

He behind His own men and women in love

an' kindness .-^ Now I can die lauehingr. To
think 'twas in human power of a wife to forgive
me!

"Come," said Sim. "We will leave him

now."

Titus rose and turned to get his hat. He
was only removed from them a moment, but

in that space the sufferer beckoned Minnie

with his eyes and she leant her head towards

him.

"Don't marry that man!" he whispered
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under his breath
;

then continued aloud, to

mask his message, "Good-bye—say, 'good-

bye
'

to a sinner, who yet can go fearless now—
ay, an' thankful too. Fearless an' thankful,

because you could forgive him. 'Tis your

goodness, widow Sweetland, that has lifted me
to trust the goodness of God

;
'tis your pardon

hath made me trust in His. I'll go to my
punishment without flinching or fearing, for I

know He'll forgive me at the end."

Mrs Prowse entered with food for the sick

man, and Minnie and Sim took their eternal

leave of him.

Within half an hour Parkinson was again

sleeping peacefully, and while Titus ran home
without stopping, for he was late, Minnie walked

slowly to the Moor. Her sad face shone with

this blessed news. She longed to cry from the

housetops ;
she thirsted to tell each passer-by

that her husband was innocent of the evil linked

with his name. She thought of his mother first

and then his father
;
she even felt more tenderly

towards Titus Sim for the deep joy he had

expressed on hearing the truth
;
but presently

the living faded from her memory and she was

in thought alone with her husband. At Bennett's

Cross, hard by Warren Inn, an impulse moved

her from the lonely road to the lonely stone.

And she passed over the heath and knelt by
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the ancient granite carved into the symbol of

her faith. She knelt and prayed and so passed

on, much uplifted by the blessing of the day.
She moved forward thankful, grateful for this

unutterable good, strong to endure her life

without him, fortified to face an existence which,

like the faded yet lovely passage of an Indian

Summer, should not lack for some subdued

goodness, should not be void of beauty and

content. The power to do good remained with

her ;
she repined no more

;
her native bravery

rose in her heart. She looked out fearless and

patient upon the loneliness to come, and in that

survey she intended that a memory would be

her beacon, not a man. The dying drunkard

need have felt no fear for Daniel's widow. It

was not in her nature to marry again.



CHAPTER XVIII

A BOTTLE OF CHAMPAGNE

"

I
''HE accident of illness prevented Henry

-*- Vivian from visiting Minnie in her home,
as he intended. A bad chill struck him down
soon after returning home, and for some days
there was a fear that the evil would touch

his lungs and become serious. Dan nursed

him. He ran no small risk of detection, but

escaped for three days. Then his master

gained strength, and, since he could not visit

Mrs Sweetland, his first act was to write to her

and entrust the letter to her husband.

Daniel duly posted it and the man whose

duty it was to deliver the note at Hangman's
Hut left it with Mr Beer at the Warren Inn.

Johnny put it aside until his wife should

presently visit Minnie
;
but it happened that

the note was overlooked until evening. Then,
after nine o'clock, Titus Sim called upon his way
to Mrs Sweetland, and he, after all, was the

bearer of the great communication which told

Dan's wife that she was not a widow.

Events now rushed upon each other with

247
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such speed that to tell the story of them in

exact sequence becomes difficult. For the

present we are concerned with the meeting
between Sim and the woman he desired to

marry.
At another time Sim would have inspected

the letter that he carried and, perhaps, noting

that it came from Henry Vivian, whose hand

he well knew, the footman, in obedience to his

instincts, might have mastered the contents

before delivering it. But Sim was full of his

own affairs to-night. They had reached a

climax. Much hung upon the next few hours,

and his own devious career was destined to

culminate before another sun rose. A great

enterprise awaited him, and upon it he now

prepared to embark.

Minnie sat alone beside her lamp, and the

man approached her with his face full of news.

Something in the way that he touched her hand

told her of what was coming.
" Rix Parkinson is dead!

"
she cried.

•' He is, Minnie
;
but how did you know

that ?
"

She marked his use of her Christian name.

It savoured of a sort of insolent right, and she

resented it with a look, but not in words.

Then she replied to his question.
**

I knew it the moment that you came in,
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Mr Sim. Your face told me. He has not left

us long to wait, poor fellow."
" He went easily."

"We must wait until the earth closes over

him, then my Dan—"

** There is one thing first."

He put his hand into his pocket and felt the

letter.

"
I had forgotten. Beer gave me this for

you. But first listen to me. You can read

when I have gone."
"
Speak," she said, and put the letter on the

mantelshelf.

"I've said it once before, but you had no

ears then, for your eyes were full of that

terrible news from the West Indies. By some
sad trick Providence willed that I should

actually be asking you to marry me at the

moment when you saw the fact of your
husband's death staring at you in print. Of
course I said no more then. But now 'tis

different. Now you know that poor Dan is at

rest and is happy. Now you know he was
innocent of that awful charge. Your soul is at

peace too. You and I have the power to clear

his name in the sight of the world. That is as

good as done. Only days remain. And after-

wards, Minnie ? I have a right to ask that

question now. Have I not earned my reward ?
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God knows I've waited patiently enough. I've

been loyal to you and to him. I've proved my
friendship ;

and if I'd had to put down my life

to clear Dan's name I'd have done it. What
follows ? You know what I mean. I've waited

long enough. I've been patient."
" You want me to marry you ?

"

"You must; you shall. I'm only flesh and

blood—not stone. I've waited at a cost to

myself none knows. I've endured untold tor-

ments. My passion for you has shortened my
days. To hide those burning fires was a task

crueller than woman has a right to ask from

man. You're a human creature. You must

love me—if 'tis only for my love of your dead

husband you must love me. Say you'll marry
me—say it quick. Let my sleep be sweet this

night ;
let care and fear and dread share my

pillow no more."
'* Who was it planned this evil against Daniel

Sweetland ? We know who killed poor Adam

Thorpe ;
but who killed my husband } Find

that out, Titus Sim."

"If man can, I will
;
but leave that for the

present. I'm as set on it as you. 'Tis the task

first to my hand after we are man and wife."

" Man and wife we never shall be. I'd

sooner far, and prouder far, be my Daniel's

widow than wife of any man. No call to stare.
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Stare into your own heart, not into my face.

I'll never marry anybody. Let that content

you. You've done your work
;
now go your

way."
"You'd drop me so? By God! you make

my fingers itch! D'you know what lies between

love and hate .'* A razor-edge. Don't scorn

me so cold and cruel. Don't turn away from

the worship of a man whose very life be built

upon your nod. I can't stand that. 'Tis fatal.

My days are nought to me without you.

They are narrowed to a word
; you, you, you !

Think what I can give you if you've no

liking for myself. I've got heaps of money—
a small fortune. Hundreds of pounds—all for

you. Never another stroke of work. Your
own servant you shall have

;
and your own

slave, too. I'll be that. Let me show you
what love for a woman is—what love for a

woman can do. Be content to share life with

me. Don't drive me mad by saying
* no

'

again.

Don't turn my love into gall. For 'twill be

poison, and that poison will mean death."
"

I must face all that you can threaten," she

said. "I've spoken. I'll marry no man. 'Tis

enough to live alone with the blessing of my
Dan's good name."

" That rests with me !

"
he answered. '* Don't

fool yourself to think everything's going as you
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please. If you will make me show my teeth, 'tis

your fault, not mine. I'm human. I've fought
and toiled and sweated for you, and only you.

I've done deeper things than ever a man did

for love of you. Grey's come into my hair for

love of you. And now—? No, by God! the

time's ripe for payment. There's only two living

souls on earth know that Daniel Sweetland's

innocent of murder, and them two must be

man and wife, or that man's memory shall stink

of blood for evermore ! That's love ! You

stare, but I've spoken. You refuse me, but in

so doing you leave your husband's memory
foul. Your testimony is nothing without mine.

'Tis an easy invention for a pious wife
;
but

when they come to me, I shake my head and

say
'

I fear the wish was father to the thought,

for Parkinson said no such thing.' Tell them !

I'd rather die than tell them. I'll cut my own
throat rather than clear him. That's love on

the razor-edge. And a mind on a razor-edge
too ! I'm at a pass now when life or death be

bubbles. You've made me desperate. You
don't know—you can't guess

—a girl like you
with ice for a heart—what a man's raging fires

may be. Speak—don't look at me with them

steady, watch-fire eyes, or I'll strangle you !

"

She had never seen any man driven into a

desperation that came so near actual madness .
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She was alive to her own danger, and yet, know-

ing a thing hidden from him, could spare a

moment of thankfulness at her own prescience
in the past. For Minnie had never trusted

Titus Sim. Even before the prospect of going
with him into the presence of death, she had

feared his honesty. Because she knew him to

be a liar, and believed him capable of any
crime.

" Leave me now," she said steadily, with her

eyes upon his face.
" This be no time for more

speech between us. You have declared that

my dead husband's innocence hangs upon your

speech. To prove him honest is all the world's

got left for me to do. And I will do it. At

any cost—even to marriage with you I'll do it.

If 'tis only by marrying you that Daniel's name
can be cleared, then FII marry you, Titus Sim.''

He fell on his knees and made wild, incoherent

sounds. He seized her hands and covered them

with kisses. He uttered inarticulate cries and

praised God. She endured it with difficulty,

and continually implored him to depart from

her. At last he rose, restrained himself, and

spoke more calmly.

"Why did you make me say those cruel

things ? Why did you rouse the devil in me
like that ? Right well you know I never meant
them. 'Twas only the very madness of dis-
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appointed love made me think of such vile

things. Forget them, Minnie! Forget them
and forgive them. I only want your happiness.

Marry me and leave the rest to me. You'll

never be sorry. I've got love enough for both

of us. Wait and see. You'll turn to me yet,

and trust me, and be sorry for me. Then,

please God, you'll come to love me a little."

''Go, now," she said. "You've got my
answer."

" And sweeter words never fell on a sad

man's ear, my blessed wife to be ! We'll wait

till the dead is buried. We promised him
to say nothing until then. And afterwards

all people shall know that your Daniel was
innocent."

He left her and she locked the cottage dooro
behind him. After that Minnie fell shiverine

upon a seat beside the fire, and buried her face

in her hands. She did not fear for herself;

she was only frightened at the strange power
within her that had from the first taught her to

read this man aright. A secret voice had al-

ways spoken the truth to her heart concerning
him, and now in her sight he stood very knave
from head to heel. Even his faithful love was
to her a loathsome circumstance.

She saw in Titus Sim theunknownaccomplice
of the dead drunkard. Their united cunning
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had planned the subtle and skilful raids at

Middlecott; again and again they had robbed

the plantations : again and again Sim, un-

suspected, had slipped from the Court by night
and joined Parkinson at his work. But to Sim

alone, his evil genius quickened by love, had

belonged the sequel to the tragedy in Middle-

cott Lower Hundred. After Thorpe fell, he

had hastened to the empty house on the Moor,
well knowing that it would be empty. The

gun he had taken and the gun he had hidden

where he might find it on the first light of day.

And now he had left her to choose between

Daniel's honour and himself, or neither. One

depended upon the other. Her momentary
refusal had lifted the curtain from him, and

showed her in a lightning flash the real man.

Life was nothing to him. He had already
driven her husband to death, and if she refused

him, she guessed that another swift tragedy
would follow upon the refusal. She thought

long and deeply how best to plan the future.

But Titus Sim entered very little into her

calculations.

While still she sat in thought, there came a

knock at the door, and Jane Beer asked to be

admitted. Her husband followed her, and

while Mrs Beer kissed Minnie, the publican
shook her hand with all his might.
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" 'Tis closing time," he said.

"
But, though

we could close the bar, me an' Jane couldn't

close our own eyes till we'd comed over and

wished you joy
—first a girl and then a boy—

according to the old saying. Sim tells us you've
consented at last, so soon all sorrow will be

past, an' if I don't tip you a fine rhyme 'pon

your wedding day, 'tis pity."

The woman smiled and thanked them.
" And Johnny have brought over a drink,"

said Jane Beer.
"

'Tis some sparkling wine—
one bottle of twelve as we've had ever since we

opened house. An' only one bottle sold all these

years. Champagne, according to the label."

Mr Beer drew forth the liquor.
" Now you shall taste stuff as'll make you

feel as though you'd got wings," he told her,
" and if you haven't got no wine-glasses, cups
will do just as well."

But Minnie put her hand on his and pre-

vented him from cutting the wires.
*'

Stop ;
this is all wrong ; you are mistaken,

you kind hearts," she said. "Mr Sim didn't

tell you all—or nearly all. I cannot marry
him

;
and if there was but one man left on

earth and 'twas he, I'd not marry him. 'Twas

this I said to him
;
that if the only way to clear

my Daniel's name was by taking him for a

husband, then I'd do it."
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" He says that you promised ?
"

''Only that, Mr Beer. And how if my
Daniel's name don't lie at the mercy of Titus

Sim ? I can't tell you about it yet. Presently
I will."

Johnny Beer patted the bottle.
" Then we'll keep this high-spirited liquor

till we all know where we are," he said.
" Never shout when you're in doubt. But

we'll shout an' see the stuff foam another day.
Come on home, Jane. And I do hope still,

my dear, you'll let that poor, white-faced wretch

find his way into your heart. For it all points
to him

;
and you can't bide here wasting your

womanhood in the midst of the desert for ever.

You might so well go in a convent of holy
women—a very frosty picture, I'm sure."

"My! "said Mrs Beer. "
If she haven't

stuck her letter 'pon the mantel-shelf an' never

read a line of it ! Now, to me, a letter's like a

thorn in my finger till 'tis open and mastered."

Minnie handed the note to her friend. She
had felt a faint flutter on seeing it, and thought
that by blessed chance Dan might have written

to her again before the end of his life. But the

postmark was *

Moretonhampstead
'

;
the writ-

ing she did not know.

"I've no secrets," said Minnie. "Read it

out, Jane. If there's anything good in it for
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me, 'twill be as much a joy to you as

to me."

"Give it here," commanded Johnny. "In

the matter of reading a letter, I may be said to

know what's what. I'll read it aloud, since

you've got no secrets, my dear, and if there's

a pennyworth of good in it—enough for the

excuse, I'll open the champagne after all.

We'm on the loose to-night seemingly."
A moment later and the letter was perused.

Whereupon Mr Beer found himself faced with

material for a whole volume of new poems.
He was also called upon to open his bottle of

champagne in a hurry ; for there was no other

stimulant in the house, and very soon necessity

for such a thing arose.

Henry Vivian wrote carefully and came to

the tremendous truth as gently as possible ;

but it had to be told, and when she heard it—
when the mighty fact fell upon her ear that

Daniel was not dead, but alive and well and

close at hand, ready to visit her on the dawn
of the morrow—Minnie fainted

;
and Jane Beer

very nearly did the same. Happily, the poet
and publican kept his head. His own lady he

summoned to resolution by the force of his up-
lifted voice. Then he loosed the champagne
cork, which happily flew without hesitation,

and soon had wine at the girl's white lips.
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It was long" before she could listen to the

end of the letter. Then the writer warned her

that Daniel found it beyond human power to

keep longer from her side, and that on the

following morning, if a black man came

thundering at the door of Hangman's Hut,
she must on no account refuse him admission.

" God's light !

"
cried Mr Beer. " 'Tis after

midnight now. I lay the man will be dressing
hisself to come to his wife within an hour or

two ! To think—to think that underneath that

skin so black Dan Sweetland to his home came
back ! But 'tis a dead secret. Me an' my
missus didn't ought to know it."

'"Tis safe enough with us, I'm sure," said

Mrs Beer, rather indignantly.
" Trust us for that. And now we'll drain the

flowing bowl to that brave hero. ' Black but

comely.' And I wonder if he's black all over ?

Ban't likely, I should think. I hope not, for

your sake, my dear. Drink again
—drink to

the bottom ! 'Tis for him. And don't you go
for to meet him in that dress. There's enouofh

black 'pon Dan without you being black too."
" That's good advice—just like Johnny's

sense. Don't you appear afore him like a

widow woman," said Mrs Beer. " 'Twould be

awful bad luck. You just put on your pretty

print wi' the lilac pattern. And, after breakfast.
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I'll step over in my dandy-go-risset gown—out

of respect. I must see the young youth afore

he washes. 'Twill be a great adventure, I'm

sure."

She prattled on to distract Minnie's mind

from the force of this shock. The girl hardly

spoke, but sat with her hand in Mrs Beer's.

Sometimes she sighed, and at last merciful

tears came to her eyes and she wept.
" Now you come along of us," said Johnny.

"
I ban't going to let you bide here by yourself.

You come back an' have a good sleep with

Jane, and I'll call you at peep o' day. Then

you can rise up and step home, an' light the

fire an' make all ready for his breakfast. ' Obi
'

be his name now, remember ! And, if you'll

believe it, when first he stalked amongst us

to the White Hart, as black an' silent as a

shadow in a coat, if his father didn't half see

through him ! Yes, he did. He up an' stared

an' said,
'

Why, that niggar do travel exactly

like my son Dan !

'

Well—the bottle's empty.
It did its duty better than many a living man
have done. I feel it within me like a cheerful

companion, and I hope 'tis the same with you,

ladies. Now, let's be going."
But Minnie would not accompany them.

She was firm, and presently regained her self-

possession.
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'* I've bided here ever since the day I married

him," she said.
"

I won't go now. God sent

you both to me this night, for it might have

gone hard with me if I'd took this wonnerful

shower of blessings all alone
;
but your gentle

hands was ready, Jane ;
an' you, Mr Beer—"

" An' the bottle, my dear."
"
Yes, yes. Come back to me to-morrow."

"So us will then—to think of you having

your breakfast with a black man ! Poor Titus !

He'll be so white as t'other be dark. God's a

marvel ! Come on, Jane. Leave her alone.

She'd rather. But I lay my wife will be peep-

ing throucfh the blind to see him come to-

morrow 1 Trust a woman to do that. Good

night, bless your brave heart ! 'Tis a glorious

reward for all the grief you've suffered."

Mrs Beer kissed Minnie and hugged her,

and Mr Beer so far forgot himself as to do the

same.

'*'Twas the champagne," he confessed after-

wards. "
I got above myself with the news.

My poetic disposition, Jane. If it had been

the Oueen of Engrland I should have done the

like. To think of the verses to be made out

of such a come-along-o't !

"

"
I know," answered Mrs Beer.

" But what

about Adam Thorpe ? Of course he didn't do

it, but the world still thinks he did
;
and for
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my part I don't see anything to make verses

about while the rope be still waiting for the

poor fellow. Black or white, 'tis all one."
" But he's safe, you see ! Nobody but us

and Mr Vivian and Minnie will know the

secret. And you may bet your life Providence

didn't save him to hang him. The Lord's on

his side, whatever betide."

"That's comforting, if true," answered Mrs

Beer. " An' no doubt it is true," she added.
" When did man or woman find you wrong ?

"

They retired and talked on, full of this great

matter, until dawn touched their white window-

blind, and Johnny slept.

A moment later sounds of a galloping horse

broke the tremendous silence of the Moor, and

Jane Beer leapt from her bed and ran to the

window.

A rider passed swiftly in the dull beginning
of light. Beyond the inn he turned from the

highway and proceeded in the direction of

Hangman's Hut.
" He wasn't the black man—that I'm sure !

"

she exclaimed
;
but her husband did not hear,

and his only answer was a snore.

Mrs Beer crept back to his side.

" White as a dog's tooth his face was !

"
she

said to herself.
*' Even in the cock-light I

could see that."
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She reflected uneasily. Then an explanation
came,

"
Why, the chap washed hisself, to be sure!

No doubt the black comes off, like the Christy's

Minstrels us seed to Exeter. He wouldn't go
to see his wife like a black gorilla."

This solution of the difficulty seemed satis-

factory to Mrs Beer.
" The good Lord bless

'em !

"
she said.

Then she also prepared to sleep ;
but a

hideous din in her ear awoke her. A bellow-

ing as of a thousand bulls came up from the

road. It woke Mr Beer, as it was meant to

do, and with his wife he hastened to peep into

the dawn. Jane then told her husband what

she had already seen, and this, combined with

the spectacle now before them, roused both

effectually. In another moment the publican
was pulling on his clothes.



CHAPTER XIX

MR SIM TELLS THE TRUTH

'nr^ITUS SIM returned home with the spirit
-*- of a conqueror. The long struggle was

over and the battle won. Minnie Sweetland

had promised to marry him, if only by so doing
her late husband could be proved innocent

;

and he well knew there was no alternative.

She would keep her word : that he also knew.

At supper in the servants' hall of Middlecott

Court, Titus, who arrived as the others were

finishing their meal, showed such evident light-

ness of heart that Mr Hockaday, the butler,

inquired the cause. Sim ate and spoke

together. He announced his approaching

marriage with the widow of Daniel Sweetland ;

and Dan, who sat smoking his pipe in a corner

of the kitchen by the fire, heard his friend's

news and witnessed his joy.
" At last !

"
said Mr Hockaday.

"
Well, she

have taken her time, no doubt ; but you can't

wonder at that. It had to be; an' she was

worth waiting for. So there'll be more changes,

and you'll leave Middlecott, no doubt ? When's

the nupshalls ?
"

264
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"
I don't know. That's for her to say.

Soon, I hope. I can't beHeve it, Hockaday ;

'tis almost too good to be true. My cup's full."

Dan Sweetland's pipe went out, and he rose,

knocked the ashes from it, and retired to his

room. It was in the servants' quarters, and

he always took good care to lock the door.

None of the domestics had ever seen the inside

of the chamber since Dan became occupant.

Had they done so, it must have much surprised

them to find a little photograph of Minnie

Sweetland upon the mantelpiece.
To this secluded den "Obi " now departed,

and his thoughts were a strange mixture of

grave and gay. He was to see his wife in the

morning", for that day had gone the letter from

Henry Vivian. But Minnie could not yet

have read the great news, since it seemed that

within the hour she had engaged herself to

Titus Sim. The fact struck with petrifying

force upon Daniel's mind. It woke a wide

uneasiness and a great sorrow for the awful

disappointment that must await his friend.

Minnie's own attitude puzzled him deeply.

Could it be true that she had accepted Sim ?

Could it be possible that his return to life

would not please her ? This thought came and

went like a flash of lightning. It left in his

mind shame and wonder that it could have
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come. Even at that moment he felt joy. She
knew now

; the letter must have reached her

from Warren Inn after Sim had gone. She

would be waiting for him in the dawn light ;

she would open her arms for him before another

sun had risen. Only hours remained between

their meeting ;
but Dan felt that those hours

must be occupied with Titus Sim. To hide

his secret from Titus was no longer possible.

Often and often he had blamed himself for

doing so. Sim's love for Minnie had long
been general knowledge and a frequent theme

of conversation among men and maidens at

Middlecott Court. Not seldom had Daniel

risen and taken himself beyond earshot. One

thing he remembered : that Sim had never in

his hearing spoken an unkind word of him, or

an improper one concerning his wife. Now,

upon this night, Sim's joy hurt and stabbed the

man with the black face. To see Titus thus

glad at the possibility of bliss impossible, was

a tragic spectacle for Sweetland. He thought

deeply, then resolved with himself that, despite
the terrific shock of it, he would break the

truth to Sim. To delay was the greater cruelty.

He had, indeed, desired from the moment of

his landing to let Titus into the great secret
;

but Henry Vivian refused to allow him to

do so.
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It was past midnight when Daniel, acting

upon this new impulse, dressed himself and went

to the room near his own in which Titus slept.

A light was burning and Mr Sim, who had not

retired, turned from the writing of a letter to

see the black man standing in the door.

"Hullo, Obi! Whatever do you want ?
"

he asked
;
then made the sign of a question.

But Daniel answered and Sim fell back

speechless upon his bed to hear the long silent

tones.
" What nightmare's this ? You can speak—speak in that voice ? What are you

then ?
"

" One as be your friend always
—always—one

as can't live this lie no more—not for you, Titus.

It have hurt me to the soul doing it; it have

tormented me day by day to see your honest

face and hear your honest speech. But you
must forgive me for coming to life, old pal.

'Twas time an' more than time I did so seem-

ingly. After to-night I couldn't hide myself
behind this black face and this blank silence

no more—not from you. Say you forgive me,

Titus. 'Twas life or death, remember."

"Your life is my death," answered the other,

slowly.
" Do you understand that.'*

"

Sim had turned deathly white, and perspira-

tion made his face shine like ivory.
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" Don't say such things. You're a free,

honest man as no living soul can say one word

against," replied Daniel. ''Your record be

clean, an' you can stand up in the face of the

nation, and no man can cast a word at you.

Don't talk of death. 'Tis true I've got her—
Minnie—my own wife

;
but that's all I have

got in the world
;

an' God only knows if I

shall ever be able to call her mine afore the

people. Don't grudge me my sole, blessed

joy. Think what I be, Titus—an outcast, a

wanderer, a man that have had to black his

face an' shut his mouth to escape the gallows.
Don't—but why should I say these things to

you ? Right well I know the steel you be

forged of. Right well I know you never change.
You'm my side still, Titus? Say you'm my
side still. Say you've forgived me. 'Twas my
neck I was playing for— I never thought to

break your heart by this trick. An' you must

forgive Minnie, too. 'Twas only yesterday
morn that Mr Henry's letter went to her. He
wouldn't let me see her before, and he wrote

to break it to her that I was alive an' not far

off. Of course, not knowing that, she said

'Yes' to you. To-morrow—to-day, I should

say
—at first glimmer of light, he've given me

leave to go up along an' hear what she've got
to tell me. Shake my hand— I ban't black
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except my face. My heart's white an' well you
know it, Titus."

He offered his hand and the other took it

mechanically.
"You've knocked me all of a heap," he said.

*' Let me hear your tale. 'Twill give my heart

time to still an' beat level again. You at my
elbow ! And she—this very night

—promised
to marry me. 'Tis more than a man's brain

can hold."

"Afore she knowed that I was back in life

again."
Sim desired to think. The crash of

this news confused him and unsettled his

mind.
'* Tell your tale from the beginning, Daniel,"

he said. "Let me hear it all: then I'll tell

you mine, and give you some idea of what I've

been doing while you was away."
"You haven't cleared up the job in Middle-

cott Lower Hundred.'*
"

"
Speak your speech," repeated Sim. " What

I've got to say I'll say afterwards."

Thereupon Daniel told his long story from

the beginning. He described his escape, his

visit to Minnie, his journey to Plymouth, his

experiences in the Peabody. He told of life

in the West Indies, of his meeting with Henry
Vivian and the tragedy of Jesse Hagan and
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Jabez Ford. He finally explained the reasons

for his present disguise, and his hopes how,

during the next few months, that might happen
which would clear his name and prove him an

innocent and injured man.

To this recital, which occupied above an

hour, Sim appeared to pay full heed, but in

reality his thoughts were far away. He nodded

from time to time, uttered an ejaculation or

expression of wonder or regret, and suggested
that he was devoting his whole mind to his

friend's sensational story, but in truth the

man's thought was otherwise engaged. Des-

peration and malice and hate were the furies

that now drove him forward. While he lent

his ear to Daniel, his brains were full of seeth-

ing wrath, and he plotted how best to use that

night, how best to ruin for ever this being who
had returned thus inopportunely from the grave.

He shook in secret, his rage nearly choked him

unseen
;
and at last caution was thrown to the

winds, craft was forgotten, passion whirled Sim

out of himself, he played his part no more, and

as Daniel to his friend had proclaimed the

living truth behind the black veil that hid it,

so now Titus also revealed himself, spoke in a

frenzy of disappointed passion, and stripped his

heart to the other's horrified gaze. Even in

the full tempest and springtime of his fury, Sim
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perceived that he held the upper hand, and

made that clear to Sweetland. The truth,

indeed, he told, but without a witness, and it

was beyond the listener's power to prove any-

thing. He might repeat Sim's infamous con-

fession, but there were none to substantiate the

story. Only one man could have done so, and

he lay waiting for his funeral on the morrow.
"
I've heard you, now hear me," said the foot-

man. " The Devil's kept you for the rope, Dan
Sweetland

;
and 'twas I wove the rope and shall

live to know you've worn it. Your friend once,

your bitter enemy to the death from the day that

woman put you before me and chose you for

her husband. After that I cursed your shadow

when you passed and only waited the right

moment to get you out of my road for ever-

more. In the nick of time the chance fell, and

I—that you trusted as a pig trusts the butcher

— I caught you like a rabbit in a snare. Glare

at me ! Stare your damned black eyes out of

your head! I did it—did it all! And I've

not done with you yet
—remember that. Rix

Parkinson's a dead man now—gone to have it

out in hell with Adam Thorpe. 'Twas Rix that

shot him, and 'twas I that thrashed your father

the same night. We worked very well together—Rix and me. Look out of the window.

Only a six-foot drop
—

you'll have the same drop
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presently
—with a rope round your neck. Down

that wall I've gone a hundred times. Rix drank

damnation with his money ;
I put my share

away and let it grow. You was the black sheep
in everybody's mouth. I—that was twice and

twenty times the skilled sportsman you was—
I went my way quiet and unsuspected. Many
and many and many's the night me and Parkin-

son thinned the pheasants. Then came that

hour when your old fool of a father and Adam
Thorpe blundered on us. The best men will

make a mistake now and again ; yet after all's

said, the mistake was theirs, for one lost his

life and t'other got his grey head broken. And
then 'twas, after we'd gathered our birds again
and gone, that the thought of what might be

came to me. ' Sweetland's the man for this

dirty work,' says the Devil to me
;
and in an

hour, when Rix was away with the birds, I

went up over to your new home and found you
at hand. You almost walked on top of me as

you went away ; then I slipped into the hovel

by unlatching a back window with a bit of wire,

and there was your gun waiting for me, with

cartridges in it as had just been fired ! I saw

you hanging in Exeter gaol from that moment,
if Thorpe died. The rest you know. I hid

the gun that night afore the hue and cry, and,

come morning, found it put away very carefully
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where 'twas supposed you meant to come for it

some other day. Meantime Thorpe died in

hospital. 'Twas all as easy as lying. And now

you stand where you stood the hour that you
were arrested. You're a doomed man, for only
I can prove your innocence, and that I never

will. That's what it is to come between a man
and a woman he loves. If I don't have her,

nobody shall have her—least of all you."

The other rose and gasped in amazement at

this narrative.
" Be it Sim I hear, or some cold-blooded

Dowl as have got into his shape ?
"

" You know well enough, ruin seize you !

Wrecked my life—that's what you've done
;

but the last word's mine. I haven't worked

and toiled by night and day for this. I'll have

her yet. Why not? You're dead already!
Go—get out of my sight

—
sleep your last easy

sleep. Go, I say, or I'll do for you with my own
hand ! 'Tis time you were in hell. An' there

I'll follow you ;
but not yet

—not yet. Many a

long year's start of me you'll have. I must

marry and get children
;
and if I live long

enough, I'll cheat the Devil yet ;
but you—

your thread's spun ;
dead and buried in quick-

lime you shall be !

"

Nothing could have exceeded the frantic

passion with which Sim uttered this whirl of
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words. They burst from him with explosions
and nearly choked him. His eyes blazed, his

limbs worked spasmodically. For the time he

behaved like a malignant lunatic.

Sweetland perceived that little was to be

gained by further speech with one insane.

Therefore he rose and went away, that Titus

might have time to reflect and recover his senses.

How much of this confession to believe, Daniel

did not know. At first, though dazed by such

dreadful tidings, he had credited the story and

set it down to love run mad
;
but when real

madness blazed on Sim's white face and he

ceased to be coherent—when the baffled rascal,

in his storm and hurricane of disappointment,
raved of death and hell, Dan began to suppose
him insane in earnest. The wish was father to

the thought. Even in his bewilderment and

consternation at this result of his confession to

his friend, there came sorrow for Titus Sim,

and grief that such an awful catastrophe had

overtaken him. He longed to believe the

whole dreadful story was spun of moonshine
;

but he could not. There was too much method

in it. Sim had been responsible for all, and

still too clearly desired his destruction.

For a few moments Sweetland stood irre-

solute at the door of the footman's room. Then
he crept back to his own. No sign of day had
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yet dawned. Ashe stood in profound thought,
a clock below struck two.

At last the determination to see his master

overcame Daniel. The gravity of his position
was such that he did not hesitate. In a few

moments he knocked at Henry Vivian's door

and was admitted.

The young man had now reached convales-

cence, but still kept his room. A fire was

burning, and Vivian rose and lighted a lamp.
"Come in," he said. "I cannot sleep. I

suppose you can't either, Dan. Well, an hour

or two more and you're in her arms ! Be
cautious and get back before the house is stir-

ring. Put that soup on the fire and give me
a cigarette. I wish you could take your wife

some good news
;
but we hope the good news

may come from her. You know what my
father's opinion is. He believes in you stoutly
and will not raise a finger against you. But of

course he thinks I left you in Tobago."
Dan waited for his master to finish speaking,

and then told him what had happened. Sweet-

land was so impressed with this new peril now

sprung upon him, that he had not thought how
the story of Sim would strike another listener.

But Vivian's attitude was naturally of a sort to

relieve the innocent man not a little.

" Of all the infernal scoundrels I ever heard,
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this knave is the worst!" he cried. "But
there's no time to waste. We must strike

instantly, or it may be too late. Even now

precious time has been wasted. Confound my
weakness ! I can't help you. Will you wake

John, or Hockaday, or are you equal to tack-

ling him single-handed?"

"Tackling Sim .^ Of course I can doit, sir.

Come to think of it, he ought to be thrashed

for thrashing my old father. But what good
will a thrashing do .*

"

"None, I don't mean that. Only he must

be made fast before he can take any steps

against you. I must see him. Go! Go! It

was madness to leave him. Bring him to me,
and if he refuses to come, shout and rouse the

house."

Sweetland started instantly, but his master

called him back.

"Take this pistol," he said.
" This man's a

thousand times more dangerous than you dream

of. Either mad or sane, it would be better for

you to be in a cage with a tiger than with him.

If he touches you, fire on him—and fire first.

If he obeys you, bring him here, and let him

walk in front of you. Be quick !

"

Dan took the weapon and hurried back to

Sim's room, but it was empty. For a moment
he stood staring round it, and, in that silence,
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he heard a horse gallop out of the stable yard
not far distant. Henry Vivian's fears were

confirmed, and Titus had made first move in

the grim game now to be played.

Dan rushed back with his news.
** You were right, sir

; he's gone—^just

galloped out of the yard. He's off to the police

station !

"

"Not he," answered the other. "Run for

your life—or her life—your wife, Dan ! That's

where he's gone, and that's where you'll find

him. Fly
—take my horse

;
but I'm afraid he

has
; and, if so, you'll never catch him. Noth-

ing we've got will overtake my gelding."

But his last words were spoken to air, for

Dan, albeit he had been slow to rouse, was

indeed alive at last. In two minutes he had

left the house. There was no difficulty, for the

doors stood open as Sim had left them. But

Vivian's fast hack was not in the stable, and

nothing else there, under Dan's heavy weight,

stood the smallest chance of catching it.

The first tremor of dawn was in the sky, and

its ghastly ray touched a circle of plate glass.

The glass belonged to the great front lamp of

Henry Vivian's new motor car, and it stood

there, the incarnation of sleeping strength and

speed. There was no time to ask leave or

return to the house, but Daniel knew his
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master's only regret would be that he could not

accompany him. He understood the great
machine well, and had already driven it on

several occasions. It was of forty horse-power
and easily able to breast the steep acclivities

that stretched between Middlecott Court and

the Moor
;
but the road was dangerous and a

good horse had power to proceed more swiftly

over half of the ground than any vehicle on

wheels. Once in the Moor, however, it might
be possible to make up lost ground. For four

or five miles Daniel calculated that he could

drive the car many times as fast as a horse

could gallop. Thus he might get even with

Sim at the finish.

'.: As quickly as possible he lighted the lamp,
set the motor in motion, and went upon his

way. As he departed he hooted loudly, that

Henry Vivian might know the thing he had

done.



CHAPTER XX

FIVE MILES IN FIVE MINUTES

T^AWN fought with night and slowly con-
^~^

quered as Dan in the great motor panted

upwardsfromMiddlecott to thehighlandsabove.
His way led through dense woods, and the blaze

of the lamp threw a cone of light far ahead,

while the wheels beneath him turned silently and

swiftly over a carpet of pine needles under the

darkness, or jolted over the tree roots that

spread in ridges across the way. To the east

a cold pallor stole between the regiments of

trunks, but as yet no bird called or diurnal

beast moved from its holt. In the earth as he

drove along, Dan could mark the fresh imprint

of hoofs upon the ground, stamped darkly there.

The gate at the end of the wood hung open as

the horseman had left it, and Sweetland per-

ceived that his master was in the right. Now,
chafed by the sweet cold air, his black face

burned and his blood leapt at his heart. But

anger it was that heated him. The trust and

friendship and honest love of a lifetime were

turned in these terrible moments to hatred.

As he leapt forward and altered his gear for

279
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climbing a steep and tortuous hill, his mind's

gear likewise changed. From his soul he shut

off love and pity for ever
;
he forgot all this

knave had suffered, but only remembered his

own sufferings and accumulated misfortunes.

Sim had hoped, and still hoped, to hang him
;

Sim had seized the chance offered by the Devil

to tear him from his young wife's side upon
their wedding day ;

Sim had plotted and

planned with a spider's patience and craft to

fill his shoes
;
and even now what fiend's errand

might he be upon ? But the luxury of rage
was not for this moment. Once Dan's hand

shook and in a second he came near wrecking
the motor between lofty hedge-banks. He
saved it by six inches and turned cold at the

danger averted. Her life might depend upon
his skill and coolness now. The car grunted

slowly up a stiff hill of rough and broken

surface. Here a horse's progress must be in-

finitely swifter than his own. His heart sank

at the necessary tardiness of progress ; but his

anger died, and, when it was possible to in-

crease speed, the man had mastered himself

and drove with utmost skill and judgment.

Light began to gather in the sky, and Dan
was glad, for in five minutes more he would be

upon the waste land and must make his effort.

From the Moor gate to Johnny Beer's public-
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house was five miles, and Sweetland calculated

that if he could accomplish that distance in as

many minutes, he and Sim ought to arrive at

the inn together. But two long and stiff hills

occurred upon the road. These must slow him
down considerably and, to make up for the lost

time, it would be necessary to take declivities

and level ground at the greatest pace his car

could travel. He thoroughly estimated the

tremendous risks he ran and the fatal issue of

any mistake. He was only thankful that, for

good or ill, the ordeal must be over in minutes.

Either he would perish with a broken neck, or

he would save his wife from possible destruc

tion. It was now light enough to see the road

ahead. The Moor gate, blown by the wind,

also hung open ;
he rushed forward without

slackening of speed.

Sim, it seemed, had not counted upon such

swift pursuit. By shutting the gates behind

him, he had much improved his own chances,

but all stood ajar save one, and Sweetland's

hope was so much the higher. Now out on the

high Moor, no further obstacles could be met

with. The surface was good, the road wide,

and it was unlikely that any vehicle would

share the way with him or be passed, either

going or approaching. Ponies or sheep might,

indeed, interrupt him, but he trusted to his
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hooter to frighten them away before he reached

them.

Dan set the powerful machine at work in

earnest, and he felt it gather itself together
beneath him, like a living thing, hum like a

hive of bees, and leap forward with accelerated

speed. The road, glimmering in dawn light,

seemed a shining white ribbon that was wound

up by the car as it flew onwards. There came
a sensation that he sat upon a huge, busy, but

motionless monster that was swallowing the

track. The roadway poured under his wheels

like a river
;
the Moor to right and left wound

away like mighty wheels whose axes were on

the horizon.

Though Dan drove the five miles in rather

less than five minutes, the time to him seemed

very long. Twice he was in peril, and twice

escaped death by a shade. At a steep hill,

where it became absolutely necessary to slow

down, he put on pace again too soon while yet

fifty yards of the declivity remained to be run.

But the car responded quicker than he ex-

pected, and on a little bridge, which spanned
the bottom of the coomb and crossed a stream,

his right fore-wheel actually touched the

parapet and the hub of the wheel struck a

splinter from the granite, which shot upward
like a bullet and tore Dan's elbow to the bone.



FIVE MILES IN FIVE MINUTES 283

Then came the last straight mile—a long and

level tract upon whose left stood Bennett's

Cross, while to the right lay Furnum Regis,

the Oven of the King. Now a final rush

began, and straining his watering eyes to look

ahead and see if by chance Titus Sim might
be in sight, Dan saw, three hundred yards in

front of him, a sheep standing upon the middle

of the road with its back towards the car. He
was now running more than eighty miles an

hour, and only seconds separated him from the

creature. He sounded his hooter, but the

sheep did not move, and Dan had barely time

to grip the iron rail in front of him when there

came the crash of impact. The car was now

skimming the ground rather than running upon
it

;
thus the full weight of the motor struck the

wether. It was hurled ten yards forward and

fell in a crushed heap ot wool and bones. The

impact carried away the motor-iamp, which

dropped to the right, and the car had passed

between lamp and sheep and was a hundred

yards beyond them before Dan drew his breath.

A bolt had given at one end of the bar he

held, and a moment later it became detached

in his hand.

Half a minute more and the Warren Inn

came into sight, while, at the same moment,

Daniel saw a horse galloping hard three
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hundred yards ahead of him. Compared with

the speed of the car, it appeared to be standing
still

;
but just as he found himself beside it, the

Warren Inn rose on his right, and Sweet-

land was forced to slow down that he might

stop. As he did so he sounded the hooter

with all his might to waken Beer. Sim, on

the horse, had become aware of a motor's

approach long before it reached him, and,

guessing that Dan was following, he had

pushed his horse too fast. He knew it was

failing ;
but he also knew that Sweetland must

slow down before he could alight, and the

sequel proved him correct, for Daniel had

already overshot the turning to Hangman's
Hut by two hundred yards before he could pull

up. By rather more than two hundred yards,

therefore, Sim had a start upon the half-mile

of rough ground that separated the high road

from Minnie's home. Sim was also mounted,
but herein lay no advantage, for his steed,

cruelly over-ridden, now came down with a

crash and threw the rider over his head. Titus

turned a clean somersault and fell in a peat
mire on his back unhurt. Dripping with black

mud from head to heel, but none the worse, he

rushed on, and as Daniel breasted the last

hillock, he saw Titus knock at the door of

Hangman's Hut and Minnie throw it wide.
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Sim's fall had lost him ground, and he was not

a hundred yards ahead of his enemy when he

entered the cottage.
Wild monsters both the men looked now,

but Sweetland's guise was the strangest. His

shirt had blown open, his hat was off. A
breast ivory white supported his ink-black neck

and face. A sleeve had been torn away as he

leapt out of the car, and from a white arm

extended a black hand dripping blood. The
blow at the bridge he had not felt, but the

man's arm was deeply wounded and now gore

freely dripped from the injury. In his hand

he carried the front bar of the motor-car, which

had come off. Henry Vivian's pistol was still

in his pocket, but he had forgotten it.

The way now led downhill, and little more

than ten seconds had elapsed before Daniel

reached the door of his home. It was shut,

but he threw himself against it and the latch

broke. Then he stood in the kitchen of the

cottage and saw Sim with Minnie on her knees

at his feet. Titus was bending over her, and

he had one hand on her hair dragging back her

head. The other hand held a jack-knife to his

mouth, and he opened this weapon with his

teeth as Sweetland sprang in upon him. Sim's

hand went back for the blow, but it was not

delivered. Instead, his arm was pinned to his
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side and he found himself wrestHng with a

demon.

Both men were powerful, but both were

spent. Sweetland had lost much blood from

his elbow, and he found himself growing weak.

Titus had fared better, though he too blew

hard after a half-mile run.

He had come to kill Minnie Sweetland
;
now

he exulted and worked to tire out the other.

The knife had fallen out of his hand, but as

Minnie rushed to reach it from him, Sim put
his foot upon it.

" So much the better !

"
he cried, going down

easily as Daniel threw him. "Do what you
like—go on—you're bleeding to death ! But

Death's self sha'n't cheat me of you. Your
death's my—"

He spoke no more, for Sweetland was now

quite aware that only moments separated him

from falling. He was growing weak fast, and
his head swam. He knew that he must strike,

and strike with every atom of strength that

remained to him, or he would drop unconscious

and leave his wife to her fate. For a moment
he relaxed his hold, and as he did so Sim's arm
shot out and he grasped his knife. Then a

strange thing happened, for the watching
woman, who had disregarded Daniel's order

to fly and escape, flung herself straight be-
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tween the men
;
and it seemed that it was not

to shield her husband, but the would-be mur-

derer, that she came. Daniel had only loosed

his grip to regain his iron bar. This he did

and, in using it, he was quicker than Sim.

Even as the footman regained his knife, the

other, now on his knees, raised the heavy and

shining metal rod over his shoulder and, with

both hands and all his remaining strength,

brought it down upon Sim's head. Then

between that certain death and the man's skull

Minnie lifted her slight arm and broke the

blow. Like a carrot the bone cracked, but

force enough still remained in Daniel's stroke

to stretch out his enemy senseless.

"God's life! Why for did you do that?"

cried Dan. "Oh—your little arm—Minnie—
Minnie!"

" 'Tis only broke," she said.
" That's naught.

I saw you were going to kill him. 'Twould

have wasted all my work for 'e, husband, an'

spoilt all the time to come. You be free afore

the world, an' innocent afore the world. I can

prove it, Dan. I can prove it !

"

For answer his head rolled back and he fell

forward from his knees to the ground. She

stood above the two unconscious men, herself

tottering and powerless to help either.

Then it was that Beer, in the lightest of
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attire, and followed by his wife, rushed upon
the scene. Mrs Sweetland bade him first tend

her husband, and Johnny soon propped Dan's

head and tied up the bleeding arm above the

elbow. After that Dan recovered conscious-

ness and called to his wife.

"Give me something to drink—spirits. I

shall be all right in an hour. You was right,

Min. 'T would have been a poor home-coming
to kill this devil. But your arm—that awful

sound."
" You go," said Johnny to his wife.

" Get a

bottle of brandy and nip back as quick as

lightning. And call the boy at the same time

an' tell him to saddle the pony an' ride like hell

for Dr Budd, This chap's dead, I'm thinking."
He spoke of Sim, who had not recovered

consciousness.
" What May games be these, Dan Sweet-

land ?
"
asked Mr Beer. Dan, however, had

no leisure for Johnny. He lay quite still and

fought to keep consciousness.
" Us can't wait for Sim," he said

;

" Minnie's

more than this here man. After I've took in a

tumbler of spirits, I'll stand up again and get
to the car. Then I'll drive her straight to the

cottage hospital and come back for Sim. He's

not dead. 'Twas that li'l broken arm there

saved him."
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" A masterpiece you be, sure enough ! Black,

an' blue, an' bloody ;
an' yet the real old Dan

Sweetland, an' no other! Let me see your
elbow again. Yes, it have done bleeding
now."

" Don't trouble about me," said Dan. " Lis-

ten to his chest an' see if you can hear his

heart beating. Ban't no odds if I've killed

him
;
for if I hadn't done it, he'd have killed

me an' my wife too. A near shave, by God !

He had her by the hair an' thicky pig-sticking
knife between his teeth."

** However corned you to let him in after

last night, my dear?
"
asked Johnny.

"
I was on the watch," she answered. "

I

seed a man with a black face running through
the dawnlight, an' I didn't stop to think, but

rushed to the door an' flinged it open for him.

He was on me like a tiger, an' I thought
'twas all over when my husband leapt at

im.

"A brave day's doings," said Mr Beer.
" Matter for a book of verses, if you only get
well again, Daniel."

As he spoke he put his ear to the breast of

Titus Sim, and the others waited in silence.
" There's something going on," pronounced

the publican. "The works be moving—no

doubt 'tis the organ of his heart. But it don't
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sound too merry by no means. However, where

there's Hfe there's hope ;
and where there's death

there's hope in another world. Though 'twill

take the Almighty all His time to get this chap
saved. Cut off with murder in his heart !

"

Mrs Beer returned. She had run all the

way, and could not speak for a time. Daniel

drank the spirits like a sailor
;
then Minnie was

made to take a little, but not until it had been

attempted to get some down the throat of Sim.

This, however, proved impossible.
"

I'd take him with us in the car," said

Sweetland, "but 'twill be all I can do to get
to it myself. The doctor may look after him.

Now, if you give me an arm, Johnny, I'll make
shift to walk to the road."

Mrs Beer remained by the senseless footman,

and her husband supported Daniel to the motor.

Minnie followed them. She was suffering great

agony, but made no sound. Once, midway be-

tween the cottage and the road, Daniel sat down
to rest and drank more brandy ; then he reached

the motor and mounted it. Minnie climbed by
his side, and the car was turned slowly round.

Dan now felt better, and refused Johnny Beer's

offer to accompany him.

"I be right now," he answered. "You go
back to that devil in my house, an' save his

filthy life, if you can."
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Half way to Moreton, Daniel passed the

doctor hastening on horseback to Hangman's
Hut. The medical man stopped a moment,
directed Minnie how to place her arm that her

pain might be lessened, and then rode forward

again.

The husband and wife hardly spoke upon
the journey into Moretonhampstead, and it was
Minnie's turn to succumb as the grey, snug
shelter of the cottage hospital came before her

eyes. A minute later she was carried out of

the car, and within an hour her broken arm
had been set, and she found herself in a

comfortable bed with kind hands busy for

her.

In the afternoon of that day Daniel, who had

slept for six hours and taken plenty of useful

nourishment, came to spend a little while with

his wife. He found her light-headed, and

only stopped five minutes. He felt the

greatest alarm, but those in attendance on

the case assured him there was no need to

do so.

Next morning Minnie was better, and

Daniel's visit went far to restore the even

tenor of her mind and customary, patient self-

control.
"
They brought Sim here last night," he said.

" Mr Vivian went up himself and fetched the
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mandown with the doctor in the motor-car. And

they tell me that at midnight Sim came to his

senses. He've got a concussion of the brain
;

but his head-bones ban't cracked, thanks to

you; an' he's very likely to live."



CHAPTER XXI

JOHNNY beer's masterpiece

IV/r INNIE SWEETLAND had no time to
^^^

lose, for well she understood that the

police would not wait her pleasure. It behoved

her, if possible, instantly to prove her husband's

innocence, and, in order to do so, certain wit-

nesses and a magistrate, before whom they
could testify upon oath, were necessary. On
the night of the catastrophe, before she slept,

Daniel's wife was permitted to see Mrs Prowse,
the widow who had attended to Rix Parkinson

during his last hours
;
and this woman, familiar

with the truth, promised to do all that was

right before the following day. Finally, the

wife obtained a physician's solemn promise that

the police should not take her husband until

Sir Reginald Vivian was familiar with the cir-

cumstances
; then, knowing that Dan was safe,

she slept. But her repose proved fitful and

broken by pain. Thankfully she welcomed
dawn and gladly prepared for an ordeal now

hastening upon her.

At eleven o'clock a magistrate, with Sir

Reginald Vivian, Henry Vivian, Mrs Prowse,
293
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her son, Samuel Prowse, and a shorthand writer

entered the room where Minnie lay. Nurses

were also in attendance, and before Mrs Sweet-

land told her story, Daniel and the physician
of the hospital appeared.
Then the wife made her statement. She

spoke calmly and clearly ;
there was no hesita-

tion in her voice
;
and those present were able

to confirm her account in every particular.
" When Titus Sim told me that poor Rix

Parkinson was o-oino- to die and wanted to see

me before he went, I was ready to visit him at

once. Mr Sim said that he believed that Rix

Parkinson could prove my husband innocent.

It was understood also that there must be a

witness of what was said. And Mr Sim was to

be that witness. I have never trusted him
;
so

I thouoht it would be well if there was anothero
witness. I told Mrs Prowse about it, and she

agreed with me that it might be safer. I had

already spoken to Sam Prowse here. He was

always a friend to my Daniel, and I trusted him.

As he lived next door to Mr Parkinson, it was

easy to have him there. His mother took

Samuel into the sick man's room while Mr
Parkinson slept. He was hidden in a hanging

cupboard, and heard every word that passed.

Afterwards, when we had gone, and the sufferer

was asleep again, his mother let him out.
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None knew about it excepting Mrs Prowse and

Samuel and me. Samuel wrote down from

memory everything that Rix Parkinson said.

You can compare what he wrote with what I

am going to tell you. I have not seen Sam
Prowse since that day, and I do not know what

he wrote."

Minnie then told the story of all that the

dead man had confessed, and young Prowse

confirmed it. His mother also explained how

she had concealed him in the room of the dying
man. Minnie went on to tell of Sim's offer of

marriage and his threat when she refused him.

Daniel next told his story, related that he had

revealed himself to Sim, and that Sim, inflamed

by passion, had returned truth for truth and

laid bare his own plot to destroy his old friend

and marry the widow. Of this statement,

however, there was no witness
; but, viewed in

the light of Sim's subsequent actions, it ap-

peared in the highest degree credible. That

Sim was the dead poacher's accomplice also

seemed certain . M innie mentioned the broken

pipe found by her after the poaching raid at

Flint Stone Quarry, and the horn button, which

she had picked up in Middlecott Lower

Hundred. She had kept both articles, and,

after sewing on another button for him, was

positive that the button found at Middlecott be-
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longed to Sim's legging, by reason of its un-

usual pattern and notched edge. To the

button Sir Reginald attached no importance,
since Sim had been early upon the scene of the

murder in the wood : but the pipe was serious

evidence.

Titus Sim himself proved not well enough
to be interrogated at this stage of affairs

;
but

a week later he left the hospital under arrest,

and, on the same day, Sweetland also departed.
The footman confessed to nothing ;

but his

wife's testimony proved sufficient to free

Daniel and prove him innocent. A very

genuine triumph therefore awaited the young
man. Even Mr Corder from Plymouth wrote

and congratulated him
;
and in the streets the

small boys crowded behind him and shouted

"Hurrah !"

His father now wearied the world with Dan's

praises ;
his mother spent half her time on her

knees thanking God, and the other half running
after her son. But, thanks to Henry Vivian

and Sir Reginald, something more solid than

popularity awaited Daniel. The knight, who
counted little of first importance but the life

and prosperity of his son and heir, amazed even

Daniel's mother by his attitude towards young
Sweetland.

He sent for the hero of the moment, and a
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curious scene took place between them, the

drift of which was hidden from Daniel until

some weeks afterwards. Upon this occasion

Sweetland, off whose face Jesse Hagan's dye
had scarcely as yet departed, found the master

of Middlecott and the village schoolmaster

awaiting him. On the study table were pens,

ink and paper, statements of accounts, and

various more or less complicated memoranda.

"Now, Dan," said Sir Reginald, "I'm a

man of few words, and hate to waste them.

Therefore the meaning of this business can

very well be left to take care of itself. To

explain it now might be to do an unnecessary

thing ;
so I'll explain afterwards, if explanations

are called for. This is Mr Bright, the master

of the Board School. You know him already,

and he tells me you were a sharp pupil and

good at figures, though abominably lazy. I

hope he's right for your own sake, so far as the

mathemathics are concerned. During the next

two hours or more Mr Bright is going to put

you through your facings and see what you are

good for. Do your best. Upon receiving his

report, you shall hear from me. When the

examination is ended, some supper will be

served for you both."

Sir Reginald retired and for three hours Dan
and his old schoolmaster wrestled with figures.
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After midnight the young man went home to

Minnie with his head spinning.
A week later the mystery was solved and

Sweetland received a letter from Middlecott

which much surprised him. It was an auto-

graph communication from Sir Reginald
himself.

" My gratitude, young man," he wrote, "is

already familiar to you. Under Heaven you
were instrumental in saving my son's life, and

that alone ensures for you my active regard and

interest while I myself live. The only question
in my mind, since your acquittal, has been to

find out how best I may advance your welfare :

and at the instance of my son, whose brain is

quicker than my own, I agreed to offer you a

very onerous and responsible appointment
—

on one condition. The work requires a clear

head and some knowledge of figures. Experi-
ence might also have been reasonably demanded

but this I waived. You have already shown

qualities of mental readiness, nerve and ability

which, had they been exercised upon worthy
instead of highly improper pursuits, might
have excited admiration instead of suspicion.

But your unruly past is forgotten and forgiven

before the knowledge that you saved Henry
Vivian's life. Therefore, since Mr Bright

reports that your attainments, though not
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splendid, are quite respectable, and that your

remarkable facility for learning will soon make

you master of the art of bookkeeping by

double entry, I have determined to offer you
the post of assistant overseer at my sugar

estates in the island of Tobago. Consult

with your wife whether she will entertain this

proposal. The climate is healthy but exceed-

ingly hot. My son will return to the West

Indies for a short time in the autumn
; you will

follow if you agree to do so ;
and the nature

of your duties will then be made clear to you.

The necessary practical experience can only

be acquired on the spot ;
but I trust you to

learn quickly, and I believe that the measure

of your knowledge will swiftly increase to the

measure of your gratitude when you receive

this offer. But you must not be too much

obliged. I am under an obligation to you of

the mightiest description, and not the least of

an old man's diminishing ambitions is to see

you and your courageous and noble-minded

wife happily embarked upon a worthy and a

prosperous career."

"Minnie!" bawled Daniel, "listen to this

here ! Of course 'tis settled. To think of you

seeing the world !

'

Exceedingly hot,' he says.

But I lay 'twon't half be so hot as 'twas last

time I was there !

"
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If you'd let me read your letter, dear heart,

I should know a thought clearer what you was

talking about, and how to advise," answered

Mrs Sweetland.

There came a merry night at the " White

Hart," and the bar hummed with conversation

and laughter. Not a few friends were present ;

not a few were missing.

"Have a drink along o' me, Matthew?"
said Mr Beer. ''You'll 'ax why I'm in this

shop instead of behind my own counter
;
but

the missus is to home, an' I told her that after

saying
*

good-bye' to Dan and Minnie, I

should make a nio^ht of it alonor with a few of

the best. Well, they be gone after the sun.

You bore yourself very stiff at the station.

If he'd been my boy, I should have blubbered
—such a soft fool am I. But I'm afraid your
missus felt it cruel."

"
She'll be all right," said Matthew Sweet-

land.
•' Think of the glory of it ! Man's work

he've gone to do. An' no rough job neither.

Figures ! It dries my old woman's eyes when
I put it to her how uplifted he be. Hundreds

of pounds will pass through his hands ! They
trust him, an' well they may trust him."

" And do you trust him yet ?
"
croaked Gaffer

Hext from his corner.
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The gamekeeper laughed.

"'Tisafair hit," he answered. "But I've

owned up afore all men that I wronged Daniel,

an' humbly axed my own son's pardon for

doubting him. If he can forgive me, you chaps

did ought to. Come to think of it, 'tis no

business of yourn, when all's said."

Mr Bartley and the young man Samuel

Prowse were discussing a recent trial.

" In my wide experience of evil-doers," said

the policeman,
"

I never met his match for far-

reaching cunning. Such a straight Bible face

too—looked you in the eyeball like honesty's

self ! And all the time no better'n a nest of

snakes in his heart. From a professional view,

'tis a thing to be proud of, perhaps
— I mean,

to have the wickedest criminal ever knowed in

the west country come from among us. 'Tis

a sort of fame, I suppose."
" Your business have turned your head,

Bartley," declared Mr Hext. " 'Tis a thing

to be shamed of, not proud of—a blot

upon us—that such a outrageous rip should

appear here in this peaceful an' honest

town."
" He wasn't Devonshire, however," explained

Prowse. " The man comed from over the

border, I believe."
" Somerset's welcome to him," said Sweet-
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this minute by a lucky accident. If anybody
would like—?"

"
Nothing upon that grim subject to-night,

Johnny," said Matthew Sweetland ;
"but if

you've got the stuff you turned out at the

station, and if it's merry, us'll hear it patiently,

I make no doubt."

Mr Beer was disappointed ;
but the company

supported Daniel's father.

" As you like, of course ;
but I haven't

polished it up, you know. Many of my best

verses I've often been knowed to write over

twice. My wife will bear witness of it. But

as for merry rhymes, I do think I'm better at

solemn ones. There's more sting to *em.

Mirth an' joy an' an extra glass to the health of

a lass, an' so on, be all very well
;
but they read

tame unless you was on the spot yourself an'

knowed how it tasted. Nothing on God's

earth be so uninteresting reading as the ac-

count of other folks at a revel, if you wasn't

there. But with tragic matters, the creepiness

be very refreshing, an' the fact you wasn't there

adds to the pleasure. The very heart of com-

fortable tragedy be to look on at other people

in a hell of a mess, while you'm all right, with

your pint an' your pipe drawing easy."
'*

Merry verses or none, however," declared

Gaffer Hext. " What Sweetland says be
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proper. Ban't a comely thing to gloat over a

man when he's down. Sim have got five

years
—an' that's prose ; an' 'tis more than any

man can do to make it poetry. So let's have

what you've writ to-day of Minnie Sweetland

an' Dan—that or nouofht."

Johnny pulled forth his rhyme.
" I'm in your hands," he said,

" The polish
be lacking, but the rhymes is there I believe.

'Tis pretty generally granted to me that, what-

ever be the quality when I pen verses, the

quantity's generous and the rhymes come

regular."
" Not a doubt of it, an' you'd be a famous

man if you was better knowed," declared Mr
Sweetland.

"For that matter, they as near as damn it

printed a rhyme of mine in the Newton Trtimpet
awhile back," answered Johnny.

"
I heard

two months afterward, from a young man as

works there, that if they hadn't lost the poetry,
'twas as like as not they'd have put it in the

paper."
"A near shave without a doubt," assented

Prowse
;

"
'tis any odds but they'll print the

next."

"Order for Johnny Beer!" cried Mr
Bartley.

Then the poet opened his pocket-book,
u
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smiled round about the company, and

read :
—
" Let the merry bells be rung
And the joyous songs be sung,
While the happy and lucky pair

For ever leave their native air.

Yet *

for ever
'

I will not say,

Because they may come back some day.
See upon the platform stand

Folks from Middlecott so grand,
To shake the couple by the hand.

And his mother sheds some tears

Owing to very natural fears;

But when we all say
*

Hip horray !

'

Then her tears do dry away.
Where they soon will happy be

'Tis a very fine countree.

Palms do wave and flowers do blow

Just wherever you do go.

Cocoanuts from there do come,
Also sugar, also rum

;

And the bitters that in sherry
Often make a sad soul merry.
So we'll wish them a jolly long life—
Both young Daniel and his wife.

Also babbies, fat and hearty,
To make up the little party.

So us'll give 'em three cheers and one cheer more.
And hope they'll some day reach a Heavenly

Shore.

"You must understand me, neighbours, 'tis

not worked up to concert pitch as yet ;
but such

as 'tis, there 'tis.'
>>
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Everybody shouted congratulations. Some

stamped their feet; some rapped their mugs on

the bar and on the table.
"
'Tis a very fine rhyme an' meets the whole

case both in this world and the next. I'm

sure," said Mr Sweetland,
'*

it does you
credit, Beer, an' I thank you for it."

"Specially that part about the foreign land

they've gone to," declared Mr Bartley. "To
hear you talk about palm-trees as if you'd
walked under 'em all your life ! Be blessed if

I can't see the place rise up in my mind like a

picture."
"
Sir Reginald Vivian would thank you for a

copy, I reckon," continued Prowse. " He did

shake hands with 'em both. He was almost

the last to do it. I heard his final words to

Dan. ' An' you tell my son that the sooner

he's home again the better, because I can't

get on at all without him.' They was his very
words."

The conversation showed a tendency to drift

from Johnny's verses. But he brought it back

again.
"

If you ax me what I like best myself," he

said,
"

'tis the first two lines. I never wrote a

better matched pair."
" So they be then. 'Tis a very great gift,

Johnny, and the parish ought to be prouder of
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you than 'tis," concluded Mr Sweetland. "
I

must ax you for that bit of writing, if you
please," he added, "for my old woman's like

to have a very snuffly night of it, and these here

rhymes of yours will cheer up her lonely heart

better than spirits."

Mr Beer handed over the paper.
" For such a high purpose, you'm welcome

to 'em," he replied.

That night the sea was black and troubled.

Under the obscured glimmer of a waning moon,
the Royal Mail Packet Orinoco pushed down
Channel, while a man and his wife stood upon
deck with all the sounds of a great steamer in

their ears. They looked upon the waters and
saw white foam speeding in ghostly sheets

astern and great bodies of darkness heave up-
wards along the bulwarks, then sink back hiss-

ing into the vague. Across the sky, flying with

the low cloud-drift, gleamed brief sparks and
stars that shot upward from the funnels

;
and

below, the round windows of the engine-room
flashed like great eyes upon the night. But
forward was no twinkle or glimmer of light to

distract the keen eyes there. The steamer was

keeping double watches. A rushing and a

wailing wind filled the upper air
; fingers in-

visible played strange music on the harps of the
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shrouds
;
steam roared

; deep sounds rose from

the engine-room ;
the steering gear jolted and

grated harshly. Now for a moment it was

silent
;
now it chattered on again, like a violent,

voluble, and intermittent voice. From time to

time came the clang of a bell to mark other

ships ahead, to port, or starboard ; and through
all sounded the throb, throb, throbbing of the

ship's pulse, where her propeller thundered.

Off the Start a light-house lamp flashed

friendly farewell. It shone, sank into darkness,

then smiled out again across the labouring

waters.
" How does my own little wife like these here

strange sights and sounds?" asked the man.
" Sea an' land are all one to me," she

answered,
" so long as your dear arm be where

It is.
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Edition. Tiuo I 'oiutnes. Demy Zvo. i-^s. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Bally (S. E.). See Commercial Series.

Banks (Elizabeth L.). THE AUTO-
BIOGRAPHY OF A 'NEWSPAPER
GIRL.' Second Edition. Cr. Sz>o, 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Barhani(R. H.). See Little Library.
Baring (The Hon. Maurice). WITH
THE RUSSIANS IN MANCHURIA.
Third Edition. De7nyZzio. -js. 6d.net.
A Colonial Edition is also published.

Baring.Gould (S.). THE LIFE OF
NAPOLEON BONAPARTE. With over
450 Illustrations in the Text, and 12 Photo-
gravure Plates. Gilt top. Large quarto.

THE TRAGEDY OF THE C/ESARS.
With numerous Illustrations from Busts,
Gems, Cameos, etc. Fifth Edition. Royal
Zvo. loi. 6d. net.

A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. With
numerous Illustrations by A. J. Gaskin.
Second Edition. Cr. Svo. Buckrafit. 6s.

OLD ENGLISH FAIRY TALES. With
numerous Illustrations by F. D. Bedford.
Second Edition. Cr. 8iw. Buckram. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
THE VICAR OF MORWENSTOW. Re-

vised Edition. With a Portrait. Cr. Svo.

3^. 6d.

DARTMOOR: A Descriptive and Historical
Sketch. With Plans and numerous Illus-

trations. Cr. Sz'O. 6s.

A BOOK OF DEVON. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Cr. Zz'o. 6s.

A BOOK OF CORNWALL. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Cr. Si'O. 6s.

A BOOK OF NORTH WALES. Illus-

trated. Cr. 87/0. 6s.

A BOOK OF SOUTH WALES. Illustrated.

Cr. Sz'O. 6s.

A BOOK OF BRITTANY. Illustrated. Cr.
Sz'o. 6s.

A BOOK OF THE RIVIERA. Illustrated.

Cr. P.T'O. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also publi::,hed.

*THE RHINE. Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A BOOK OF GHOST.S. With 8 Illustra-

tions by 1). MuKKAV Smith. Second Edi-
tion. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
OLD COUNTRY LIFE. With 67 Illustra-

tions. Fi/tlt Edition. Large Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A GARLAND OF COUNTRY SpNG :

English Folk Songs with their Traditional

Melodies. Collected and arranged by S.

I!akin(j-Goulu and H. F. Shepi'ard.

Demy ^to. 6s.

SONGS OF THE WEST: Folk Songs of

Devon and Cornwall. Collected from the

MouthsofthePeople. ByS. Baking-Gould,
M.A.,and H' Fleetwood Shepi'ard, M.A.
New and Revised Edition, under the musical

editorship of Cecil J. SH.^Kl•, Principal of

the Hampstead Conservatoire. Large Im-

perial Zvo. ^s. net.

See also Little Guides and Half-Crown

Library.

Barker (Aldred F.). See Textbooks of

Technology.
Barnes (W. E.), D.D. See Churchman's

r.ible.

Barnett (Mrs. P. A.). See Little Library.

Baron(R. R. N.), M.A. FRENCH PROSE
COMPOSITION. Second Edition. Cr.Zvo.

7.S. 6d. Key, },s. net. See also Junior School
Books.

Barron (H. M.), M.A., Wadham College,
Oxford. TEXTS FOR SERMONS. With
a Preface by Canon Scott Holland.

Bartholomew [S. G.), F.R.S.E. See C. G.
Robertson.

Bastable(C. F.), M.A. See S.Q.S.
Batson (Mrs. Stephen). A BOOK OF
THE COUNTRY AND THE GARDEN.
Illustrated by F. Carruthers Gould and
A. C. Gould. Demy Zvo. \os. 6d.

A CONCISE HANDBOOK OF GARDEN
FLOWERS. Fcap. Zvo. 31. 6d.

Batten (Loring W.), Ph.D., S.T.D. THE
HEBREW PROPHET. Cr. Zvo. 3^. 6d

Beanian(A. Hulme). PONS ASINORUM ;

OR, A GUIDE TO BRIDGE. Second
Edition. Fcap. Zvo. 2S.

Beard (W. S.). See Junior Examination
Series and Beginner's Books.

Beckford ( Peter). THOUGHTS ON
HUNTING. Edited by J. Otho Paget,
and Illustrated by G. H. Jalland. Second
Edition. Demy Zvo. 6s.

Beckford (William). See Little Library.

Beeching (H. C). M.A., Canon of West-
minster. See Library of Devotion.

Begbie (Harold). MASTER WORKERS.
Illustrated. Demy Zvo. •js.6d.71et.

Behmen (Jacob). DIALOGUES ON THE
SUPERSENSUAL LIFE. Edited by
Bek.naku Holland. Fcap. Zvo, 3^. 6d,
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Belloc(Hinaire). PARIS. With Maps and
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

*MARIE ANTOINETTE. With many
Portraits and Illustrations. Demy Svo.

X1S. dd. net.

A Colonial Edition Is also published.
BelIot(H. H. L.), RI.A. THE INNER AND

INIIDDLE TEMPLE. With numerous
Illustrations. Cro-zvn Zvo. (>s. net.

See also L. A. A. Jones.
Bennett (W. H.), M.A. A PRIMER OF
THE BIBLE. TInni Edition. Cr. Zvo.

2S. 6d.

Bennett (W. H . ) and Adeney (W. F. ). A
BIBLICAL INTRODUCTION. 'JViifd

Edition. Cr. Svo. ys. 6d.

Benson (Archbishop) GOD'S BOARD:
Communion Addresses. Fcap. Zvo. 3^. 6d.

net.

Benson (A. C), M.A. See Oxford Bio-

Be^nson'TR. M.). THE WAY OF HOLI-
NESS: a Devotional Commentary on the

:19th Psalm. C'-. Zvo. ss.

Bernard (E. R.), M.A., Canon of Salisbury.
THE ENGLISH SUND.AY. Fcafi. Svo.

IS. 6d.

Bertouch (Baroness de). THE LIFE
OF FATHER IGNATIUS. Illustrated.

Demy Svo. tos. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Betham- Edwards (M.). HOME LIFE IN
FRANCE. Illustrated. Fourth Edition.

Demy Svo. -js. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Bethune=Baker (J. F.), M.A. See Hand-

books of Theology.
Bidez (iVl.). See Byzantine Te.xts.

Bigg-s (C. R. D.)i D-D- See Churchman's
Bible.

Bindley (T. Herbert), B.D. THE OECU-
MENICAL DOCUMENTS OF THE
FAITH. With Introductions and Notes.
Cr. Svo. ds.

Binns (H. B.). THE LIFE OF WALT
WHITMAN. Illustrated. Demy Svo.

los. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition Is also published.

Binyon (Laurence). THE DEATH OF
ADAM, AND OTHERPOEMS. Cr.Svo.

^s. 6d. tiet.

•WILLIAM BLAKE. In 2 volumes.

Super Royai Q-uarto, /^i, is. each.
Vol. I.—The Book of Job.

BirnstingI (Ethel). See Little Books on Art.
Blackmantle (Bernard). See I.P.L.
Blair (Robert). See I.P.L.
Blake (William). See I.P.L. and Little

Library.
Blaxland (B.), M.A. See Library of

Devotion.
Bloom (T. Harvey), M.A. SHAKE-
SPEARE'S GARDEN. Illustrated.

Fcap. Svo. 3^. dd. ; leailier, is. Od. net.

See also Aatiquary's ISouks

Blouet (Henri). See Beginner's Books.

Boardman (T. H.), M.A. See Textbooks
of Science.

Bodley (J. E. C), Author of France.' THE
CORONATION OF EDWARD VII.

Demy Svo. i\s. net. By Command of the

King.

Body (George), D.D. THE SOUL'S
PILGRIMAGE : Devotional Readings
from his writings. Selected by J. H. Burn,
B.D., F.R..S.E. PottSvc. is.6d.

Bona (Cardinal). See Library of Devotion.

Boon (F. C). See Commercial Series.

Borrow (Qeorge). See Little Library.

Bos (J. Ritzema). AGRICULTURAL
ZOOLOGY. Translated by J. R. Ains-
WORTH Davis, M..A With 155 Illustrations.

Cr. Svo. Third Edition. 3^. 6d.

Betting (C. Q.), B.A. EASY GREEK
EXERCISES. Cr. Svo. 2S. See also

Junior Examination Series.

Boulton (E. S.). M.A. GEOMETRY ON
MODERN LINES. Cr. Svo. 2s.

Boulton (William B.). THOMAS
GAINSBOROUGH With 40 Illustra-

tions. Second Ed. Demy Svo. js.6d.ttet.
SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS, P.R.A. With

49 Illustrations. De>iiy Szio. -js. 6d. net.

Bowden (E. M.). THE IMIT.'XTION OF
BUDDHA : Being Quotations from
Buddhist Literature for each Day in the
Year. Fifth Edition. Cr. j6mo. is.dd.

Boyle (W.). CHRISTMAS AT THE ZOO.
With Verses by W. Boyle and 24 Coloured
Pictures by H. B. Neilson. Super Royal
1 6wo. IS.

Brabant (F, G.), M.A. See Little Guides.

Bradley (.1. W.). See Little Books on Art.

Brailsford (H. N.). MACEDONIA.
Illustrated. Demy Zvo. 12s.6d.net.

Brodrick (Mary) and Morton (Anderson).
A CONCISE HANDBOOK OF EGYP-
TIAN ARCHAEOLOGY. Illustrated. Cr.
Svo. 3^. 6d.

Brooke (A. S.), M.A. SLINGSBY AND
SLINGSBY CASTLE. Illustrated. Cr.
Svo. 7.C 6d.

Brooks (E. W.). See Byzantine Text.s.

Brown (P. H.), LL.D., Eraser Professor of
Ancient (Scottish) History at the Universilv
of Edinburt;h. SCOTLAND IN THE
TIME OF QUEEN MARY. Demy Svo.

JS. 6d. net.

Browne (Sir Thomas). See Standard

Library.
Brownell (C. L.). THE HEART OF
JAPAN. Illustrated. Third Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s. ; also Deitiy Svo. 6d.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Browning (Robert). See Little Library.
Buckland (Francis T.). CURIOSITIES
OF NATURAL HISTORY. Illustrated

by H. B. Neilson. Cr. 3w. ~ 3^. 6d.



General T.iterature

Buckton (A. M.) THE BURDEN OF
KNGKLA : a Uallad-Epic. Second Edition.
Cr. 8z'(?. 3^. 6i/. net.

EAGER HEART: A Mystery Play. Fourth
Edition. Cr. Ztp. is. net.

Budge (E. A. Wallis). THE GODS OF
THE EGYPTIANS. Witli over loo

Coloured Plates and many Illustrations.

Trvo I'oluiitcsi. RovalZTo. £t„ 3^. net.

Bull (Paul), Army Chaplain. GOD AND
OUR SOLDIERS. Second Edition.

Cr. ?iV0. ts.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Bulley (Miss). SeeS.Q.S.
Bunyan (John). THE PILGRIM'S PRO-

liRESS. Edited, with an Introduction,

by C. H. FiSTH, M.A. With 39 Illustra-

tions by R. Anning Bell. Cr. 8710, 6s.

See also Library of Devotion and Standard

Library.
Burch (G. J.), M.A., F.R.S. A MANUAL
OF ELECTRICAL SCIENCE. Illus-

trated. Cr. S''o. 3J.

Burgess (Gelett). GOOPS AND HOW TO
I;E THEM. Illustrated. Small i,to. Ss.

Burke (Edmund). See Standard Library.

Burn (A. E.), D.D., Rector of Handsworth
and Prebendary of Lichfield.

See Handbooks of Theology.
Burn (J. H.), B.D. SeeLibrary of Devotion.

Burnand (Sir F. C). RECORDS AND
REMINISCENCES. With a Portrait by
H. V. Hekkomer. Cr.Zvo. Fourth and
Cheaper Edition. (>s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Burns (Robert), THE POEMS OF. Edited

byAxDKEW Lang and W. A. Craigie. With
Portrait. Tiiird Edition. Detny Zvo, gilt

top. 6s.

Burnside (W. F.), M.A. OLD TESTA-
MENT HISTORY FOR USE IN
SCHOOLS. Cr. Zvo. 3^. 6d.

Burton (Alfred). See I.P.L.

Butler (Joseph). See Standard Library.

Caldecott (Alfred), D.D. See Handbooks
of Theology.

Calderwood (D. S.), Headmaster of the Nor-
mal School, Edinburgh. TEST CARDS
IN EUCLID AND ALGEBRA, In three

packets of 40, with Answers, li-. each. Or
in three Books, price 2d., 2d., and 2d.

Cambridge (Ada) [Mrs. Cross]. THIRTY
YEARS IN AUSTRALIA. Demy 8w.
js. 6d.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Canning (George). See Little Library.

Capey (E. F. H.). See Oxford Biographies.

Careless (John). See I.P.L.

Carlyle (Thomas). THE FRENCH
REVOLUTION. Edited by C. R. L.

Fletcher, Fellow of Magdalen College,
Oxford. Three Volumes. Cr. Szro. iSs.

THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF OLIVER
CROMWELL. With an Introduction

by C. H. FiKTH, M.A., and Notes and

Appendices by Mrs. S. C. Lomas. Three
Volumes. Dcmv 'ivo. iSs.net.

Carlyle (R. M. and A. J.), M.A. See Leaders
of Religion.

'Carpenter (Margaret). THE CHILD
IN ART. Illustrated. Cr. St'O. 6s.

Chamberlin (Wilbur B.). ORDERED
TO CHINA. Cr. Svo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Channer (C. C.) and Roberts (M. E.).
LACEMAKING IN THE MIDLANDS,
PAST AND PRESENT. With 16 full-

page Illustrations. Cr. Zvo. 2s. 6d.

Chapman (S. J.). See Books on Business.

Chatterton (Thomas). See Standard

Chesterfield (Lord), THE LETTERS OF,
TO HIS SON. Edited, with an Introduc-

tion by C. Stkachey, and Notes by A.
Calthkoi'. Two I'olumcs. Cr.Zvo. I2x.

*Chesterton (G. K.). DICKENS. With
Portraits and Illustrations. Demy Svo.

js. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Christian (F. W.). THE CAROLINE
ISLANDS. With many Illustrations and

Maps. DemyZc'o. 12s.6d.net.

Cicero. See Classical Translations.

Clarke(F. A.), M.A. See Leaders ofReligion.
Cleather (A. L.) and Crump (B.).
RICHARD WAGNER'S MUSIC
DRAMAS : Interpretations, embodying
Wagner's own explanations. In Tour
Volumes. E'cap Bvo. 2S. 6d. each.

Vol. I.—The Ring of the Nibelung.
Third Edition.

Vol. n.—Parsifal, Lohengrin, and
The Holy Grail.

Vol. III.—Tristan and Isolde.
Clinch (G.). See Little Guides.

Clough (W. T.). See Junior School Books.
Coast CW. G.), B.A. EXAMINATION
PAPERS IN VERGIL. Cr.Zvo. 2s.

Cobb (T.). See Little Blue Books.
Cobb (W. F.), M.A. THE BOOK OF
PSALMS : with a Commentary. DemyZro.
los. 6d. net.

Coleridge (S. T.), SELECTIONS FROI\I.
Edited by Arthur Symons. Fcap. &vo.

2S. 6d. net.

Collingwood (W. Q.). See Half-Crown
Library.

Collins (W. E.), ]M.A. See Churchman's
Library.

Colonna. HYPNEROTOMACHIA POLI-
PHILI UBI HUMANA OMNIA NON
NISI SOMNIUM ESSE DOCET
ATQUE OBITER PLURIMA SCITU
SANE QUAM DIGNA COMMEMO-
RAT. An edition limited to 350 copies on
handmade paper. Folio. Three Guineas net.

Combe (William). See L P. L.
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Cook (A. M.), M. A. See E. C. Marchant.
Cooke=Taylor (R. W.). See S.Q.S.
Corelli (Marie). THE PASSING OF THE
GREAT QUEEN : Fcaf: i,to. \s.

A CHRISTMAS GREETING. Cr. i,to. zs.

Corkran (Alice). See Little Books on Art.

Cotes (Rosemary), DANTE'S GARDEN.
With a Frontispiece. Second Edition.

Fcap. 8i'c. IS. 6d.; leather, 35. dd. net.

BIBLE FLOWERS. With a Frontispiece
and Plan. Fcap. '&vo. is. 6d. net.

Cowley (Abraham). See Little Library.
Cowper (William), THE POEMS OF.

Edited with an Introduction and Notes by
J. C. Bailey, M.A. Illustrated, including
two unpublished designs by William
Blake. Dctitv '&vo. 10s. 6J. net.

Cox (J. Charles), LL.D., F.S.A. See Little

Guides, The Antiquary's Books, and Ancient
Cities.

Cox (Harold), B.A. See S.Q.S.
Crabbe (George). See Little Library.
Craigie(W. A.). A PRIMER OF BURNS.
Cr. S"'o. 2s. 6d.

Craik(Mrs.). See Little Library.
Crashaw (Richard). See Little Library.
Crawford (F. G.). See Mary C. Danson.
Cross (J. A.). A LITTLE BOOK OF
RELIGION. Fca/>. Sr'o. is. 6d. net.

Crouch (W.). BRYAN KING. With a
Portrait. Cr. 5z'o. -^s. 6d. net.

Cruikshank(G.). THE LOVING BAL-
LAD OF LORD BATEMAN. With 11

Plates. Cr. i6»io. is. 6d. net.

Crump (B.). See A. L. Cleather.
Cunliffe (Sir F. H. E.), Fellow of All Souls'

College, Oxford. THE HISTORY OF
THE BOER WAR. With many Illus-

trations, Plans, .and Portraits. In 2 vols.

Quarto. i$s. each.
A Colonial Edition is also published.

Cunynghame(H. ), C.B., See Connoisseur's

Library.
Cutts(E. L.), D.D. See Leaders of Religion.
Daniell (Q. W.), M.A. See Leaders of

Religion.
Danson (Mary C.) and Crawford (F. G.).
FATHE^-S IN THE FAITH. FcaJ>.
Bvo. IS. 6d.

Dante. LA COMMEDIA DI DANTE.
The Italian Text edited by Paget Toyneee,
M.A.,D.Litt. Cr.%7'0. 6s.

THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE.
Translated into Spenserian Prose by C.
Gordon Wright. With the Italian text.

Fcap. Zvo. IS. 6d. net.

See also Paget Toynbee, Little Library and
Standard Library.

Darley (George). See Little Library.
D'Arcy (R. F.), M.A. A NEW TRIGON-
OMETRY FOR BEGINNERS. Cr. Zvo.
2S. 6d.

Davenport (Cyril). See Connoisseur's

Library and Little Books on Art.

Davey (Richard). THE PAGEANT OF
LONDON With 40 Illustrations in

Colour by John Fulleylove, R. I. In
Two Volumes. Demy 8z/o. js. 6d. net.

Each volume may be purchased separately.
Vol. I.—To a.d. 1500.
Vol. II.—A.D. 1500 TO 1900.

Davis (H. W. C), M.A., Fellow and Tutor
of Balliol College, Authorof

'

Charlemagne.'
ENGLAND UNDER THE NORMANS
AND ANGEVINS : 1066-1272. With

Maps and Illustrations. Demy Svo. 10s. 6d.

net.

Dawson (A. J.). MOROCCO. Illustrated.

Demy Zvo. \os. 6d. net.

Deane (A. C). See Little Library.

Delbos (Leon). THE METRIC SYSTEM.
Cr. Szfo. 2S.

Demosthenes. THE OLYNTHIACS AND
PHILIPPICS. Translated by Otho
Holland. Cr. Svo. 2s. 6d.

Demosthenes. AGAINST CONON AND
CALLICLES. Edited by F. Darwin
Swift, M.A. Fcap. Sz'o. 2s.

Dickens (Charles). See Little Library and
I.P.L.

Dickinson (Emily). POEMS. Cr. Sva.

4s. 6d. net.

Dickinson (G. L.), M.A., Fellow of King's

College, Cambridge. THE GREEK
VIEW OF LIFE. Fourth Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 2s. 6d.

Dickson (H. N.). F.R.Met. Soc.

METEOROLOGY. Illustrated. Cr. ?,vo.

2S. 6d.

Dilke(Lady). See S.Q.S.
Dillon (Edward). See Connoisseur's Library

and Little Books on Art.
Ditchfield (P. H.), M.A., F.S.A.
THE STORY OF OUR ENGLISH
TOWNS. With an Introduction by
Augustus Jessopp, D.D. Second Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

OLD ENGLISH CUSTOMS: Extant at

the Present Time. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

See also Half-crown Library.
Dixon (W. M.), M.A. A PRIMER OF
TENNYSON. Second Edition. Cr.Zvo.
2S. 6d.

ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE TO
BROWNING. Second Edition. Cr. &vo.

2S, 6d.

Dole (N. H.). FAMOUS COMPOSERS.
With Portraits. Tzvo Volumes. De>ny
?,vo. i2i. net.

Doney(May). SONGS OF THE REAL.
Cr. Zvo. y. 6d. net.

A volume of poems.
Douglas (James). THE MAN IN THE
PULPIT. Cr. ?,7io. 2S. 6d. net.

Dowden (J.), D.D., Lord Bishop of Edin-

burgh. See Churchman's Library.

Drage (Q.). See Books on Business.
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DrIver(S. R.), D.R.D.C.L., Canon ofChrist

Church, Regius Professor of Hebrew in the

University of Oxford. SERMONS ON
SUBJECT'S CONNECTED WITH THE
OLD TESTAMENT. C>. Sva. 6s.

See also Westminster Commentaries.

Dry (Wakelinc:). See Little Guides.

Dryhurst(A. R.). See Little Books on Art.

Duffuid (Charles). Sec Books on Business.

Dunn (J. T)., D.Sc.,andMundella(V. A.).
GENERAL ELEMENTARY SCIENCE.
With 114 Illustrations. Second Edition,
C.r. Zvo. 3J. kd.

Dunstan(A. E.), R.Sc. See Junior School
Books and Textbooks of Science.

Durham (The Earl of). A REPORT ON
CANADA. With an Introductory Note.

Demy Zvo. as. td. 7ict.

Dutt (W. A.). A POPULAR GUIDE TO
NORFOLK. McdijiinZvo. td.net.

THE NORFOLK BROADS. With
coloured Illustrations by Frank South-
gate. Cr.Zvo. ts. See also Little Guides.

Earle(John), Bishop of Salisbury. MICRO-
COSMOGRAPHIE, or A PIECE OF
TH£ WORLD DISCOVERED. Post
i6i»o. 2s net.

Edmonds (Major J. E.), R.E. ; D.A.Q.-
U.C. See W. Blrkbeck Wood.

Edwards (Clement). SeeS.Q.S.
Edwards (W. Douglas). See Commercial

Series.

Egan (Pierce). See LP. L.

Egerton (H. E.), M.A. A HISTORY OF
BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. New
and Cheaper Issue. Demy Svo. -js. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Ellaby (C. Q. ). See The Little Guides.
Ellerton (F. Q.). See S. J. Stone.

Eliwood (Thomas), THE HISTORY OF
THE LIFE OF. Edited by C. G. Crump,
M.A. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Epictetus. See W. H. D. Rouse.
Erasmus. A Book called in Latin EN-
CHIRIDION MILITIS CHRISTIANI,
and in English the Manual of the Christian

Knight.
From the edition printed by Wynken de

Worde, 153:1. Fcap. Zvo 35. 6d. net.

Fairbrother(W. H.), M.A. THE PHILO-
SOPHY OF T. H. GREEN. Second
Edition. Cr. Sz'O. 3s. 6d.

Farrer (Reginald). THE GARDEN OF
ASIA. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Fea (Allan). BEAUTIES OF THE
SEVENTEENEH CENTURY. With
100 Illustrations. Demy Svo. 12s.6d.net.

FELISSA; OR, THE LIFE AND
OPINIONS OF A KITTEN OF SENTI-
MENT. With 12 Coloured Plates. Post
i6mo. 2J. 6d. net.

Ferrier (Susan). See Little Library.
Fidler (T. Claxton), INI.Inst. C.E. See

Books on Business.

Fielding (Henry). Sec Standard Library.
Finn jS. W.), M.A. See Junior Examination

Firth (C. H.), M.A. CROMWELL'S
ARMY: A History of the English Soldier

during the Civil Wars, the Comtnonwealth,
and the Protfctorate. Cr. Z710. 6s.

Fisher (G, VV.), M.A. ANNALS OF
SHREWSBURY SCHOOL. Illustrated.

Demy 8r'(7. 10^. 6d.

FitzQerald (Edward). THE RUBAIYAT
OF OMAR KH.WYAM. Printed from
the Fifth and last Edition. With a Com-
mentary by Mrs. Stephen Batson, and a

Biography of Omar by E. D. Ross. Cr.
Sz'O. 6s. Sec also Miniature Library.

FitzGerald (H. P.). A CONCISE HAND-
BOOK OF CLIMBERS, TWINERS,
AND WALL SHRUBS. Illustrated.

Fcap. Szio. 3.f. 6d. net.

Flecker (W. fi.), M.A.,D.C.L., Headmaster
of the Dean Cose School, Cheltenham.
THE STUDENT'S PRAYER BOOK.
The Text of Morning and Evening
Prayer and Litany. With an Introduc-
tion and Notes. Cr. Svo. 2S. 6d.

Flux (A. W.), M.A., ^yilliam Dow Professor
of Political Economy in M'Gill University,
Montreal. ECONOMIC PRINCIPLES.
Detny Svo. ys. 6d. net.

Fortescue(iVIrs. G.). See Little Books on Art.

Eraser (David). A MODERN CAM-
PAIGN ; OR, WAR AND WIRELESS
TELEGRAPHY IN THE FAR EAST.
Illustrated. Cr. Svo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Eraser (J, F.). ROUND THE WORLD
ON A WHEEL. With 100 Illustrations.

Fourth Edition Cr. Svo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
French (W.), I\LA. See Textbooks of

Science.
Freudenreich (Ed. von). DAIRY BAC-
TERIOLOGY. A Short Manual for the
Use of Students. Translated by J. R.
Ainsworth Davis, M.A. Second Edition.
Revised. Cr. Svo. is. 6d.

Fulford (H. W.), M.A. See Churchman's
Bible.

C. G., and F. C. G. JOHN BULL'S AD-
VENTURES IN THE FISCAL WON-
DERLAND. By Charles Geake. With
46 Illustrations by F. Carruthers Gould.
Second Edition. Cr. Svo. xs. net.

*GalIaher(D.)and Stead (D. VS'.). THE
COMPLETE RUGBY FOOTBALLER.
With an Account of the Tour of the New
Zealanders in England. With Illustra-

tions. Demy Svo. \os. 6d. net.

Qallichan(VV. M.). See Little Guides.
Gambado (Geoffrey, Esq.). See I.P.L.
Gaskell (Mrs.). See Little Library and

Standard Library.
Gasquet, the Right Rev. Abbot, O.S.B. See

Antiquary's Books.
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GeorKe(H. B.)> M.A., Fellow ofNewColIege,
Oxford. JJATTLES OF ENGLISH HIS-
TORY. With numerous Plans. Fourth
Edition. Revised, with a new Chapter
including the South African War. C>: Sz'<7.

3^. (>d.

A HISTORICAL GEOGRAPHY OF THE
BRITISH EMPIRE. Second Edition.
Cr. %vo. 3^. (>d.

Gibbins (H. de B.). Litt.D., M.A. IN-
DUSTRY IN ENGLAND : HISTORI-
CAL OUTLINES. With 5 Maps. Fourth
Edition. Demy Zvo. \as. 6d.

A COMPANION GERMAN GRAMMAR.
Cr. &ZIO. IS. bd.

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF
ENGLAND. E/cfenth Edition. Revised.
With Maps and Plans. Cr. d,TO. 31.ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS.
Second Edition. Cr. %i'o. is. 6d.
See also Commercial Series and .S.Q S.

Gibbon (Edward), THE DECLINE AND
FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE.
A New Edition, edited with Notes, Appen-
dices, and Map*;, by J. B. Bury, I\I.A.,

Litt.ID., Regius Professor of Greek at Cam-
bridge. In Seven Volumes. Demy Zz'o.

Gilt ioJ>, Zs. 6d. each. Also, Cr. Zvo. 6s,

each.

MEMOIRS OF MY LIFE AND WRIT-
INGS. Edited by G. Bikkbeck Hill,
LL.D. Demy Zvo, Gilt top. Zs. bd. Also
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

See also Standard Library.
Gibson (E. C. S.), D.p., Lord Bishop of

Gloucester. See Westminster Commentaries,
Handbooks of Theology, and Oxford Bio-

graphies.
Gilbert (A. R.). See Little Books on Art.

Gloag: (iVl.). See K. Wyatt.
Godfrey (Elizabeth). A BOOK OF RE-
MEMBRANCE. Edited by. Fca/: 8z'o.

ss. 6d. net.

Godley(A. D.), M.A., Fellow of Magdalen
College, Oxford. LYRA FRIVOLA.
Third Edition. Fcap. Zvo. zs. 6d.

VERSES TO ORDER. Second Edition.

Fcap. Zvo. 2,v. 6d.

SECOND STRINGS. Fcnp. Ziw. 2s. 6d.
Goldsmith (Oliver). THE VICAR OF
WAKEFIELD. Fcnp. 32W<7. With 10
Plates in Photogravure by Tony Johannot.
Leather, is. 6d. net. See also l.P.L. and
Standard Library.

Goodrich = Freer (A.). IN A SYRIAN
SADDLE._ DctnyZvo. -js.ed.nct.
A Colonial Edition is also published.

Goudge (H. L.), M.A., Principal of Wells
Theological College. See WestminsterCom-
mentaries.

Graham (P. Anderson). See S.Q.S.
Granger (F. S.), M.A., Litt.D. PSYCH-
OLOGY. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 2S. bd.

THE SOUL OF A CHRISTIAN. Cr. Zvo.
6s.

Grav(E.M'Queen). GERMAN PASSAGES
FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Cr.
Zvo. IS. 6d.

Gray (P. L.), B.Sc. THE PRINCIPLES OF
MAGNETISM AND ELECTRICITY:
an Elementary Text-Book. With 181

Diagrams. Cr. Z710. y. 6d.

Green (G. Buckland), M.A., late Fellow
of St. John's College, Oxen. NOTES ON
GREEK AND LATIN SYNTAX. Cr.
Zvo. 3^. 6d.

Green (E. T.), M.A. See Churchman's
Library.

Greenidge (A. H. J.), M.A. A HISTORY
OF ROME: During the Later Republic
and the Early Principate. In Si.v Volumes.

Demy Zvo. Vol. I. (133-104 li.c ). \as. 6d.

net.

Qreenwell (Dora). See Miniature Library.
Gregory (R. A.). THE VAULT OF
HEAVEN. A Popular Introduction to

Astronomy. Illustrated. Cr. Zz'o. 2S. 6d.

Gregory (Miss E. C). See Library of
Devotion.

Grevilie Minor. A MODERN JOURNAL.
Edited by J. A. Spender. Cr. Zvo.

35'. 6^/. net.

Grubb(H. C). .See Textbooks ofTechnology.
Guiney (Louisa I.). HURRELL
FROUDE : Memoranda and Comments.
Illustrated. Demy Zvo. 70s. 6d. net.

Gwynn(M. L.). A BIRTHDAY BOOK.
New and cheaper issue. Koyal Zvo. 5J. net.

Hackett (John), B.D. A HISTORY OF
THE ORTHODOX CHURCH OF
CYPRUS. With Maps and Illustrations.

Dcinf Zvo. 15s. net.

Haddon (A. C.), Sc.D., F.R.S. HEAD-
HUNTERS BLACK, WHITE, AND
BROWN. With many Illustrations and a

Map. DemvZvo. t-^s.

Hadfield (R. A.). See S.Q..S.
Hall (R. N.) and Neal (W. G.). THE
ANCIENT RUINS OF RHODESIA.
Illustrated, Second Edition, revised.

Demy Zvo. 10s. 6d. net.
A Colonial Edition is also published.

Hall (R. N.). GREAT ZIMBABWE.
With numerous Plans and Illustrations.

Secof'd Edition. I\oyalZvp. 21s. net.

Hamilton (F. J.), D.D. See Byzantine Texts.
Hammond (J. L.). CHARLES JAMES
FOX. Demy Zvo. los. M.

Hannay (D.). A SHORT HISTORY OF
THE ROYAL NAVY, Illustrated. Two
Voiitmes. DemyZz'O. ys. (id. each. Vol.1.
1200-l6SS.

Hannay (James O.), M.A. THE SPIRIT
AND ORIGIN OF CHRISTIAN
MONASTICISM. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE WISDOM OFTHEDESERT. Fca/.
Zzw. 3^. 6d. net.

Hare (A, T.), M.A. THE CONSTRUC-
TION OF LARGE INDUCTION COILS.
With numerous Diagrams. Demy Zvo. 6s.
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Harrison (Clifford). READING AND
RKADKKS. Fca/'.&vo. 2S. 6d.

Hawthorne (Nathaniel). Sec Little Library.

HEALTH, WEALTH AND WISDOM.
Cr. 8tjc. is. net.

Heath (Frank R.). See Little Guides.
Heath (Dudley). Sec Connoisseur's Library.
Hello (Ernest). STUDIES IN SAINT-
SHIP. Tr.inslated from the French by
V. W. CuAwi'OKii. Fcap^vo. -^s.dd.

Henderson (B. \V.), Fellow of Exeter
Colk^'e, Oxford. THE LIFE AND
PRINCIPATE OF THE EMPEROR
NERO. Illustrated. New and cheaper
issue. Demy Zvo. ys. 6d. net.

AT INTERVALS. FcapZ-Jo. 2s. 6d. net.

Henderson (T. F.). See Little Library and
Oxford Hiosraphies.

Henley (W. E.). See Half-Crown Library.
Henson(H. H.), B.D., Canon of Westminster.
APOSTOLICCHRISTIANITY: As Illus-

trated by the Epistles of St. Paul to the
Corinthians. Cr. Svo. 6s.

LIGHT AND LEAVEN : Historical and
Social Sermons. Cr. S7/0. 6s.

DISCIPLINE AND L.\W. Fcaji. Svo.

2S. 6d.

Herbert (George). See Library of Devotion.
Herbert of Cherbury (Lord). See Minia-

ture Library.
Hewins (VV. A. S.), B.A. ENGLISH
TRADE AND FINANCE IN THE
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. Cr. Zvo.

2s. 6d.

Hewitt (Ethel M.) A GOLDEN DIAL.
A Day Book of Prose and Verse. Fcap.
Zzw. zs. 6d. net.

Heywood (W.). PALIO AND PONTE :

A Book of Tuscan Games. Illustrated.

Royal Zvo. 21s.net.
Hilbert (T.). See Little Blue Books.
Hill (Clare). See Textbooks of Technology.
Hill (Henry), B.A., Headmaster of the Boy's

High -School, Worcester, Cape Colony. A
SOUTH AFRICAN ARITHMETIC.
Cr. Zzio. is. 6d.

Hillegas (Howard C). WITH THE
BOER FORCES. With 24 Illustrations.

Second Edition. Cr. Sz/o. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Hirst (F. W.) See Books on Business.
Hobhouse (Emily). THE BRUNT OF I

THE WAR. With Map and Illustrations.

Cr. Sz'O. 6s. 1

\ Colonial Edition is also published.
Hobhouse(L. T.), Fallow of C.C.C, Oxford. :

THE THEORY OF KNOWLEDGE.
I

Demy %vo. ict. 6d. 7iet.

Hobson(J. A.), M.A. INTERNATIONAL
TRADF2 : A Study of Economic Principles.
Cr. Zvo. 2S. 6d. net.

PROBLEMS OF POVERTY. Fifth Edition.
Cr. Zz'o. -.IS. 6d.

UodgUin (T.), D.C.L. See Leaders of

Religion.

A

Hodg8on(Mrs, W.) HOW TO IDENTIFY
OLD CHINESE PORCELAIN. Second
Edition. Post Zvo. 6s.

Hogg (Thomas Jefferson). SHELLEY
AT OXFORD. With an Introduction by
R. A. Stkeatfeild. Fcap. Zvo. 2s. net.

Holdcn°Stone (Q. de). Sec Books on
Business.

Holdich (Sir T. H.), K.C.I.E. THE
INDIAN BORDERLAND: beinjj a
Personal Record of Twenty Years. Illus-

trated. Demy Zvo. 10s. 6d. net.

A Colonial F'.dition is also published.
Holdsworth (W. S.). M.A. A FIISTORY
OF ENGLISH LAW. In Two Volumes.
Vol. I. Demy Zvo. jos. 6d. net.

Holland (Canon Scott). See Library of

Devotion.
Holt (Emily). THE SECRET OF POPU-
LARITY : How to Achieve Social Success.
Cr. Zvo. 3,?. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Holyoake(Q. J.). THE CO-OPERATIVE
MOVEMENT TO-DAY. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 2S. 6d.

Hone (Nathaniel J.). See Antiquary's Books.

Hoppner. See Little Galleries.

Horace. See Classical Translations.

Horsburgh (E. L. S.). M.A. WATF:RL00 :

A Narrative and Criticism. With Plans.
Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. ^s. See also

Oxford Biographies.
Horth (A. C). See Textbooks of Technology.
Horton(R. F.), D.D. See Leaders of Religion.
Hosie (Alexander). MANCHURIA. With

Illustrations and a Map. Second Edition.

Demy Zvo. ys. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
How (F. D.). SIX GREAT SCHOOL-
MASTERS. With Portraits and Illustra-

tions. Second Edition. Demy Zvo. ys. 6d.

Howell (Q.). SeeS. Q. S.

Hudson (Robert). MEMORIALS OF A
WARWICKSHIRE PARISH. Illustrated.

Demy Zvo. 15^. net.

Hughes (C. E.). THE PRAISE OF
SHAKESPEARE. An English Anthol-

ogy. With a Preface by Sidney Lee.
Demy Sz'O. 3^. 6d. net.

Hughes (Thomas). TOM BROWN'S
SCHOOLDAYS. With an Introduction
and Notes by Ver.von Rendall. Leather.
Roval i2mo. 2S. 6d. net.

Hutchinson (Horace G.) THE NEW
FOREST. Illustrated in colour with

so Pictures by Walter Tyndale and 4
by Miss Lucy Kemp Welch. Large
Demy Zvo. 2\s. net.

Huttqn (A. W.), M.A. See Leaders of

Religion and Library of Devotion.
Hutton (Edward). THE CITIES OF
UMBRIA.

_
With many Illustrations, of

which 20 are in Colour, by A. Pib.\. Second
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
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ENGLISH LOVE POEMS. Edited with
an Introduction. Fcap. %vo. 3.?. td. net.

Hutton (R. H.). See Leaders of Religion.

Hutton (W. H.), RLA. THE LIFE OF
SIR THOMAS MORE. With Portraits.

Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. $s. See also

Leaders of Religion.

Hyett fF. A.). A SHORT HISTORY OF
FLORENCE. Demy Zvo. 7s. 6d. net.

Ibsen (Henrik). BRAND. A Drama.
Translated by WilliAur Wilson. Third
Edition. Cr. ^vo. 3^. 6d.

Inge (W. R.), M.A., Fellow and Tutor of
Hertford College, Oxford. CHRISTIAN
MYSTICISM. The Bampton Lectures for

iSgg. Demy ^Z'o. 12s. 6d. net. See also

Library of Devotion.

Innes(A. D.), M.A. A HISTORY OF THE
BRITISH IN INDIA. With Maps and
Plans. Cr. ?>vo. 6.v.

ENGLAND UNDER THE TUDORS.
With Maps. Demy %vo. 10s. 6d. net.

Jackson (C. E.), B.A. See Textbooks of
Science.

Jackson (S.), M.A. See Commercial Series.

Jackson (F. Hamilton). See Little Guides.
Jacob (F.), M.A. See Junior Examination

Series.

Jeans (J. Stephen). See S. Q. S. and Busi-
ness Books.

Jeffreys (D. Gwyn). DOLLY'S THEATRI-
CALS. Described and Illustrated with 24
Coloured Pictures. SiipcrRoyalidino. is.dd.

Jenks (E.), M.A., Reader of Law in the

University of Oxford. ENGLISH LOCAL
GOVERNMENT. Cr. %vp. is. 6d.

Jenner (Mrs. H.). See Little Books on An.
Jessopp (Augustus), D.D. See Leaders of

Religion.
Jevons (F. B.), M.A., Litt.D., Principal of

Bishop Hatfield's Hall, Durham. RE-
LIGION IN EVOLUTION. Cr. Zvo.

3J. 6d. net.

See also Churchman's Library and Hand-
books of Theology.

Johnson (Mrs. Barham). WILLIAM BOD-
HAM DONNE AND HIS FRIENDS.
Illustrated. Demv'&vo. los.dd.nei.

Johnston (Sir H. H.), K.C.B. BRITISH
CENTRAL AFRICA. With nearly 200
Illustrations and Si.K Maps. Third Edition.
Cr. ^to. lis. net.

A Colonial Edition is aUo published.
Jones (R. Crompton), M.A. POEMS
OF THE INNER LIFE. Selected by.
Eleven th Edition. Fcap. ?>vo. is. 6d. net.

Jones (H.). See Com.mercial Series.

Jones (L. A. Atherley), K.C., M.P., and
Bellot (Hu?h H. L.). THE MINERS-
GUIDE TO THE COAL MINES
REGULATION ACTS. Cr.Zvo. 2s. 6d. net.

"COMMERCE IN WAR. DemyZvo. 21^.

net.

Jonson (Ben). See Standard Library.

Julian (Lady) of Norwich. REVELA-
TIONS OF DIVINE LOVE. Edited by
Grace Wakkack. Cr. Zvo. y. 6d.

Juvenal. See Classical Translations.

'Kappa.' LET YOUTH BUT KNOW:
A Plea for Reason in Education. Cr. Zvo.

^s. 6d. net.

Kaufmann (M.). See S. Q. S.

Keating (J. F.), D.D. THE AGAPE AND
THE EUCHARIST. Cr. Zvo. y. (>d.

Keats (John). THE POEMS OF. Edited
with Introduction and Notes by E. de Selin-

court, M.A. Demy ?>vo. ys. 6d. tict. See
also Little Library, Standard Library, and
E. de Selincourt.

Keble(John). THE CHRISTIAN YEAR.
With an Introduction and Notes by W. Lock,
D.D., Warden of Keble College. Illustrated

by R. Anning Bell. Third Edition. Fcap.
Zzio. 3J. td. ; padded inorocco, $s. See also

Library of Devotion.

Kempis (Thomas h). THE IMITATION
OF CHRIST. With an Introduction by
Dean Farrar. Illustrated by C. M. Gere.
ThirdEdition. Fcap. Zvo. 3*. 6d.; padded
morocco, ^s.

Also Translated by C. BiGG, D.D. Cr.
Zvo. 3i. dd. .See also Library of Devotion
and Standard Library.

Kennedy (Bart.). THE GREEN
SPHINX. Cr.Zvo. 1.5. 6d.net.
A Colonial Edition is also published.

Kennedy (James Houghton), D.D., Assist-

ant Lecturer in Divinity in the University of
Dublin. ST. PAUL'S SECOND AND
THIRD EPISTLES TO THE CORIN-
THIANS. With Introduction, Dissertations
and Notes. Cr. Zvo. bs.

KestelKJ. D.). THROUGH SHOT AND
FLAME : Being the Adventures and Ex-

periences of J. D. Kestell, Chaplain to

General Christian de Wet. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Kimmins (C. W.), M.A. THE CHEMIS-
TRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH. IIlus-

trated. Cr. Zvo. zs. 6d.

Kinglake (A. W.). See Little Library.

Kipling (Rudyard). BARRACK-ROOM
BALLADS. 73rd Thousand. Twenty-
first Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
THE SEVEN SEAS. 62nd Thousand. Tenth

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
THE FIVE NATIONS. 41^/ Thousand.

Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s,

A Colonial Edition is also published
DEPARTMENTAL DITTIES. Sixteenth

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Knight (Albert E.). THE COMPLETE
CRICKETER. Illustrated. Demy 8vo.

7s. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
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KnowHng: (R. J.)i M.A., Professor of New
'rcstament Exegesis at King's College,
London. See Westminster Commentaries.

Lamb (Charles and Mary), THE WORKS
OF'. Edited by E. V. Lucas. Illustrated.

Tn Seven Volumes. DemyZvo. Ts.6d.each.
THE LIFE OF. See E. V. Lucas.

See also Little Library.

Lambert (F. A. H.). See Little Guides.

Lambros (Professor). See Byzantine Te.xts.

Lane- Poole fStanley). A HISTORY OF
EGYPT IN THE MIDDLE AGES. Fully
Illustrated. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Langbridge(F.),M.A. BALLADS OF THE
BRAVE : Poems of Chivalry, Enterprise,

Courage, and Constancy. Second Edition.
Cr. Zvo. iS. 6d.

Law (VVilHam). See Library of Devotion
and Standard Library.

Leach (Henry). THE DUKE OF DEVON-
.SHIRE. A Biography. With 12 Illustra-

tions. Demy Svo. 12s. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Le Braz (Anatole). THE LAND OF
PARDONS. Translated by Frances M.
GosTLiNG. Illustrated in colour. Crown
Szio. 6s.

Lee (Captain L. Melville). A HISTORY
OF POLICE IN ENGLAND. Cr. Svo.

3^. 6d. net.

Leigh (Percival). THE COMIC ENGLISH
GRAMMAR. Embellished with upwards
of 50 characteristic Illustrations by John
Leech. Post z6»to. is. 6d. net.

Lewes (V. B.), M.A. AIR AND WATER.
Illustrated. Cr. Svo. q.s. 6d.

Lewis (Mrs. Qwyn). A CONCISE
HANDBOOK OF GARDEN SHRUBS.
Illustrated. Fcap.Svo. is.6d. net.

Lisle (Fortun^ede). See Little Bookson Art.

Littlehales(H.). See Antiquary's Books.
Lock (Walter), D.D., Warden of Keble

College. ST. PAUL, THE MASTER-
BUILDER. Second Edition. Cr. Svo.

n,s. 6d.

THE BIBLE AND CHRISTIAN LIFE.
C>. Svo. 6s.

See also Leaders of Religion and Library
of Devotion.

Locker (F.). See Little Library.
Longfellow (H. W.). See Little Library.
Lorimer (George Horace). LETTERS
FROM A SELF-MADE MERCHANT
TO HIS SON. Fourteenth Edition. C?.
Svo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
OLD GORGON GRAHAM. Second Edition.

Cr. Svo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Lover (Samuel). See LP. L.

E. V. L. and C. L.fQ. ENGLAND DAY BY
DAY : Or, The Englishman's Handbook to

Efficiency. Illustrated by George Morkow,
Fjurth Edition. Fcap. i,to. is. net.

Lucas (E. v.). THE LIFE OF CHARLES
LAMB. With numerous Portraits and
Illustrations. Third Edition. Two Vols.

Demy Svo. 21s.net.
A Colonial Edition is also published.

A WANDERER IN HOLLAND. With
many Illustrations, of which 20 are in Colour

by Herbert Marshall. Fi/th Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
THE OPEN ROAD : a Little Book for Way-

farers. Ninth Edition. Fcap. Svo. ^s. \

India Paper, -js. 6d.

THE FRIENDLY TOWN : a Little Book
for the Urbane. Second Edition. Fcap.
Svo. 5J. ; India Paper, ts. 6d.

Lucian. See Classical Translations.

Lyde (L. W.), M.A. See Commercial Series.

Lydon (Noel S.). See Junior School Books.

Lyttelton (Hon. Mrs. A.). WOMEN AND
THEIR WORK. Cr. Svo. is. 6d.

M. M. HOW TO DRESS AND WHAT TO
WEAR. Cr. Svo. is. net.

Macaulay (Lord). CRITICAL AND HIS-
TORICAL ESSAYS. EditedbyF. C.Mon-
tague, M.A. Three P'oluincs. Cr. Svo. iSs.

The only edition of this book completely
annotated.

M'AIlen(J. E. B.), M.A. See Commercial
.Series.

MacCulloch (J. A.). See Churchman's
Library.

MacCunn (Florence A.). MARY STUART.
With over 60 Illustrations, including a

Frontispiece in Photogravure. Demy Svo.

iQS. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published. See
also Leaders of Religion.

McDermott(E. R.). SeelBooks on Business.

M'Dowall(A. S.). See O.xford Biographies.
Mackay(A. M.). See Churchman's Library.
Magnus (Laurie), M.A. A PRIMER OF
WORDSWORTH. Cr. Svo. is. 6d.

Mahaffy (J. P.), Litt.D. A HISTORY OF
THE EGYPT OF THE PTOLEMIES.
Fully Illustrated. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Maitland(F. W.), LL.D., Downing Professor
of the Laws of England in the University of

Cambridge. CANON LAW IN ENG-
L.'^ND. RoyalSvo. ts. 6d.

Maiden (H. E.), M.A. ENGLISH RE-
CORDS. A Companion to the History of

England. Cr. Svo. 3^. 6d.
THE ENGLISH CITIZEN : HIS RIGHTS
AND DUTIES. Fi/th Edition. Cr. Svo.
IS. 6d.

A SCHOOL HISTORY OF SURREY
Illustrated. Cr. Svo. is. 6d.

Marchant (E. C), M.A., Fellow of Peter-

house, Cambridge. A GREEK ANTHO-
LOGY Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 3^. 6d.

Marchant(C. E.)), M.A., and Cook(A. M.).
M.A. PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN
TRANSLATION. Third Edition. Cr.
Svo. .3i. 6d.
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Marlowe (Christopher). See Standard

Library.

Marr(J. E.), F.R.S., F How ofSt John's Col-

lege. Cambridge. THE SCIENTIFIC
STUDY OF SCENERY. Second Edition.
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. ds.

AGRICULTURAL GEOLOGY. Illustrated.

Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Marvell (Andrew). See Little Library.

Masefield (John). SEA LIFE IN NEL-
SON'S TIME. Illustrated. Cr. 2,vo.

3^. 6d. net.

ON THE SPANISH MAIN. With Por-
traits and Illustrations. DemyZvo. los.Od.

net.
A Colonial Edition is also published.

Alaskell (A.). See Connoisseur's Library.

Mason (A. J.), D.D. See Leaders of Religion.

Massee(Geors:e). THE EVOLUTION OF
PLANT LIFE : Lower Forms. Illustrated.

Cr. %vo. IS. 6d.

Massinger (P.). See Standard Library.

Masterman(C. F. Q.), M.A. TENNYSON
AS A RELIGIOUS TEACHER. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.

Matheson (Mrs. E. F.). COUNSELS OF
LIFE. Eca/. Svo. 2S. 6d. net.

.May (Phil). THE PHIL MAY ALBUM.
Second Edition. \to. is. net.

Mellows (Emma S.). A SHORT STORY
OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Cr.
Zvo. y. 6d.

."Methuen (A. M. S.). THE TRAGEDY
OF SOUIH .\FRICA. Cr. Zvo. is. net.

Also Cr. Z--0. ^d. net.

A revised and enlarged edition of the
author's

' Peace or War in South
Africa.'

ENGL.AND'S RUIN : Discussed in Six-
teen Letters to the Right Hon.
Joseph Chamberlain, M.P. Seventh Edi-
tion. Cr. Zro. -^d. net.

Michell (E. B,). THE ART AND PRAC-
TICE OF HAWKING. With 3 Photo-

gravures by G. E. Lodge, and other Illus-

trations. Demy Zvo. 10s. 6d.

Millais (J. Q.). THE LIFE AND LET-
TERS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT
MILLAIS, President ofthe Royal Academy.
With many Illustrations, of which 2 are in

Photogravure. jV«y Edition. Demy Zi'o.

7i. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Millin (G. F.). PICTORIAL GARDEN-

ING. Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 3^. 6d. net.

Minis (C. T.), M.LM.E. See Textbooks of

Technology.
Milne (J. G.), M.A. A HISTORY OF
ROMAN EGYPT. Fully Illustrated.
Cr. ivo. ts.

Milton (John), THE POEMS OF, BOTH
ENGLISH AND LATIN, Compos'd at

several times. Printed by his true Copies.
The Songs were set in Musick by Mr.

Henky Lav.'es, Gentleman of the Kings
Chappel, and one of His Majesties Private

Musick.
Printed and publish'd according to Order.

Printed by Ruth Raworth for Hum-
phrey INIosELEY, and are to be sold at the

signe of the Princes Armes in Pauls Church-

yard, 1645,
See also Little Library, Standard Library,

and R. F. Towndrow.
Minchin (H. C.),M. A. See R. Peel.

Mitchell (P. Chalmers), M.A. OUTLINES
OF BIOLOGY. Illustrated. Second Edi-
tion. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Mitton (Q. E.). JANE AUSTEN AND
HER TIMES. With many Portraits and
Illustrations. Second Edition. Demy Zvo.

10s. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
' Moil (A.).' See Books on Business.

Moir (D. M.). See Little Library.
Money (L. G. Chiozza). RICHES AND
POVERTY. Second Edition Demy Zvo.

55. net.

Montaig-ne. See C. F. Pond.
Moore (H. E.). See S. Q. S.

Moran(ClarenceQ.). See Bookson Business.

More (Sir Thomas). See Standard Library.
Morfill (W. R.), Oriel College, Oxford. A
HISTORY OF RUSSIA FROM PETER
THE GRE.A.T TO ALEXANDER II.

With Maps and Plans. Cr.Zvo. -^s. bd.

Morich (R. J.), late of Clifton College. See
School Examination Series.

Morris (J.). THE MAKERS OF JAPAN.
With many portraits and Illustrations.

Demy Zvo. zis. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Morris (J. E.). See Little Guides.
Morton (Miss Anderson). See Miss Brod-

rick.

THE MOTOR YE.\R-BOOK FOR 1906.
With many Illustrations and Diagrams.
Detnv Zvo. ys. 6d. net.

Moule(H. C. G.), D.D., Lord Bishop of Dur-
ham. See Leaders of Religion.

Muir (M, M. Pattison), M.A. THE
CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. Illustrated.

Cr. Zvo. zs. 6d.

Mundella (V. A.), M.A. See J. T. Dunn.
Munro(R.), LL.D. See Antiquary's Books.
Naval Officer (A). See I. P. L.
Neal (W. G.). See R. N. Hall.

Newman (J. H.)and others. See Library
of Devotiun.

Nichols (J. B. B.), See Little Library.
Nicklin (T.), M.A. EXAMINATION
PAPERS IN THUCYDIDES. Cr. Zvo. 2S.

Nimrod. See I. P. L.

Norgate (G. Le G.). SIR WALTER
SCOTT. Illustrated. Demy Zvo, ys.6d.nei.
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Norregaard (B. W.). THE GREAT
SIKGE : Tlie Investment and Fall of Port

Arthur. Illustrated. DemyZvo. Tos.6if.ttet.

Northcote (James), R.A. THK CONVKR-
SATIONS OF JAMES NORTHCOTE,
R.A., AND JAMES WARD. Edited by
Ernest Fletcher. With many Portraits.

Demy Z710. 1 o.v. 61/.

Norway (A. H.). NAPLES. With 25 Col-

oured Illustrations by Maurice Greiffen-
iiAGEN. A New Edition. Cr. 8ro^ 6s.

Novalis. TH 10 DISCIPLES AT SAIS AND
OTHER FRAGMENTS. Edited by Miss

Una DiKCH. J-'ca/. Sz)a. y. 6d.

Oldfield (VV. J.), Canon of Lincoln. A
PRIMER OF RELIGION. Fcap Zvo.

2S. 6d.

Oliphant (Mrs. ). See Leaders of Religion.

Oinan(C. VV. C), M.A., Fellow of All Souls',

Oxford. A HISTORY OF THE ART OF
WAR. Vol. II.: The Middle Ages, from

the Fourth to the Fourteenth Century. Illus-

trated. Demy Zva. los. 6J. oiet.

Ottley (R. L.), D.D. See Handbooks of

Theology and Leaders of Religion.

Overton (J. H.). See Leaders of Religion.

Owen (Douglas). See Books on Business.

Oxford (M. N.), ofGuv's Hospital. A HAND-
BOOK OF NURSING. Third Edition.

Cr. °vo. y. 6d.

Pakes (W. C. C). THE SCIENCE OF
HYGIENE. Illustrated. DemyZvo. 13^.

Palmer(Frederick). WITH KUROKI IN
M A N C H U R I A. Illustrated. Third
Edition. Demy Svo. 7s. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Parker (Gilbert). A LOVER'S DIARY.
Fcap. Sva. ^s.

Parkes (A. K.). SMALL LESSONS ON
GREAT TRUTHS. Ecap. Svo. js. 6d.

Parkinson (John). PARADISI IN SOLE
PARADISUS TERRESTRIS, OR A
GARDEN OF ALL SORTS OF PLEA-
SANT FLOWERS. Eoiio. ^£4, 4s. net.

Parmenter (John). HELIO-TROPES, OR
NEW POSIES FOR SUNDIALS, 1623.
Edited by Percival Landon. Quarto.
3^. 6d. net.

Parraentier (Prof. Leon). See Byzantine
Texts.

Pascal. See Library of Devotion.

Paston (Qeorze). SOCIAL CARICA-
TURES IN THE EIGHTEENTH
CENTURY. ImperialQuarto. £2, 125. 6d.

net. Seealso Little Bookson Art and I.P.L.

l>aterson(W. R.)(Benj.amin Swift). LIFE'S
QUESTIONINGS. Cr.&vo. -^s. 6d. net.

Patterson (A. H.). NOTES OF AN EAST
COAST NATURALIST. Illustrated in

Colour by F. Sovthgate. Second Edition.
Cr. %vo. 6s.

NATURE IN EASTERN NORFOLK.
A series of observations on the Birds,

Fishes, Mammals, Reptiles, and stalk-

eyed Crustaceans found in that neigh-

bourhood, with a list of the species. With
12 Illustrations in colour, by Frank
SoUTHGATE. Second Edition. Cr. &vo. 6s.

Peacock (N.). See Little Books on Art.

Pearce (E. H.), M.A. ANNALS OF
CHRIST'S HOSPITAL. Illustrated.

Demy Zto. ts. 6d.

Peel (Robert), and Minchin (H. C), M.A.
OXFORD. With 100 Illustrations in

Colour. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Peel (Sidney), late Fellow of Trinity College,

Oxford, and Secretary to the Royal Com-
mission on the Licensing Laws. PRACTI-
CAL LICENSING REFORM. Second
Edition. Cr. Zvo. is. 6d.

Peters (J. P.), D.D. See Churchman's

Library.

Petrie (W. M. Flinders), D. C. L. , LL. D. ,
Pro-

fessor of Egyptology at University College.
A HISTORY OF EGYPT, from the
Earliest Times to the Present Day.

Fully Illustrated. /« six volumes. Cr.

Zvo. 6s. each.

Vol. I. Prehistoric Times to XVIth
Dynasty. Fifth Edition.

Vol. II. The XVIIth and XVIIIth
Dynasties. Fourth Edition.

Vol. hi. XIXth to XXXth Dynasties.
Vol. IV. The Egyi'T of the Ptolemies.

J. P. Mahaffy. Litt.D.

Vol. v. R0.MAN Ec;vpt. J. G. Milne, M.A.
V(JL. VI. Egypt in the Middle Ages.
Stanley Lane-Poole, M.A.

RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN
ANCIENT EGYPT. Illustrated. Cr.

Zvo. IS. 6d,

SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL
ELAMARNA TABLETS. Cr.Zvo. 2s. 6d.

EGYPTIAN TALES. Illustrated by Tris-

tram Ellis. In Two Volumes. Cr. Zvo.

qy. 6d. each.

EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. With
120 Illustrations. Cr.Zvo. y. 6d.

Phillips (W. A.). See Oxford Biographies.

Phillpotts (Eden). INIY DEVON YEAR.
With 3S Illustrations by J. Ley Pethy-
ERiDGE. Second and Cheaper Edition.

Larre Cr. Zvo. 6s.

UP ALONG AND DOWN ALONG.
Illustrated by Claude Shepperson.
Cr. ^to. y. net.

A volume of poems.
Pienaar (Philip). WITH STEYN AND
DE WET. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo.

y. 6d.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Plarr (Victor Q.) and Walton (F. W.). A
SCHOOL HISTORY OF MIDDLE-
SEX. Illustrated. Cr. Svo. is. 6d.

Plato. See Standard Library.
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Plautus. THE CAPTIVI. Edited, with
an Introduction, Textual Notes, and a Com-
mentary, by W. M. Lindsay, Fellow of

Jesus College, Oxford. Defny ?>vo, \os. td.
net.

Plowden=Wardlaw (J. T.), B.A., King's
College, Cambridge. See School Examina-
tion Series.

Podmore (Frank), MODERN SPIRI-
TUALISM. Two Volumes. Demy Zzio.

21^. net.

A History and a Criticism.

Poer (J. Patrick Le). A MODERN
LEGIONARY.

Cr._?,vo.
6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Pollard (Alice). See Little Books on Art.

Pollard (A. W.). OLD PICTURE BOOKS.
Illustrated. Demy^vo. js.6d.net.

Pollard (Eliza F.). See Little Books on Art.

Pollock (David), M.I.N.A. See Books on
Business.

Pond (C. F.). A DAY BOOK OF MON-
TAIGNE. Edited by. Fcap. Zvo. y. 6d.
vet.

Potter (M. C), M.A., F.L.S. A TEXT-
BOOK OFAGRICULTURAL BOTANY.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. Sva.

4S. 6d.

Power (J. O'Connor). THE MAKING
OF AN ORATOR. C?: Svo. 6s.

Pradeau (G.). A KEY TO THE TIME
ALLUSIONS IN THE DIVINE
COMEDY. ^VithaDiaI. Small quarto.
3J. 6d.

Prance (Q.). See Half-Crown Library.

Prescott(0. L.). ABOUT MUSIC, ANDWHAT IT IS MADE OF. Cr. Zvo.

3^. 6d. net.

Price (L. L.), M.A., Fellow of Oriel College,
Oxon. A HISTORY OF ENGLISH
POLITICAL ECONOMY. Fourth Edi-
Hon. Cr. Qvo. 2J-. 6d.

Primrose (Deborah). A MODERN
BtEOTIA. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Pugin and Rowlandson. THE MICRO-
COSM OF LONDON, OR London in
Miniature. With 104 Illustrations in
colour, /u Three Vohtmes. Small ^to.
£3, 3s. net.

' Q •

(A. T. Quiller Couch). See Half-Crown
Library.

Qiievedo Villegas. See Miniature Library.
U.R. andE.S. THE WOODHOUSE COR-
RESPONDENCE. Cr. 8z>o. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Rackham (R, B.), M.A. See Westminster

Commentaries.

Randolph (B. W,), D.D. .See Library of
Devotion.

Rannie (D. W.), M.A. A STUDENT'S
HISTORY OK SCOTLAND. Cr. 8z>o.

3s. bd.

Rashdall (Hastings), M.A., Fellow and
Tutor of New College, Oxford. DOC-
TRINE^ AND DEVELOPMENT. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.

Rawstorne (Lawrence, Esq.). See I.P.L.

Raymond (Walter). A SCHOOL
HISTORY OF SOMERSETSHIRE.
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. js. 6d.

A Real Paddy. See I. PL.
Reason (W.), M.A. SeeS.Q.S.
Redfern (W. B.), Author of ' Ancient Wood

and Iron Work in Cambridge,' etc.
ROYAL AND HISTORIC GLOVES
AND ANCIENT SHOES. Profusely
Illustrated in colour and half-tone. Quarto,
£2, 2s. net.

Reynolds. See Little Galleries.
^Rhodes (W. E.). A SCHOOL HISTORY
OF LANCASHIRE. Illustrated. Cr.&vo.
IS. 6d.

Roberts (M. E.). See C. C. Channer.
Robertson (A.), D.D., Lord Bishop of

Exeter. REGNUM DEI. The Bampton
Lectures of igor. Demy ivo. \2S. 6d. net.

Robertson (C. Grant). M.A., Fellow of All
Souls' College, Oxford, Examiner in the
Honours School of Modern History, Oxford,
1901-1904. SELECT STATUTES, CASES,
.•\ND CONSTITUTIONAL DOCU-
MENTS, 1660-1832. Demy Svo. 10s. 6d.
net.

Robertson (C. Grant) and Bartholomew
(J. G.), F.R.S.E., F.R.G.S. A HIS-
TORICAL AND MODERN ATLAS OF
THEBRITISH EMPIRE. DcmyQjtarto.
45. 6d. net.

Robertson (Sir G. S.), K.C.S.I. See
Half-Crown Library.

Robinson (A. W.), M.A. See Churchman's
Bible.

Robinson (Cecilia). THE MINISTRY
OF DEACONESSES. With an Introduc-
tion by the late Archbishop of Canterbury.
Cr. Zvo. 35-. 6d.

Robinson (F. S.). See Connoisseur's Library.
Rochefoucauld (La). See Little Library.
Rodwell (G.), B.A. NEW TESTAMENT
GREEK. A Course for Beginners. With
a Preface by Walter Lock, D.D., Warden
of Keble College. Fcap. S,vo. ys. 6d.

Roe (Fred). ANCIENT COFFERS AND
CUPBOARDS: Their History and De-
scription. Illustrated. Quarto. £2, V. net.

OLD OAK FURNITURE. With many
Illustrations by the Author, including a
frontispiece in colour. DemyZvo. ios.6d.
net.

Rogers (A. G. L.), M.A.
Business.

See Books on

Roscoe (E. S.). ROBERT HARLEY,EARL OF OXFORD. Illustrated. Demy
Svo. ys. 6d.
This is the only life of Harley in existence.
See also Little Guides.
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Rose (Edward). THE ROSE READER.
Illiistrati:d. Cr. ivo. -zs. dd. Also in 4

Parts. Farts I. and II. 6d. each ; Part
III. Zd.; Part IV. lod.

Rouse (W. H. D.). WORDS OF THE
ANCIENT WISE: Thoughts from Epic-
tetus and Marcus Aurelius. Edited by.

Fcaf'. 8e'0. y. dd. net.

Rowntree (Joshua). THE IMPERIAL
URUG TRADE. Second and Cheaper
Edition. Cr. ivo. is. net.

Ruble (A. E.), D.D. See Junior School
liooks.

Russell (W. Clark). THE LIFE OF
ADMIRAL LORD COLLINGWOOD.
With Illustrations by F. Brangwvn.
Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. (>s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

St. Anslem. See Library of Devotion.

St. Augustine. See Library of Devotion.

St. Cyres (Viscount). See Oxford Bio-

graphies.

St. Francis of Assisi. See Standard

Library.
•Saki' (H. Munro). REGINALD. Second

Edition. Fcap. Svo. is. 6d. net.

Sales (St. Francis de). See Library of

Devotion.
Salmon (A. L.). A POPULAR GUIDE
TO DEVON. Mcdiutn Svo. 6d. net. See
also Little Guides.

Sargeant (J.), M.A. ANNALS OF
WESTMINSTER SCHOOL. Illustrated.

Demy "ivo. -js. 6d.

Sathas(C. ). See Byzantine Texts.

Schmitt (John). See Byzantine Texts.

Scott (A. M.). WINSTON SPENCER
CHURCHILL. With Portraits and Illus-

trations. Cr. ?,vo. 3^. 6d.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
SeeIey(H.G.), F.R.S. DRAGONS OF THE

AIR. Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. ds.

Sells (V. P.), M.A. THE MECHANICS
OF DAILY LIFE. Illustrated. Cr. Svo.

2S. 6d.

Selous (Edmund). TOMMY SMITH'S
ANIMALS. Illustrated by G. W. Ord.
Fifth Edition. Fcap. Zvo. is. 6d.

Settle (J. H.). ANECDOTES OF
SOLDIERS. Cr.Svo. y. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Shakespeare (William).
THE FOUR FOLIOS, 1623; 1632; 1664;

16S5. Each Four Guineas fiet, or a com-

plete set, Tivelve Guineas net.

Folios 3 and 4 are ready.
Folio 2 is nearly ready.

The Arden Shakespeare.
Demy Svo. 2S. 6d. net each volume.
General Editor, W. J. Craig. An Edition
of Shakespeare in single Plays. Edited
with a full Introduction, Textual Notes,
and a Commentary at the foot of the page.

HAMLET. Edited by Edward Dowden,
Litt.D.

ROMEO AND JULIET. Edited by Edward
Dowden, Litt.D.

KING LEAR. Edited by W. J. Craig.

JULIUS CAESAR. Edited by M. Mac-
MILLAN, M.A.

THE TEMPEST. Edited by Moreton
Luce.

OTHELLO. Edited by H. C. Hart.
TITUS ANDRONICUS. Edited by H. B.

Baildon.
CYMBELINE. Edited by Edward Dowden.
THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR.

Edited by H. C. Hart.
A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM.

Edited by H. Cuningham.
KING HENRY V. F:dited by H. A. Evans.
ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL.

Edited by W. O. Brigstocke.
THE TAMING OF THE SHREW.
Edited by R. Warwick Bond.

TIMON OF ATHENS. Edited by K.

Deighton.
MEASURE FOR MEASURE. Edited by

H. C. Hart.
TWELFTH NIGHT. Edited by Moreton
Luce.

THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. Edited

by C. Knox Pooler.
TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. Edited by

K. Deightox.
The Little Quarto Shakespeare. Edited

by W. J. Craig. With Introductions and
Notes. Pott \6mo. In 40 Volumes.

Feather, price ts. net each volume.

Mahogany Revolving Book Case. loi. net.

See also Standard Library.

Sharp (A.). VICTORIAN POETS. Cr.

Svo. IS. bd.

Sharp (Cecil). See S. Baring-Gould.

Sharp (Mrs. E. A.). See Little Books on
Art.

Shedlock (J. S.) THE PIANOFORTE
SONATA. Cr. Zvo. 5^.

Shelley (Percy B.). ADONAIS ; an Elegy
on the death of John Keats, Author of
'

Endymion,' etc. Pisa. From the types of

Didot, 1821. 2^-. net.

Sheppard (H. F.), M.A. See S. Baring-
Gould.

Sherwell(Arthur), M.A. SeeS.Q.S.

Shipley (Alary E.). AN ENGLISH
CHURCH HISTORY FOR CHILD-
REN. With a Preface by the Bishop of

Gibraltar. With Maps and Illustrations.

Part I. Cr. Svo. 2S. 6d. net.

Sichel (Walter). DISRAELI : A Study
in Peisonality and Ideas. With 3 Portraits.

DemyS7'0. iis.6d.net.
A Colonial Edition is also published.
See also Oxford Biographies.

Sime (J.). See Little Books on Art.



i6 Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue

Simonson (Q. A.). FRANCESCO
GUARD I. With 41 Plates. Imperial
^to. £2, zs. net.

Sketchley(R. E. D.). See Little Books on
Art.

Skipton (H. P. K.). See Little Books on
Art.

Sladen (Douglas). SICILY: The New
Winter Resort. With over 200 Illustrations.

Second Edition. Cr. %vo. 5^. net.

Small (Evan), M.A.
_
THE EARTH. An

Introduction to Physiography. Illustrated.

Cr. Svo. 2S. 6d.

Smallwood (M. Q.). See Little Books on
Art.

Smedley(F. E.). Seel.P.T,.
Smith (Adam). THE WEALTH OF
NATIONS. Edited with an Introduction
and numerous Notes by Edwin Cannan,
M.A. Tzuo volu})ies. Demy Zvo. 21 j.

net.

See also English Library.
Smith (Horace and James). See Little

Library.
Smith (H. Bompas), M.A. A NEW
JUNIOR ARITHMETIC. Crown Zvo.

2s. 6d.

Smith (R. Mudie). THOUGHTS FOR
THE DAY. Edited by. Fca/. &vo.

3s. 6d, net.

Smith (Nowell C). See W. Wordsworth.
Smith (John Thomas). A BOOK FOR
A RAINY DAY : Or Recollections of the
Events of the Years 1766-1833. Edited by
Wilfred Written. Illustrated. Demy
uvo. I2S. 6r/. net.

Snell (P. J.). A BOOK OF EXMOOR.
Illustrated. Cr. 'ivo. 6s.

Snowden(C. E.). A HANDY DIGEST OF
BRITISH HISTORY. Demy Svo. 4s. 6d.

Sophocles. See Classical Translations.

Sornet(L. A.). See Junior .School Books.
South (Wilton E.), M.A. See Junior School

Books.

Southey (R.). ENGLISH SEAMEN.
Edited by David Hannav.

Vol. I. (Howard, Clifford, Hawkins,
Drake, Cavendish). Second Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

Vol. II. (Richard Hawkins, Grenville,
Essex, and Raleigh). Cr. S710. 6s.

See also Standard Library.
Spence(C. H.), M.A. See School Examina-

tion Series.

Spooner (W. A.), M.A. See Leaders of
Religion.

Staley (Edgcumbe). THE GUILDS OF
FLORENCE. Illustrated. Eoyai Svo.
16s. net.

Stanbridge (J. W.), B.D. See Library of
Devotion.

'Stancliffe.' GOLF DO'S AND DONT'S.
Second luiition. Fcap. Svo. \s.

Stead (D.W.). See D. Gallaher.

Stedman(A. M. M.), M.A.
INITIA LATINA : Easy Lessons on Elemen-

tary Accidence. Ninth Edition. Fcap.
S7J0. JS.

FIRST LATIN LESSONS. Nintk Edi-
tion. Cr. Svo. qs.

FIRST LATIN READER. With Notes
adapted to the Shorter Latin Primer and
Vocabulary. Sixth Edition revised. iStno.
IS. 6d.

EASY SELECTIONS FROM C^SAR.
The Helvetian War, Second Edition
zSjno. IS.

EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. The
Kings of Rome. iSmo. Second Edition.
IS. 6d.

EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN
TRANSLATION. Tenth Edition Fcap.
Svo. IS. 6d.

EXE.MPLA LATINA. First Exercises
in Latin Accidence. With Vocabulary,
Third Edition. Cr.Szw. \s.

EASY LATIN EXERCISES ON THE
SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER AND
REVISED LATIN PRIMER. With
Vocabulary. Tenth and Cheaper Edition,
re-written. Cr. Svo. is. 6d. Original
Edition. 2J. 6d. Kev, 31. net.

THE LATIN COMPOUND SENTENCE :

Rules and Exercises. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. IS. 6d. With Vocabulary. 2s.

NOTANDA QUAEDAM : Miscellaneous
Latin Exercises on Common Rules and
Idioms. Fourth Edition. Fcap. Svo.
IS. 6d. With Vocabulary. 2J. Key, zj-.

I,ATIN VOCABULARIES FOR REPE-
TITION : Arranged according to Subjects.
Thirteenth Edition. Fcap. Svo. is. 6d.

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN IDIOMS.
iSmo. Second Edition, is.

STEPS TO GREEK. Second Edition, re-

vised. iZmo. IS.

A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. Cr.
Svo. IS. 6d.

EASY GREEK PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN
TRANSLATION. Third Edition, re-

vised. F'cap. Svo. IS, 6d.

GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR RE-
PETITION. Arranged according to Sub-

jects. F'ourth Edition. F'cap. Svo. is. 6d.

GREEK TESTAMENT SELECTIONS.
For the use of Schools. With Introduc-

tion, Notes, and Vocabulary. Fourth
Edition. Fcap. Svo. 2s. 6d.

STEPS TO FRENCH. Seventh Edition.
iSmo. Sd.

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. Seventh Edi.
tion, revised. Cr. Svo. is,

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR UN-
SEEN TRANSLATION. Fi/th Edi-
tion, revised. Fcap. Svo. is. 6d.
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EASY FRENCH KXKRCISKS ON KLK-
MENIARY SYNTAX. With Vocabu-

lary. Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. 2S. 6ii.

Kkv. 3.S. itti.

KRI^NCH VOCABULARIES FOR RE-
PETITION : Arran-cii according to Sub-

jects. T-itielfth Edition. Eca/>. Sz'o. zs.

See also School ICxamination Series.

Steel (R. Elliott). M.A., F.C.S. THE
WORLD OF SCllCNCE. With 147
Illustrations. Second Editioii. Cr. Zvo. -^s.M.

See also School Ex.unination Series.

Stephenson (C), of the Technical College,

Ihadford, and Suddards (F.) of the

Yorkshire Colleje, Leeds. ORNAMEN-
TAL DESIGN FOR WOVEN FABRICS.
Illustrated. Demy Svo. Third Edition.

7.f. 6,/.

Stephenson (J.). I^LA. THE CHIEF
TRUTHS OF THE CHRISTIAN
FAITH. Cr.Zvo. :.,s.6d.

Sterne (Laurence). See Little Library.

Sterry(W.). M.A. ANNALS OF ETON
COLLEGE. Ilhistr.ited. Z'fwj'Sw. ys.6d.

Steuart (Katherine). BY ALLAN
WATER. Sciond Edition. Cr. Sew. 6i.

Stevenson (R. L.) THE LETTERS OF
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TO
HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS.
Selected and Edited by Sidney Colvin.
Sixth Edition. Cr. Svo. i2i.

Library Edition. Dcmy'&i'o. -zvoh. -zis-tiet.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
VAILIMA LETTERS. With an Etched

Portrait by William Stkang. Fifth
Edition. Cr. ivo. Buckram, ds.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
THE LIFE OF R. L. STEVENSON. See

G. Balfour.

Stevenson (M. I.). FROM SARANAC
TO THE MARQUESAS. Being Letters

written by Mrs. M. \. Stevenson during
18S7-8. Cr. %vo. ts. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
LETTERS FROM SAMOA. Edited and

arranged by M. C. Bai.fouk. With many
Illustrations. Second Ed. Cr.ltvo. 6s.net.

Stoddart (Anna M.). See Oxford Bio-

graphies.
Stokes (F. Q.). B.A. HOURS WITH
RABELAIS. From the translation of Sir
T. Ukquhakt and P. A. Motteux. With
a Portrait in Photogravure. Cr. Svo. 3^. 6d.

net.

Stone (S. J.). POEMS AND HYMNS.
With a Memoir by F. G. Ei.lerton,
M.A. With Portrait. Cr.Svo. 6s.

Storr (Vernon F.), M. A., _
Lecturer in

the Philosophy of Religion in Cambridge
University ; Examining Chaplain to the

Archbishop of Canterbury; formerly Fellow

of University College, Oxford. DEVELOP-
MENT AND DIVINE PURPOSE Cr.

Svo. 5^- net.

Straker (P.). See Books on Business.

A

Streane (A. W.), D.D. See Churchman's
Bil)l.-.

Stroud (H.), rt.Sc, M.A. See Textbooks of

Strutt" (Joseph). THE SPORTS ANr>
PASTIMKS OF THE PEOPLE OF
ENGLAN I). Illustrated by many engrav-

ings. Revised by J . Charles Cox, LL.D.,
F.S..\. Quarto, sii. net.

Stuart(Capt. Donald). THE STRUGGLE
FOR PKRSIA. With a Map. Cr.Svo. i>s.

Sturch(F.)., Staff Instructor to the Surrey
CountyCunci!. MANUAL TRAINING,
DRAWING (WOODWORK). Its Prin-

ciples and Application, with Solutions to

Examination (Questions, 1802-1905, Ortho-

graphic, l.vjmetric and Oblique Projection.
With 50 Plates and 140 P'igurcs. Foolscap.

=;.?. net.

Sucklinj? (Sir John). FRAGMENTA
AURK.'X: a Collection of all the Incom-

parable Pceces, written by. And published

by a friend to perpetuate his memory.
Printed by his own copies.
Printed for Humphrey Moselev, and

are to be sold at his shop, at the sign of the

Princes Arms in St. Paul's Churchyard, 1646.

Suddards (F.). See C. Stephenson.
Surtees(R. S.). See I. PL.
Swift (Jonathan). THE JOURNAL TO
STELLA. Edited by G. A. Aitken. Cr.

Svo. 6s.

Symes (J. E.). M.A. THE FRENCH
REVOLUTION. Second Edition. Cr.Svo.
2S. 6d.

Synipson(E. M.), M.A., M.D. See Ancient
Cities.

Syrett (Netta). See Little Blue Books.
Tacitus. AGRICOLA. With Introduction

Notes, Map, etc. By R. F. Davis, M.A.,
Fcaft. Svo. 2S.

GERMANIA. By the same Editor. Fca/>.
Svo. IS. See also Classical Translations.

Tallack(W.). HOWARD LETTERS AND
MEMORIES. Demy Svo. ios.6d.net.

Tauler(J.). See Library of Devotion.
Taunton (E. L.). A HISTORY OF THE
JESUITS IN ENGLAND. Illustrated.

Demy Svo. 21s.net.

Taylor (A. E.). THE ELEMENTS OF
M ETA PHYSICS. Demy Svo. 10s. 6d. net.

Taylor (F.Q.), M.A. See Commercial Series.

Taylor (I. A.). Sec Oxford Biographies.
Taylor (T. M.), M.A., Fellow of Gonville

.ind Caius College, Caniliridge. A CON-
STITUTIONAL AND POLITICAL
HISTORY OF ROME. Cr. Svo. 7s. 6d.

Tennyson (Alfred, Lord). THE EARLY
POEMS OF. Edited, with Notes and
an Introduction, by J. Churton Collins,
M.A. Cr. Svo. 6s.

IN MEMORIAM, MAUD, AND THE
PRINCESS. Edited by J. Churton
Collins, M.A. Cr. Svo. 6s. See also
Little Library.
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Terry (C. S.). See Oxford Biographies.
Terton (Alice). IJGHTS AND SHADOWS
IN A HOS ['HAL. €>-. Zvo. ?,s. 6ci.

Thackeray (W. M.). See Little Library.
Theobald(F. v.), U.K. INSECT LIFE.

Illustrated. Second Ed. Revised. Cr. &vo.

2S. 6d.

Thompson (A. H.). See Little Guides.
Tileston (Mary W.). DAILY STRENGTH
FOR DAILY NEEDS. Twelfth Ediiio>,.
Medium i6>iio. zs. 6d. net, Aiso an edition
in superior binding, ds.

Tompkins (H. Wi), F.R.H.S. See Little
Guides.

Towndrow (R. F.). A D.'\Y BOOK OF
MILTON. Edited by. Fcap. Zvo. y.ed.
net.

Townley (Lady Susan). MY CHINESE
NOTETiOOK With i6 Illustrations and
2 Maps. Third Edition. DeinyZvo. los.

(td. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
*Toynbee(Paget), M.A., D.Litt. DANTE
IN ENGLISH LITERATURE. Demy
Svo. 12S. 6d. net.

.See also Oxford Biographies.
Trench (Herbert). DEIRDRE WED and

Other Poems. Cr. Svo. ^s.

Trevelyan(a.M.), Fellow of Trinity College,
Cambridge. ENGLAND UNDER THE
STUARTS. With Maps and Plans. Second
Edition. Dciity Svo. los. 6d. net.

Troutbeck(Q. E.). See Little Guides.
Tyler (E. A.), B.A., F.C.S. See Junior

School Books.

TyrelUQill (Frances). See Little Books on
Art.

Vardon (Harry). THE COMPLETE
GOLFER. Illustrated. Seventh Edition.
Demy Svo. los. 6d. net.
A Colonial Edition is also published.

Vaughan (Henry). See Little Library.
Voegelin (A.), M.A. See Junior Examina-

tion Series.

Waddell (Col. L. A.), LI,. D.
,
C B. LHASA

AND ITS MYSTERIES. With a Record
of the Expedition of 1903-1904. With 2000
Illustrations and Maps. Demy Svo. 11s.

net.

Also Third and Cheaper Edition. With
155 Illustrations au^. Maps. Demy
Svn. -js. 6d. net.

Wade (a. W.), O.D. OLD TESTAMENT
HISTORY. With Maps. Third Edition ^

Cr. Svo. 6i.

Wagner (Richard). See A. L. Cleather.

Wall (J. C). DEVILS. Illustrated by the
Author and from photographs. Demy Svo.

j^s. (yd. >iet. See also Antiquary's Books.
Walters (H. B.). See Little Books on Art.

Walton (F. W.). See Victor G. Plarr.

Walton (Izaac) and Cotton (Charles).
See I.P.L., Standard Library, and Little

Library.

Warmelo(D. S. Van). ON COMMANDO
With Portrait. C'.St'O. y. bd.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Warren=Vernon (Hon. William), M.A.
READINGS ON THE INFERNO OF
DANTE, chiefly based on the Commentary
of Benvknuto da I.mola. With an Intro-

duction by the Rev. Dr. Mooke. In Two
Volumes. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 15J.

net.

Waterhouse (Mrs. Alfred). WITH THE
SIMPLE-HEARTED: Little Homilies to

Women in Country Places. Second Edition.

.Small Pott Svo. 2S. net. See also Little

VVe'at'herhead (T. C), 1\I.A. EXAMINA-
TION PAPERS IN HORACE. Cr.Svo.
2S. .See also Junior Examination .Series.

Webb (W. T.). See Little Blue Books.
Webber (F. C). See Textbooks of Techno-

logy.
Wells (Sidney H,). See Textbooks of

Science.
Wells (J .), M. A.

,
Fellow and Tutor ofWadham

College. OXFORD .\ND OXFORD
LIFE. T/iird Edition. Cr.Svo. -^s. 6d.

A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. Sixth
Edition. With 3 Maps. Cr. Svo. 3^-. 6d.

See also Little Guides.
'Westminster Gazette' Office Boy
(Francis Brown). THE DOINGS OF
ARTHUR. Cr. 4 to. 2s. 6d. net.

Wetmore (Helen C). THE LAST OF
THE GREAT SCOUTS ('Buffalo Bill').

Illustrated. Second Edition. Demy Svo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Whibley (C). See Half-crown Library.
Whibley (L.), M.A., Fellow of Pembroke

College, Cambridge. GREEK OLIGAR-
CHIES : THEIR ORGANISATION
AND CHARACTER. Cr. Svo. 6,v.

Whitaker (Q. H.), M.A. See Churchman's
Bible.

White (Gilbert). THE NATURAL
HISTORY OF SELBORNE. Edited by
L. C. MiALL, F.R.S., assisted by W. WARnu
Fowler, M.A. Cr. Svo. 6s. See also

Standard Library.
Whitfield (E. E.). See Commercial Series.

Whitehead (A. W.). G A S P A R D D E
C O L I G N Y. Illustrated. Demy Svo.

12s. 6d. net.

Whiteley (R. Lloyd), F.I.C., Principal of
the Klunicipal Science School, West Brom-
wich. AN ELEMENTARY TEXT-
BOOK OF INORGANICCHEMISTRY.
Cr. Sz'O. 2.5. 6d.

Whitley (Miss). See S.Q.S.
Whitten (W.). See John Thomas Smith.

Whyte(A. Q.), r..Sc. See Books on Business.

Wilberforce (Wilfrid). See Little Books
on Art.

Wilde (Oscar). DE PROFUNDIS. Sixth
Edition. Cr. Svo. ^s. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.



General Literature 19

Wnkln8(W. H.), PA. See S.Q.S.
Wilkinson (J. Frome). See S.y.S.
^Williams (A.). PKTROL P)-:TER: or

Mirth (nr Muiorists. Illustrated in Colour

by A. \V. Mil IS. Demy t,to. y. (>iL net.

Williamson (M. U.)- See Ancient Cities.

Williamson (W.). T H K K K I 1' I S TI

GARDKNEK. Illustrated. Demy Zvo.

\os. 6ci.

Williamson (>y,), R.A. See Junior Ex-
amination Series, Junior School I'ooks, and

I'eginncrs Hooks.
Willson (Beckles). LORD STRATH-
CONA: the Story of his Life. Illustrated.

Demy Svo. -js. 61/.

A Colonial lulition is also published.
Wilmot-Buxton (E. M.). MAKERS OF
KUROI'E. C: Stv. Fifth Ed.

_ 3^. td.

A Text-book of European History for

Middle Eorms.
THE ANCIENT WORLD. With Maps and

Illustrations. Cr.Sro. -t,!:. td.

See also Heginner's Rooks.

Wil80n( Bishop.). See Library of Devotion.
Wilson (A. J.). See Books on Business.
Wilson (H. A.). See Books on Business.
Wilton (Richard), M. A. LYRA PAS-
TORALES : Songs of Nature, Church, and
Home. Pott 87'a. 2S. 6d.

Winbolt (S. E.), M.A. EXERCISES IN
LATIN ACCIDENCE. Cr. 8e'^. is. 6d.

LATIN HEXAMETER VERSE: An Aid
to Composition. Cr. Sva. y. 6d. Key,
5^. net.

Windle (B. C. A.), D.Sc, F.R.S. See Anti-

quary's Books, Little Guides and Ancient
Cities.

Winterbotham (Canon), M.A., B.Sc,
LL. B. See Churchman's Library.

Wood (J. A. E.). See Textbooks of

Technology.
Wood (J. Hickory). DAN LENO. Illus-

trated. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Wood (W. Birkbeck), M. A., late Scholar of

Worcester College, Oxford, and Edmonds
(Major J. E.), R.E., D.A.Q.-M.G. A
HISTORY OF THE CIVIL WAR IN
THE UNITED STATES. With an
Introduction by H. Spenser Wilkinson.
With 24 Maps and Plans. Demy Sz/o.

12s. 6d. net.

Wordsworth (Christopher). See Anti-

([u.-iry's Books.

Wordsworth (W.). THE POEMS OF.
Willi Introduction and Notes by Nf)\VELL
C. Smi I 11, Fellow of New College, Oxford.
In Four I'o/umes. Demy i,z>o. 5^. net
each. See also Little l.il>r;iry.

Wordsworth (W.) and Coleridge (S. T.).
See Little Library.

Wrijfht (Arthur), M.A., Fellow of Queen's
College, Cambridge. See Churchman's

Library.

Wright (C. Qordon). See Dante.

Wright (J. C). TO-DAV. Fcap. i6mo.
i.f. net.

Wright (Sophie). GERMAN VOCABU-
LARIES FOR REPETITION. Fcap. ivo.

IS. 6d.

Wrong (George M.), Professor of History
in the University of Toronto. THE
EARL OF ELGIN. Illustrated. Demy
8vo. JS. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Wyatt(Kate) and Gloag (M.). A BOOK
OF ENCJLISH GARDENS. With 24
Illustrations in Colour. DemyZvo. zos. 6s.

net.

WyIde(A. B.). MODERN ABYSSINIA.
With a Map and a Portrait. Demy S7'0.

1 5J. net.

A Colonial Edition s also published
Wyndham (George). THE POEMS OF
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. With an
introduction and Notes. Demy Zvo. Buck-
ram, gilt to/>. 10s. 6d.

Wyon(R.). See Half-crown Library.
Yeats (W. B.). AN ANTHOLOGY OF
IRISH VERSE. Revised and Enlarged
Edition. Cr. Zz'o. -^s. 6d.

Young ( Filson). THE COMPLETE
MOTORIST. With 138 Illustrations.

Sixth Edition. Demy Si'C. iqs. 6d. net.
A Colonial Edition is also published.

Young (T.M.). THE AMERICAN
COTTON INDUSTRY: A Study of
Work and Workers. Cr.2,vo. doth, 2S.6d. ;

paficr boards, \s. 6d.

Zunmern (Antonia). ^VHAT DO WE
KNOW CONCERNING ELECTRI-
CITY? Fcap.^vo. is.6d.net.

Ancient Cities

General Editor, B. C. A. WINDLE, D.Sc, F.R.S.

Cr. 8vo. 45. 6d. net.

Chester. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc. F.R.S.
Illustrated by E. H. New.

Shrewsbury. By T. Auden, M.A., F.S.A.
Illustrated.

Canterbury. By J. C. Cox, LL.D., F.S.A.
Illustrated.

Edinburgh. By M. G. Williamson. Illus-

trated by Herbert Railto.i.

Lincoln. By E. Mansel Sympson, M.A.,
M.D. Illustrated by E. H. New.

Bristol. By Alfred Harvey. Illustrated

by E. H. New,
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Antiquary's Books, The
General Editor, J. CHARLES COX, LL.D., F.S.A.

A series of volumes dealing with various branches of English Antiquities ;

comprehensive and popular, as well as accurate and scholarly.

Demy Svo. "js. 6d. 7iet.

English Monastic Life. By the Ric;ht
Rev. Abljot Gasquet, O.S B. Illustrated.

Third Edition.
Remains of the Prehistoric Age in

England.
_
By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc,

F.R. S. With numerous Illustrations and
Plans.

Old Service Books of the English
Church. By Christoplier Wordsworth,
M.A., and Henry Littlehales. With
Coloured and other Illustrations.

Celtic Art. By J. Roinilly Allen, F.S.A.
With numerous Illustrations and Plans.

Arch/eology and False Antiquities.
By R. Munro, LL.D. Illustrated.

Shrines of British Saints. ByJ. C. Wall.
With numerous Illustrations and Plans.

The Royal Forests op England. By J,
C. Cox, LL.D., F.S.A. Illustrated.

The Manor and Manorial Records.
By Nathaniel J. Hone. Illustrated.

Seals. ByJ. Harvey Bloom Illustrated.

Beginner's Books, The

Edited by W. WILLIAMSON, B.A.

Easy French Rhymes. By Henri Blouet.
Illustrated. Fcap. %vo. \s.

Easy Stories from English History. By
E. M. ,Wilmot-Buxton, Author of Makers
of Europe.

'

Cr.Zvo, is.

Easy Exercises in Arithmetic. Arranged
by W. S. Beard. Ernf. Sva. Without
Answers, i^. With Answers, u. 3^.

Easy Dictation and .Spelling. By W.
Williamson, B.A. Fifth Edition. Fcap.
Zvo. \s.

Business, Books on

Cr, 8vo. 2s. 6d. net.

A series of volumes dealing with all the most important aspects of commercial and
financial activity. The volumes are intended to treat separately all the considerable
industries and forms of business, and to explain accurately and clearly wliat they do
and how they do it. Some are Illustrated. The first volumes are—

By G. de H.Ports and Docks. By Douglas Owen.
Railways. By E. R. IMcDermott.
The Stock; Exchange. By Chas. Duguid.

Second Edition.
The Business of Insurance. By A. J.

Wilson.
The Electrical Industry : Lighting,

Traction, and Power. By A. G. Whyte,
B.Sc.

The Shipbuilding Industry : Its History,
Science, Practice, and Finance. By David
Pollock, M.I.N. A.

The Money Market. By F. Straker.
The Business .Side of Agriculture. By

A. G. L. Rogers, MA.
Law in Business. By H. A. Wilson.
The Brewing Industry. By Julian L.

Baker, F. I.C, F.C.S.

The Automobile Industry.
Stone.

Mining and Mining Investments. By
'A. Moil."

The Business of Advertising. By Clarence
G. Moran, Barrisler-at-Law. Illustrated.

Trade Unions. By G. Drags.
Civil Engineering. By T. Claxton Fidler,

M.Inst. C.E. Illustrated.

The Iron Trade. ByJ. Stephen Jeans. Illus-

trated.

MoNoi'oi.iES, Trusts, and Kartell.s. By
F. W. Hirst.

Thr Cotton Industry and Trade. By
Prof. S. J. Chapman, Dean of the Faculty
of Commerce in the University of Man-
chester. Illustrated.
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Byzantine Texts
Edited by J. B. BURY, M.A., Litt.D.

A series oftexts of Byzantine Historians, edited by English and foreign scholars

Zachauiah of MiTVi.KNE. Translated by F
J. Hamilton, D.iJ., and K. W. lirooks.

Detny 87/0. 1 2s. 6</. net.

EvAGRius. Edited by L6on Parmentier and
M. Bidez. Demy Zvo. loj. 6</. «</.

The History of Psellus. Edited by C.

Sathas. Demyivp. i$s. net.

EcrirKsis Chronica. Edited by Professor

Lainbros. Demy Zto. ts. td. net.

The Chronicle of Morea. Edited by John
Schmitt. DetwZvo. j$s. net.

Churchman's Bible, The
General Editor, J. li. BURN, B.D., F.R.S.E.

A series of Expositions on the Books of the Bible, which will be of service to the

general reader in the practical and devotional study of the Sacred Text.

I'^ach Book is provided with a full and clear Introthictory Section, in which is

stated what is known or conjectured respecting the date and occasion of tlie com-

position of the Book, and any other particulars that may help to elucidate its meaning
as a whole. The Exposition is divided into sections of a convenient length, corre-

sponding as far as possil)le with the divisions of the Church Lectionary. The
Translation of the Authorised Version is printed in full, such corrections as are

deemed necessary being placed in footnotes.

The Epistle of St. Paul the Ai'Ostle to
THE Galatians. Edited by A. W. Robin-

son, iVl.A. Second Edition. Fcaf. Zvo.

IS. 6d. net.

EccLESiASTES. Edited by A. W. Streane,
D. D. Fcap. 8vo. 1 s. 6d. net.

The Ei'isTLE of St. Paul the Apostle to
THE Philippians. Edited by C. R, D.

Biggs, D.D. Second £dition. Fcap Zvo.

IS. 6d. net.

Churchman's
General Editor, J. H.

The Beginnings of English Christianity.

ByW. E.Collins, M. A. With Map. Cr.Svo.

^s. 6d.

Some New Testament Problems. By
Arthur Wright, M. A. Cr. 87'0. 6s.

The Kingdom of Heaven Here and Here-
after. By Canon Winterbotham, J\I.A.,

B.Sc.LL.B. Cr.S7'0. 3^.6^.
The Workmanship of the Prayer Book :

Its Literary and Liturgical Aspects. By J.

Dowden, D.D. Second Edition. Cr. &to.

•3S. 6d.

The Epistle of St. James. Edited by
H. W. Fulford, U.A. Fcap. a^o. is. 6d.

net.

Isaiah. Edited by W. E. Barnes, D.D. Two
I'oiumes. Fcap.Zz'O. 2S. ?tet each. With

Map.
The Epistle of St. Paul the Apostle to
THE Ephesians. Edited by G. H. Whitaker,
M.A. F'cap. Svo. is. 6d. net.

Library, The
BURN, B.D.. F.R.S.E.

Evolution. By F. B. Jevons, M.A., Litt.D
Cr. Sz>o. 3^. 6d,

The Old Testament ANDTHENew Scholar-
ship. By J. W. Peters, D.D. 0.87-^. 6s.

The Churchman's Introduction to the
Old Testament. By A. U. Mackay, B.A.

Cr. Sz'O. 3^. 6d.

The Church of Christ. By E. T. Green,
M.A, Cr. Svo. 6s.

Comparative Theology. By J. A. Mac-
Culloch. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Edited by H. F.

Classical Translations

Fox, M.A. ,
Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose College, Oxford.

Crcnmi ^vo.

A series of Translations from the Greek and Latin Classics, distinguished by literary

excellence as well as by scholarly accuracy
iEscHYLUS— Agamemnon, Choephoroe, Eu

menides. Translated by Lewis Campbell,
LL.D. 5J.

Cicero—De Oratore I. Translated by E. N.
P. :Moor, M.A. 3^^.

6d.

Cicero— Select Orations (Pro Milone, Pro
Mureno, Philippic 11., in Catilinam). Trans-
lated by H. E. D. Blakiston, I\LA. 5^.

Cicero—De Natura Deorum. Translated by
F. Brooks, M.A. 3*. 6d.

[Continued.
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Classical Translations—continued.

Cicero—De Officiis. Translated by G. B.

Gardiner, M.A. zs. 6d.

Horace—The Odes and Epodes. Translated

by A. D. Godley, M.A. 2^.

LuciAN—Six Dialogues (Nigrinus, Icaro-Me-

nippus, The Cock, The Ship, The Parasite,
The Lover of Falsehood) Translated by S.

T. Irwin, M.A. 3.?. ed.

Sophocles—Electra and Ajax. Translated by
K. D. A. Morshead, M.A. 7S. dd.

Tacitus—Agricola and Germania. Trans-
lated by R. B. Townshend. 2s. 6d.

The Satires of Juvenal. Translated by
S. G. Owen. 2s. 6d.

Commercial Series

Edited by H. DE B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A.

Croivn 8vo.

A series intended to assist students and young men preparing for a commercial

career, by supplying useful handbooks of a clear and practical character, dealing
with those subjects which are absolutely essential in the business life.

Commercial Education in Theory and
Practice. By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. 5J.

An introduction to Methuen's Commercial
Series treating the question of Commercial
Education fully from both the point of view
of the teacher and of the parent.

British Commerce and Colonies from
Elizabeth to Victoria. By H. de B.

Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. Third Edition. 2s.

Commercial Examination Papers. By H.
de B. Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. is. 6d.

The Economics of Commerce, By H. de
B. Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. Second Edition.

I J. (>d.

A German Commercial Reader. By S. E.

Bally. With Vocabul.-iry. 2s.

A Commercial Geography of the British
Empire. By L. W. Lyde, M.A. Foiirth

Edition. 2i-.

A Commercial Geography of Foreign
Nations. By F. C. Boon, B.A. zj.

A Primer of Business. By S. Jackson,
M.A. Third Edition. \s. dd.

Commercial Arithmetic. By F. G. Taylor,
M.A. Fourth Edition, js. 6d.

French Commercial Correspondence. By
S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. Third
Edition, zs.

German Commercial Correspondence. By
S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. Second
Edition. 2s. 6d.

A French Commercial Reader. By S. E.

Bally. With Vocabulary. Second Edition. 2s.

Precis Writing and Office Correspond-
ence. By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. Second
Edition. 2S.

A Guide to Professions and Business.
By H. Jones, i^. 6d.

The Principlesof Book-keeping by Double
Entry. By J. E. B. M'Allen, M.A. z^.

Commercial Law. By W. Douglas Edwards.
Second Edition. 2s.

Connoisseur's Library, The

Wide Royal Svo. 25^. ne/.

A sumptuous series of 20 books on art, written by experts for collectors, superbly
illustrated in photogravure, collotype, and colour. The technical side of the art is

duly treated. The first volumes are—
Mezzotints. By Cyril Davenport. With 40

Plates in Photogravure.
Porcelain. By Edward Dillon. With 19

Plates in Colour, 20 in Collotype, and 5 in

Photogravure.
Miniatures. By Dudley Heath. With 9

Plates in Colour, 15 in Collotype, and 15 in

Photogravure.

Ivories. By A. Maskell. With 80 Plates in

Collotype and Photogravure.
English Furniture. By F. S. Robinson.

With 160 Plates in Collotype and one in

Photogravure. Second Edition.
European Enamels. By H. Cunynghame,

C. B. With many Plates in Collotype and a
Frontispiece in Photogravure.
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Devotion, The Library of

With Introductions and (where necessary) Notes.

Small Pott %vo, cloth, 2s. ; leather, 2s. (yd. net.

These masterpieces of devotional literature arc furni;jhcd with such Introductions

and Notes as may be necessary to explain the standpoint of the author and the

obvious ililhcultics of the text, without unnecessary intrusion between the author and
the devout mind.

The Confessions of St. Augustine. Edited

byC. liigg, D.D. Pi/tli Edition.
The Christian Yii.\K. Edited bv Walter

Lock, D. D. Third Edition.
This IiMITation of Chkist. Edited by C.

Bigg, D.D. Fourth Edition.
A Book ok Dkvotions. Edited by J. W.

Stanbridge. B.D. Second Edition.
LvKA Innocentium. Edited by Waller

Lock, D.D.
A Sekious Call to a Devout and Holy

Life. Edited by C. Bigg, D.D. Second
Edition.

The Temi'le. Edited by E. C. S. Gibbon,
D.D. Second Edition.

A Guide to Eternity. Edited by J. W.
Stanbridge, B.D.

The Psalms of David. Edited by B. W.
Randolph, D.D.

Lyka Apostolica. By Cardinal Newman
and others. Edited by Canon Scott Holland
and Canon H. C. ISeeching, M..\.

The Innek Way. By J. Tauler. Edited by
A. W. Hutton, M.A.

The Thoughts of Pascal. Edited by C.

S. Jerrani, M.A.

On the Lovb of God. By St. Francis de
Sales. Edited by W. J. Knox-Littlc, M..\.

A Manual of Consolation from the
S.\iNTs AND Fathers. Edited by J. H.
Burn, B.D.

The Song ok Songs. Edited by B. Blaxland,
M.A.

The Devotions of St. Anselm. Edited by
C. C. J. Webb, M.A.

Grace AisouNDiNt;. ByJohnBunyan. Edited

by S. C. Freer, M.A.
Bishop Wilson's Sacra Pkivata. Edited

by A. E. Burn, B.D.
Lyra Sacka : A Book of Sacred Verse.

Edited by H. C. Beeching, I\L.\., Canon of

Westminster.
.\ Day Book from the Saints and Fathers.

Edited by J. H. Burn, B.D.
Heavenly Wisdom. A Selection from the

English Mystics. Edited by E. C. Gregory.
Light, Life, and Love. A Selection from the

German Mystics. Edited by W. R. Inge,
M.A.

.\n Introduction to The Devout Life.

By St. Francis de Sales. Translated and
Edited by T. Barns, M.A.

Methuen's Standard Library

In Sixpenny Volumes.

The Standard Library is a new series of volumes containing the great classics of the

world, and particularly the finest works of English literature. All the great masters will be

represented, either in complete works or in selections. It is the ambition of the publishers to

place the best books of the Anglo-Saxon race within the reach of every reader, so that the

series may represent something of the diversity and splendour of our English tongue. The
characteristics of The Standard Library are four :— i. Soundnessof Text. 2. Cheapness.

3. Clearness ok Tyi-e. 4. Simplicity. The books are well printed on good paper at a

price which on the whole is without parallel in the history of publishing. Each volume con-

tains from 100 to 250 pages, and is issued in paper covers, Cro\vn_ 8vo, at Sixpence net, or in

cloth gilt at One Shilling net. In a few cases long books are issued as Double Volumes
or as Treble Volumes.

The following books are ready with the exception of those marked with a t, which denotes

that the book is nearly ready :
—

The Meditations of Marcus Aurelius.
The translation is by R. Graves.

The Novels of Jane Austen. In 5 volumes.
Vol. I.

—Sense and Sensibility.

Essays and Counsels and The New
Atlantis. By Francis Bacon, Lord
Vurulam.

Keligio Medici and Urn Burial. By
Sir Thomas Browne. The text has been
collated by A. R. Waller.

The Pilgrim's Progress. By John Bunyan.
Reflections on the French Revolution.

By Edmund Burke.
The Analogy of Religion, Natural and

Revealed. By Joseph Butler, D.D.
\,Continucd.
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The Standard Librakv—coitinucd.

The Poems of Thomas Chatterton. In 2

volumes.
Vol. I.—Miscellaneous Poems.

+V0I. II.—The Kowley Poems.
fViTA NuovA. By Dante. Translated into

English by D, G. Rossetti.
To.M Jones. By Henry Fielding. Treble Vol.
CkANFORD. By Mrs. Gaskell.
The History of the Decline and Fall of
THE Roman Eimcire. By Edward Gibbon.
In 7 double volumes.
Vol. V. is nearly ready.
The Text and Notes have been revised by

J. B. Burv, Litt.D., but the Appendices of
the more expensive edition are not given.

IThe Vicar of Wakefield. By Oliver
Goldsmith.

The Poems andPlavsofOliver Goldsmith.
The Works of P,en J()n..on.

tVoL. I.—The Case is Altered. Every Man
in His Humour. Every I\lan out of His
Humour.
The text has been collated by H. C. Hart.

The Poe.ms op John Keats. Double volume.
The Text has been collated by E. de
Selincourt.

On the Imitation of Christ. By Thomas
a Kempis.
The translation is by C. Bigg, DD., Canon

of Christ Church.
A Serious C.\ll to a Devout and Holy

Life. By William Law.
The Plays of Christopher Marlowe.

tVol. I.
—Tamburlane the Great. The Tra-

gical History of Dr. Faustus.
Thk Plays of Philip Massinger.

tVol. I.—The Duke of Milan.

The Poems OF John I^Iilton. In 2 volumes.
Vol. I.

— Paradise Lost.
The Prose Works of John Milton.
Vol. I.—Eikonoklastes and The Tenure of

Kings and Magistrates.
Select Works of Sir Tho.mas More.

Vol. I.
—Utopia and Poems.

The Republic of Pi.ato. Translated by
Sydenham and Taylor. Double Volume.
The translation has been revised by
W. H. D. R"ou.se.

The Little Flowers of St. Francis,
Translated by W. Heywood.

The Works of William Shakespeare. In
10 volumes.

Vol. i.—The Tempest ; The Two Gentlemen
of Verona ; The Merry Wives of Windsor ;

I Measure for Measure ; The Comedy of

I

Errors.
I Vol. II.—Much Ado About Nothing ; Love's

Labour's Lost; \ Midsiinimer Night's
Dream ; The Merchant of Venice ; As Vou
Like It.

Vol. in.—The Taming of the Shrew ; All s

Well that Ends Well'; Twelfth Night ; The
Winter's Tale.

Vol. IV.—The Life and Death of King John;
The Tragedy of King Richard the Secund ;

The First Part of King Henry iv. ; The
Second Part of King Henry iv.

Vol. V.—The Life of King Henry v. ; The
First Part of King Henry vi. ; The Second
Part of King Henry vi.

The Life of Nelson. By Robert Southey.
The Natural Historyand Antiquities of

Selborne. By Gilbert White.

Half-Crown Library
Crown Svo. 2s. 6d. net.

Thf, Life of John Ruskin. By W. G.

Collingwood, M.A. With Portraits, iiixth

Edition.

English Lyrics. By W. E. Henley. Second
Edition.

The Golden Pomp. .K Procession of ?jnglish

Lyrics. Arranged by A. T. Quiller Couch.
Second Edition.

Chitr..\l : The Story of a Minor Siege. By
Sir G. S. Robertson, K.C.S.I. Third
Edition. Illustrated.

Strange Survivals and Superstitions.
S. Baring-Gould. Third Edition.

Yorkshire Oddities and Strange Events.
By S. Baring-Gould. Fourth Edition.

English Villages. By P. H. Ditchfield,
M.A., F.S.A. Illustrated.

A Book of English Pkose.
Henley and C. Whibley.

The Land of the Bl.\ck
Being a Description of Montenegro. By
R. Wyon and G. Prance. With 40 Illustra-

tion.";.

By

By W. E.

Mountain.

Illustrated Pocket Library of Plain and Coloured Books, The
Fiap 8vo. y. 6d. net each volume.

.\ series, in small form, of some of the famous illustrated books of fiction and
general literature. These are faithfully reprinted from the first or best editions

without introduction or notes. The Illustrations are chiefly in colour.

COLOURED BOOKS
Old Coloured Books. By George Paston.

With 16 Coloured Plates. Fcap.?,vo. 2s.net.

The Life and Death of John Mytton, Esq.

By Nimrod. With iS Coloured Plates by
Henry Aiken and T. J. Rawlins. Third
Edition. ,~ J. J

[CoHiinuea.
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Illustrated Pocket Library of Plain and

Thk I-ife of a Sportsman. By Nimrod. I

With 35 Coloured Plates by Henry Aiken.

Handley Cross. By R. S. Surtees. With
17 Coloured Plates and 100 Woodcuts in the

Text by John Leech. Secoitd Edition.

Mk. Sponge's Sporting Touk. By R. S.

Surtees. With 13 Coloured Plates and 90
Woodcuts in the Te.\t by John Leech.

JoRROCKs' Jaunts and Jollities. By R. S.

Surtees. With 15 Coloured Plates by II.

Aiken. Second Edition.
This volume is reprinted from the ex-

tremely rare and costly edition of 1843, which
contains Aiken's very tine illustrations

instead of the usual ones by Phiz.

Ask Mamma. By R. S. Surtees. With 13

Coloured Plates and 70 Woodcuts in the

Text by John Leech.
The Analysis of the Hunting Field. By

R. S. Surtees. With 7 Coloured Plates by
Henry Aiken, and 43 Illustrations on Wood.

The Tour of Dr. Syntax in Search of
THE Picturesque. By William Combe.
With 30 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson.

The Tour of Doctor Syntax in Search
OF Consolation. By William Combe.
With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson.

The Third Tour of Doctor Syntax in

Search of a Wife. By William Combe.
With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson.

The History of Johnny Quae Genus : the

Little Foundling of the late Dr. Syntax.

By the Author of' The Three Tours.' ^Vith

24 Coloured Plates by Rowlandson.
Thk English Dance of Death, fron^ the

Designs of T. Rowlandson, with Metrical
Illustrations by the Author of 'Doctor

Syntax.' Two Volumes.
This book contains 76 Coloured Plates.

The Dance OF Life : A Poem. By the Author
of 'Doctor Syntax.' Illustrated with 26

Coloured Engravings by T. Rowlandson.
Life in London: or, the Day and Night

.Scenes of Jerry Hawthorn, Esq., and his

Elegant Friend, Corinthian Tom. By
Pierce Egan. With 36 Coloured Plates by
I. R. and G. Cruikshank. With numerous
Designs on Wood.

Real Life in London : or, the Rambles
and Adventures of Bob Tallyho, Esq., and
his Cousin, The Hon. Tom Dashall. By an

Coloured Books—continued.

Amateur (Pierce Egan). With 31 Coloured

Plates by Aiken and Rowlandson, etc.

Two Voiuines.
The Life of an Actor. By Pierce Egan.

With 27 Coloured Plates by Theodore Lane,
and several Designs on Wood.

The Vicar of Wakefield. By Oliver Gold-

smith. With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Row-
landson.

The Military Adventures of Johnny
Newcome. By an Officer. With 15 Coloured
Plates by T. Rowlandson.

The National Sports of Great Britain.
With Descriptions and 51 Coloured Plates

by Henry Aiken.
This book is completely different from the

large folio edition of 'National Sports 'by
the same artist, and none of the plates are

similar.

The Adventures of a Post Captain. By
A Naval Officer. With 24 Coloured Plates

by Mr. Williams.

Gamonia : or, the Art of Preserving Game ;

and an Improved Method of making Planta-

tions and Covers, explained and illustrated

by Lawrence Rawstorne, Esq. With 15

Coloured Plates by T. Rawlins.

An Academy for Grown Horsemen : Con-

taining the completest Instructions for

Walking, Trotting, Cantering, Galloping,

Stumbling, and Tumbling. Illustratedwith

27 Coloured Plates, and adorned with a

Portrait of the Author. By GeofTrey

Gambado, Esq.
Real Life in Ireland, or, the Day and

Night Scenes of Brian Boru, Esq., and his

Elegant Friend, Sir Shawn O'Dogherty.

By a Real P.addy. With 19 Coloured Plates

by Heath, Marks, etc.

The Adventures of Johnny Newcome in

the Navy. By Alfred Burton. With 16

Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson.

The Old English Squire: A Poem. By
John Careless, Esq. With 20 Coloured
Plates after the style of T. Rowlandson.

*The English Spy. By Bernard Black-

mantle. With 72 Coloured Plates by R.

Cruikshank, and many Illustrations on

wood. Two Vol-utnes.

PLAIN BOOKS
The Grave : A Poem. By Robert Blair.

Illustrated by 12 Etchings executed by Louis
Schiavonetti from the original Inventions of
William Blake. With an Engraved Title Page
and a Portrait of Blake by T. Phillips, R.A.
The illustrations are reproduced in photo-

gravure.

Illustrations of the Book of Job. In-

vented and engraved by William Blake.

These famous Illustrations— 21 in number
— are reproduced in photogravure.

^sop's Fables.
Thomas Bewick.

With 3S0 Woodcuts by

iContinued.
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Illustrated Pocket Library of Plain and
Windsor Castle. ByW. Harrison Ainsworth.

With 22 Plates and 87 Woodcuts in the Text
by George CruiUshank.

The Tower of London. By W. Harrison
Ainsworth. With 40 Plates and 58 Woodcuts
in the Text by George Cruikshank.

Frank Fairlegh. By F. E. Smedley. With
30 Plates by George Cruikshank.

Handy Andy. By Samuel Lover. With 24
Illustrations by the Author.

Coloured Books—co7iihtved.

The Compleat Angler. By Izaak Walton
and Charles Cotton. With 14 Plates and 77
Woodcuts in the Text.
This volume is reproduced from the beauti-

ful edition of John Major of 1824.

The Pickwick Paters. By Charles Dickens.
With the 43 Illustrations by Seymour and
Phiz, the two Buss Plates, and the 32 Con-

temporary Onwhyn Plates.

Junior Examination Series

Edited by A. M. M. Stedman, M.A. Fcap. 8vo. is.

This series is intended to lead up to the School Examination Series, and is intended
for the use of teachers and students, to supply material for the former and practice
for the latter. The papers are carefully graduated, cover the whole of the subject

usually taught, and are intended to form part of the ordinary class work. They
may be used viva voce or as a written examination.

Junior French Examination Papers. By
F. Jacob, M.A.

Junior Latin Examination Papers. By C.

G. Betting, B.A. Fourth Edition.

Junior English Examination Papers. By
W. Williamson, E.A.

Junior Arithmetic Examination Papers.

By W. S. Beard. Second Edition.

Junior Algebra Examination Papers. By
S. W. Finn, M.A.

Junior Greek Examination Papers. By T.
C. Weatherhead, M.A.

Junior General Information Examina-
tion Papers. By W. S. Beard.

h Key to the above. Crown Zvo. 2^. 6d.

net.

Junior Geography Examination Papers.
By W. G. Baker, M.A.

Junior German Examination P.\pers. By
A. Voegelin, M.A.

Junior School-Books

Edited by O. D. Inskip, LL.D., and W. Williamson, B.A.

A series of elementary books for pupils in lower forms, simply written

by teachers of experience.

A Class-Book of Dictation Passages. By
W. Williamson, B.A. Elezienth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. IS. 6d.

The Gospel According to St. Matthew.
Edited by E. Wilton South, M.A. With
Three Maps. Cr. Svo. is. 6d.

The Gospel Accordingto St. Mark. Edited

by A. E. Rubie, D.D. With Three Maps.
Cr. Zvo. zs. 6d.

A Junior English Grammar. By W.William-

son, B.A. With numerous passages for parsing
and analysis, and a chapter on Essay Writing.
Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 2S.

A Junior Chemistry. ByE. A.Tyler, B.A.,
F.C.S. With 7S Illustrations. Seca/ui Edi-
tion. Cr. Zz'O. 2S. 6d.

The Acts of the Apostles. Edited by A.

E. Rubie, D.D. Cr. Sz'o. 2S.

A Junior French Grammar. By L. A.
Sornet and M. J. Acatos. Cr. Zvo. 2S.

Elementary Experimental Science. Phy-
sics by W. T. Clough, A.R.C.S. Chemistry
by A. E. Dunstan, B.Sc. With 2 Plates and
154 Diagrams. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo.

zs. 6d.

A Junior Geometry. By Noel S. Lydon.
With 276 Diagrams. SecondEdition. Cr.
Zvo. 2s.

A Junior Magnetism and Electricity. By
W. T. Clough. Illustrated. Cr. Zvo.

2s. 6d.

Elementary Experimental Chemistry.

By A. E._ Dunstan, B.Sc. With 4 Plates
and log Diagrams. Cr. Zvo. 2S.

A Junior French Prose Composition.

By R. R. N. Baron, M.A. Cr. Zvo. 2s.

The Gospel According to St. Luke. With
an Introduction and Notes by William

Williamson, B.A. With Three Maps. Cr.
Zvo. 2S.
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Leaders of Religion

Edited by H. C. BEECHING, M.A., Canon of Westminster.
Cr. 8vo. 2s. net.

With Portraits.

A series of short biographies of the

and thouRht of all ages and countries.

CARDiNAr. Newman. By R. H. Hutton.

John Wksley. l!y J. H. Overton, M.A.
Bishop Wilbekforce. By G. W. Daniell,

M.A.
Cardinal Manning. By A. W. Hutton, M.A.
Charles Simeon. By H. C. G. Moule, U.D.

John Kebi.e. By Walter Lock, D.D.
Thomas Chalmers. By Mrs. Oliphant.
Lancelot Andrewes. By R. L. Ottley,

D. D. Second Edition.
Augustine of Canterbury. By E. L.

Cutts, D.D.

most prominent leaders of religious life

William Laud. By W. H. Hutton, M.A.
Third Edition.

John Knox. ByF. MacCunn. Second Edition.

John Howe. By R. F. Horton, D.D.
Bishop Ken. By F. A. Clarke, M.A.
George Fox, the Quaker. By T. Hodgkin,
D.C.L. Third Edition.

John Donne. By Augustus Jessopp, D.D.
Thomas Cranmer. By A. J. Mason, D.D.
Bishop Latimer. By R. M. Carlyle and A.

J. Carlyle, M.A.
Bishop Butler. By W. A. Spooner, M.A.

Little Blue Books, The

General Editor, E. V. LUCAS.

Illustrated. Demy i6mo. 2s. 6d.

A series of books for children. The aim of the editor is to get entertaining or

exciting stories about normal children, the moral of which is implied rather than

expressed.

The Castaways of Meadowbank. By
Thomas Cobb.
The Beechnut Book. By Jacob Abbott.
E;dited by E. V. Lucas.

The Air Gun. By T. Hilbert.

A School Year. By Netta Syrett.
The Peeles at the Capital. By Roger
Ashton.

6. The Treasure of Princegate Priory,

By T. Cobb.

7. Mrs. Barberry's General Shop. By
Roger Ashton.

3. A Book op Bad Children. By W. T.
Webb.

9. The Lost Ball. By Thomas Cobb,

Little Books on Art

IVitk many Illustrations. Demy i6mo. 2s, 6cl. net.

A series of monographs in miniature, containing the complete outline of the

subject under treatment and rejecting minute details. These books are produced
with the greatest care. Each volume consists of about 200 pages, and contains from

30 to 40 illustrations, including a frontispiece in photogra\aire.

Greek Art. H.B.Walters. Second Edition.
Bookplates. E. Almack.
Reynolds. J. Sime. Second Edition.
Romney. George Paston.
Watts. R. E. D. Sketchley.
Leighton. Alice Corkran.
Velasouez. Wilfrid Wilberforce and A. R.

Gilbert.

Greuze and Boucher. Eliza F. Pollard.

Vawdvck. M. G. Smallwood.
Turner. Frances Tyrell-Gill.
Durer. Jessie Allen.

Hoppner. H. p. K, Skipton.

Holbein. Mrs. G. Fortescue.

Burne-Jones. Fortun^e de Lisle. Second
Edition.

Rembrandt. Mrs. E. A. Sharp
Corot. Alice Pollard and Ethel Birnstingl.
Raphael. A. R. Dryhurst.
Millet. Netta Peacock.
Illuminated MSS. J. W. Bradley.
Christ in Art. Mrs. Henry Jenner.

Jewellery. Cyril Davenport.
Claude. Edward Dillon.

The Arts of Japan. Edward Dillon.
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Little Galleries, The

Demy 16//10. 2s. 6d. net.

A series of little books containing examples of the best work of the great painters.
Each volume contains 20 plates in photogravure, together with a short outline of the
life and work of the master to whom the book is devoted.

A Little Gallery of Reynolds.
A Little Gallery of Romnev.
A Little Gallekv of Hoppner.

A Little Gallery of Millais.
A Little Gallery of English Poets.

Little Guides, The
Small Pott %vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net.; leather, '^s. 6d. net.

Wells,
Sixth

A.
H.

Oxford and its Colleges. By J.
M.A. Illustrated by E. H. New.
Edition.

Cambridge and its Colleges. By
Hamilton Thompson. Illustrated by E.
New. Second Kdition.

The Malvern Country. By B. C. A.

Windle, D.Sc, F.R.S. Illustrated by E.
H. New.

Shakespeare's Country. By B. C. A.

Windle, D.Sc, F.R.S. Illustrated by E.
H. New. Second Edition.

.Sussex. By F. G. Brabant, M.A. Illustrated

by E. H. New. Second Edition.
Westminster Abbey. By G. E. Troutbeck.

Illustrated by F. D. Bedford.
Norfolk. By W. A. Dutt. Illustrated by

B. C. Boulter.
Cornwall. By A. L. Salmon. Illustrated

by B. C. Boulter.

Brittany. By S. Baring-Gould. Illustrated

by J. Wylie.
Hertfordshire. By H. W. Tompkins,

F.K.H.S. Illustrated by E. H. New.
The English Lakes. By F. G. Brabant,

M.A. Illustrated by E. H. New.
Kent. By G. Clinch. Illustrated by F. D.

Bedford.

Illustrated by B.

G. Clinch. Illus-

Illustrated

Rome By C. G. Ellaby.
C. Boulter.

The Isle of Wight. By
trated by F. D. Bedford.

.Surrey. By F. A. H. Lambert.

by E. H. New.
Buckinghamshire. By E. S. Roscoe. Illus-

trated by F. D. Bedford.
Suffolk. By W. A. Dutt. Illustrated by J.

Wylie.
Derbyshire. By J. C. Cox, LL.D., F.S.A.

Illustrated by J. C. Wall.
The North Riding OF Yorkshire. By J. E.

Morris. Illustrated by R. J. S. Bertram.
Hampshire. By J. C. Cox. Illustrated by

M. E. Purser.
Sicily. By F. H. Jackson. With many

Illustrations by the Author.
Dorset. By Frank R. Heath. Illustrated.

Cheshire. By W. M. Gallichan. Illustrated

by Elizabeth Hartley.
Northamptonshire. By Wakeling Drj-.

Illustrated.

The East Riding of Yorkshire. By J. E.
Morris. Illustrated.

Oxfordshire. By F. G. Brabant. Illus-

trated by E. H. New.
St. Paul's Cathedral. By George Clinch.

Illustrated by Beatrice Alcock.

Little Library, The
With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces.

Small Pott Svo. Each Volume, cloth, \s. 6d. net ; leather, 2s. 6d. net.

A series of small books under the above title, containing some of the famous works
in English and other literatures, in the domains of fiction, poetry, and belles lettres.

The series also contains volumes of selections in prose and verse. The books are

edited with the most scholarly care. Each one contains an introduction which

gives (i )
a short biography of the author ; (2) a critical estimate of the book. Where

they are necessary, short notes are added at the foot of the page.
Each volume has a photogravure frontispiece, and the books are produced with

great care.

Anon. ENGLISH LYRICS, A LITTLE
BOOK OF.

Austen (Jane). PRIDE AND PREJU-
DICE. Edited by E. Y. LuCAS. Two
I'oliones.

NORTHANGER ABBEY. Edited by E. V.
Lucas.

Bacon (Francis). THE ESSAYS OF
LORD BACON. Edited by Edward
Wright.
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Barham (R. H.). THE INGOLDSBY
LEGENDS. Edited by J. B. Atlav.
Two yoiutiii's.

BarnettCMrs. P. A.). A LITTLE BOOK
OF ENGLISH PROSE.

Beckford (William). THE HISTORY
OF THE CALIPH VATHEK. Edited

by E. Dknisun Ross.

Blake (V/illiam). SELECTIONS FROM
WILLIAM BLAKE. Edited by M.
Pekugini.

Borrow (George). L.A.VENGRO. Edited

by F. IIiNDEs Groome. T7vo I'olujiifs.

THE ROMANY RYE. Edited by John-
Sam pson.

Browning (Robert), SELECTIONS
FROM THE EARLY POEMS OF
ROBERT BROWNING. Edited by W.
Hall Gkiffin, M.A.

Canning (George). SELECTIONS FROM
THE ANTI-JACOBIN : with Geow^k
Canning's additional Poems. Edited by
Lloyd Sanders.

Cowley (Abraham). THE ESSAYS OF
ABRAHAM COWLEY. Edited by H. C.

MiNCHIN.

Crabbe (George). SELECTIONS FROM
GEORGE CRABBE. Edited by A. C.

Deane.
Craik (Mr5.), JOHN HALIFAX,
GENTLEMAN. Edited by Anne
Matheson. Tivo Volumes.

Crasliaw (Richard). THE ENGLISH
POEMS OF RICHARD CRASHAW.
Edited by Edward Hutton.

Dante (Alighieri). THE INFERNO OF
DANTE. Translated by H. F. Car v.

Edited by Paget Tovnbee, M.A., D.Litt.

THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. Trans-
lated by H. F. Cary. Edited by Paget
Toynbee, M.A., D.Litt.

THE PARADISO OF DANTE. Trans-

lated by H. F. Carv. Edited by Paget
Toynbee, M.A., D.Litt.

Darley (George). SELECTIONS FROM
THE POEMS OF GEORGE DARLEY.
Edited by R. A. Streatfeild.

Deane (A. C). A LITTLE BOOK OF
LIGHT VERSE.

Dickens (Charles). CHRISTMAS BOOKS.
Two Volumes.

Ferrier (Susan). MARRIAGE. Edited

by A. Goodrich - Freer and Lord
Iddesleigh. Tzvo Volumes.

THE INHERITANCE. Two Volumes.

GaskelKIVlrs.). CRANFORD. Edited by
E. V. Lucas. Second Edition.

Hawthorne (Nathaniel). THE SCARLET
LETTER. Edited by Percy Dearmer.

Henderson (T. F.). A LITTLE BOOK
OF SCOTTISH VERSE.

Keats (John). POEMS. With an Intro-

duction by L. BiNVON, and Notes by J.

Masefielu.

KinRlake (A. W,), EOTHEN. With an
Introduction and Notes. Second Edition.

Lamb (Charles). ELIA, AND THE
LAST ESSAYS OF ELIA. Edited by
E. V. Lucas.

Locker (F.). LONDON LYRICS. Edited

by A. D. Godley, M.A. A reprint of the

First Edition.

Longfellow (H. W.). SELECTIONS
FROM LONGFELLOW. Edited by
L. M. Faithfuli..

Marvell (Andrew). THE POEMS OF
ANDREW MARVELL. Edited by E.
Wright.

Milton (John). THE MINOR POEMS
OF JOHN MILTON. Edited by H. C.

Beeching, M.A., Canon of Westminster.

Moir(D. M.). MANSIEWAUCH. Edited

by T. F. Henderson.
Nichols (J. B. B.). A LITTLE BOOK OF
ENGLISH SONNETS.

Rochefoucauld (La). THE MAXIMS OF
LA ROCHEFOUCAULD. Translated

by Dean Stanhope. Edited by G. H.
Powell.

Smith (Horace and James). REJECTED
ADDRESSES. Edited by A. D. Godley,
M.A.

Sterne (Laurence). A SENTIMENTAL
JOURNEY. Edited by H. W. Paul.

Tennyson (Alfred, Lord). THE EARLY
POEMS OF ALFRED, LORD TENNY-
SON. Edited by J. Churton Collin^,
M.A.

IN ME MORI AM. Edited by H. C.

Beeching, M.A.
THE PRINCESS. Edited by Elizabeth

Wordsworth.
MAUD. Edited by ELiz.^BETHWoRDSWoirru.
Thackeray (W. M.). VANITY FAIR.

Edited by S. Gwynn. Three Volumes.
PENDENNIS. Edited by S. Gwynn.

Three Volujnes.

ESMOND. EditedbyS. Gwynn.
CHRISTMAS BOOKS. Edited bv S. Gwynn.
Vaughan (Henry). THE POEMS OF
HENRY VAUGHAN. Edited by Edward
Hutton.

Walton (Izaak). THE COMPLEAT
ANGLER. Edited by J. Buchan.

Waterhouse (Mrs. Alfred). A LITTLE
BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH. Edited

by. Eighth Edition.
Wordsworth (W.). SELECTIONS FROM
WORDSWORTH. Edited by Nowell
C. Smith.

Wordsworth (W.) and Coleridge (S. T.).
LYRICAL BALLADS. Edited by Georgb
Sampson.
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Miniature Library

Reprints in miniature of a few interesting books which have qualities of

humanity, devotion, or literary genius.

EuPHRANOR : A Dialogue on Youth. By
Edward FitzGerald. I'^rom the edition pub-
lished by W. Pickering in 1851. Demy
2,2}iio. Leather, is. net.

PoLONius : or Wise Saws and Modern In-
stances. By Edward FitzGerald. From
the edition published by W. Pickering in

1852. Demy ^21110. Leather, -zs. net.

The RubAiyXt of Omar KhavvAm. By
Edward FitzGerald. From the ist edition
of 1859, Third Edition. Leather, is. net.

The Life of Edward, Lord Herbert of
Cherburv. Written by himself. From
the edition printed at Strawberry Hill in

the year 1764. Medium >,'2mo. Leather,
2S. net.

The Visions of Dom Francisco Quevedo
ViLLEGAS, Knight of the Order of St.

James. Made English by R. L. From the

edition printed for H. Herringman, i568.

Leather, is. net.

Poems. By Dora Greenwell. From the edi-

tion of 1848. Leather, zs. net.

Oxford Biographies

Fcap. "ivo. Each volume, cloth, 2s. 6d. jiet ; leather, 3^. 617'. net.

These books are written by scholars of repute, who combine knowledge and
literary skill with the power of popular presentation. They are illustrated from
authentic material.

By Paget Toynbee, M.A.,
2 Illustrations. Secotid

Dante Alighieri
D.Litt. With
Edition.

Savonarola. By E. L. S. Horsburgh, M.A.
With 12 Illustrations. .Second Edition.

John Howard. By E. C. S. Gibson, D.D.,
Bishop of Gloucester. With 12 Illustrations.

Tennyson. By A. C. Benson, M.A. With
9 Illustrations.

Walter Raleigh. By I. A. Taylor. With
12 Illustrations.

Erasmus.
_ By E. F. H

Illustrations.

The Young Pretender,
With 12 Illustrations.

Capey. With 12

By C. S. Terry.

Robert Burns. By T. F. Henderson.
With 12 Illustrations.

Chatham. By A. S. M'Dowall. With 12

Illustrations.

St. Francis of Assisi. By Anna 1M. Stod-
dart. With 16 Illustrations.

Canning. By W. Alison Phillips. With 12

Illustrations.

Beaconsfield. By Walter Sichel. With 12

Illustrations.

Goethe. By H. G. Atkins. With 12 Illus-

trations.

Fenelon. By Viscount St. Cyres. With
12 Illustrations.

School Examination Series

Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Cr. 8vo. 2S. 6d.

French Examination Papers. By A. M.
M. Stedman, M.A. Thirteenth Edition.
A Key, issued to Tutors and Private

Students only to be had on application
to the Publishers. Eiyth Edition.
Crown Bvo. 6s. net.

Latin Examination Papers. By A. M. M.
Stedman, M.A. Thirteenth Edition.
Key {Fourth Edition) issued as above.

6s. net.

Greek Examination Papers. By A. M. M.
Stedman, M.A. Eighth Edition.
Key {Third Edition) issued as above.

6s. net.

German Examination Papers. By R. J,
Morich. Sixth Edition.

Key {Third Edition) issued as above.
6s. net.

History and Geography Examination
Papers. By C. H. Spence, ISI.A. .Second
Edition.

Physics Examination Papers. By R. E.

Steel, M.A., F.C.S.

General Knowledge Examination
Papers. By A. M. M. Stedman, M.A.
Fifth Edition.
Key {Third Edition) issued as above.

^s. net.

Examination Papers in English Htstoky.
By J. Tait Plowdtn-Wardlaw, B.A.
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Science, Textbooks of

Edited by G. F. GOODCIIILD, B.A., B.Sc, and G. R. MILLS, M.A.
Technical Arithmetic akd Geometry.
By C. T. Minis, M.I.M.E. Cr. Zvo.

3.V. 6d.

Examples in Physics. By C. E. Jackson,
B.A. Cr. Zvo. 2S. 6d.

*Elementakv Organic Chemistry. By
A. E. Dunstan, B.Sc. Illustrated. Cr.
Zvo.

Pkactical Mechanics. By Sidney H. Wells.
Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 3^. 6d.

1'kactical Physics. By H. Stroud, D.Sc,
M.A. Cr. ivo. 3X. 6d.

1'kactical Chemistry. Part i. By W.
French, M.A. Cr. Zvo. Fourth Edition.
IS. 6d. Part 11. By W. French, M.A., and
T. H. Boardman, M.A. Cr. Zvo. is. 6d.

Social Questions of To-day
Edited by H. de B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A. Crown ?,vo. -zs. 6d.

A series of volumes upon those topics of social, economic, and industrial interest

that are foremost in the public mmd.
Trade Unionism—New and Old. By G.

Howell. Third Edition.
The Commerce of Nations. By C. F.

Bastable, M.A. Third Edition.
The Alien Invasion. By W. H. Wilkins,B.A.
The Rural Exodus. By P. Anderson

Graham.
Land Nationalization. By Harold Cox,
B.A. Second Edition,

A Shorter Working Day, By H. de B.
Gibbins and R. A. Hadfield.

_

Back to the Land. An Inquirj' into Rural

Depopulation. By H. E. Bloore.

Trusts, Pools, and Corners. By J. Stephen
Jeans.

The Factory System. By R. W. Cooke
Taylor.

Women's Work. By Lady Dilke, Miss

Bulley, and INIiss Whitley.
Socialism and Modern Thought. By M.

Kauffmann.

The Problem of the Unemployed. By J.
A. Hobson, M.A.

Life in West London By Arthur Sherwell,
M.A. Third Edition.

Railway Nationalization. By Clement
Edwards.

University and Social Settlements. By
W. Reason. INI. A.

Technology, Textbooks of
Edited by G. F. GOODCHILD, B. A., B.Sc, and G. R. MILLS, M.A.

Fully Illustrated.

How to Make a Dress. By J. A. E. Wood.
Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. is. 6d.

Carpentry and Joinery. By F. C. Webber.
Fourth Edition. Cr. 8vo. ^s. 6d.

Millinery, Theoretical and Practical.

By Clare Hill. Second Edition. Cr. Svo.

2S.

An Introduction to the Study of Tex-
tile Design. By Aldred F. Barker. Dejtty
8vo. 7s. 6d.

Builders' Quantities. By H. C. Grubb.
Cr. Svo. 4^. 6d.

R£pouss£ Metal Work. By A. C. Horth.
Cr. Zvo. 2i. td.

Theology, Handbooks of

Edited by R. L. OTTLEY, D.D., Professor of Pastoral Theology at Oxford,
and Canon of Christ Church, Oxford.

The series is intended, in part, to furnish the clergy and teachers or students of

Theology with trustworthy Textbooks, adequately representing the present position
of the questions dealt with

;
in part, to make accessible to the reading public an

accurate and concise statement of facts and principles in all questions bearing on

Theology and Religion.
The XXXIX. Articles of the Church of

England. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson,
D.D. Fifth and Cheaper Edition in one
Volume. Demy Zvo. 12s. 6d.

An Introduction to the History of
Religion. By F. B. Jevons. M.A.,
Litt.D. Third Edition. DeutyZvo. ios.6d.

The Doctrine of the Incarnation. By R.

L. Ottley, D.D. Second and Cheaper
Edition. Demy Stv. isj. td.

An Introduction to the History of the
Creeds. By A. E. Burn, .D.D Deviy
Zvo. los. dd.

The Philosophy of Religion in England
and America. By Alfred Caldecott, D.D.
Demy Zvo. 10s. 6d.

A History of Early Christian Doctrine.
By J. F. Bethune Baker, M..\. DemySzo.
10s. 6.f.
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Westminster Commentaries, The
General Editor, WALTER LOCK, D.D., Warden of Keble College,
Dean Ireland's Professor of Exegesis in the University of Oxford.

The object of each commentary is primarily exegetical, to interpret the author's

meaning to the present generation. The editors will not deal, except very subor-

dinately, with questions of textual criticism or philology ; but, taking the English
text in the Revised Version as their basis, they will try "to combine a hearty accept-
ance of critical principles with loyalty to the Catholic Faith.

The Book of Genesis. Edited with Intro-

duction and Notes by S. R. Driver, D.D.
Fifth Edition Demy '&vo. los. 6d.

The Book of Jor. Kdited by E. C. S. Gibson,
D. D. Second Edition. Deinv Zvo. 6s.

The Acts of the Apostles. Edited by R.
B. Rackham, M.A. DemyZvo. Second and
Cheaper Edition. \os. 6d.

The First Efistle of Paul the Ai'ostle

TO THE Corinthians. Edited by H. L.

Goudge, M.A. Demy 8vo. 6s.

The Epistle of St. James. Edited with In-

troduction and Notes by R. J. Knowling,
M.A. Demy Svo. 6s.

Part II.—Fiction

Albanesi (E. Maria). SUSANNAH AND
ONE OTHER. Eourt/i Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

THE BLUNDER OF AN INNOCENT.
Second Edition. Cr. Zzio. 6s.

CAPRICIOUS CAROLINE. Second Edi-
tion. Cr. Svo. 6s.

LOVE AND LOUISA. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

PETER, A PARASITE. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE BROWN EYES OF IMARY. Tkird
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Anstey (F.)- Author of 'Vice Versa.' A
BAYARD FROM BENGAL. Illustrated

by Bernard Partridge. Third Edition.
Cr. Svo. 3^. 6d.

Bacheller (Irving), Authorof 'EbenHolden.'
DARREL OF THE BLESSED ISLES.
Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Bagot (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY.
Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE PASSPORT. Fourth Ed. Cr.Svo.6s.

Baring=Gould (S.). ARMINELL. Fifth
Edition. Cr. S7'o. 6s.

URITH. Fifth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

IN THE ROAR of the SEA. Seventh
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

CHEAP JACK ZITA. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s,

MARGERY OF QUETHER. Third
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

JACQUETTA. Third Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s.

KITTY ALONE. Fifth Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s.

NOEMI. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

THE BROOM-SQUIRE. Illustrated.

Fifth Edition. Cr. ovo. 6j-,

DARTMOOR IDYLLS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE PENNYCOMEQUICKS. Third
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

GUAVAS THE TINNER. Illustrated.
Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

BLADYS. Illustrated. Second Edition.

PABO THE PRIEST. Cr. Svo. 6s.

WINEFRED. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

ROYAL GEORGIE. Illustrated. Cr. Svo. 6s.

MISS QUILLET. Illustrated. Cr. Svo. 6s.

CHRIS OF ALL SORTS. Cr. S710. 6s.

IN DEWISLAND. Second Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

LITTLE TU'PENNY. A New Edition. 6d.

See also Strand Novels and Books for

Boys and Girls.

Barlow (Jane), THE LAND OF THE
SHAMROCK. Cr. Svo. 6s. See also

Strand Novels.

Barr (Robert). IN THE MIDST OF
ALARMS. Third Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s.

THE MUTABLE MANY. Third Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE COUNTESS TEKLA. ThirdEdiiion.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE LADY ELECTRA. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE TEMPESTUOUS PETTICOAT.
Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

See also Strand Novels and S. Crane.

Begbie (Harold). THE ADVENTURES
OF SIR JOHN SPARROW. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Belloc(HlIaire). EMMANUEL BURDEN,
MERCHANT. With 36 Illustrations by
G. K. Chesterton. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6i.
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Benson (E. F.) DODO. Foutth Edition.
Cr. %To. (>s. See also Straiul Novels.

Benson (MarRaret). SUBJECT TO
VANITY, rr. 87'<j. z^. (,d.

Bourne (Harold C). See V. I.anfrbritlge.
Burton (J. IJIoundelle). THK YEAR
ONE: A I'iiKc of the French Revolution.
Illustrated. Cr. Srfl. ts.

THE FATE OF VAi-SEC. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A BRANDED NAME. Cr. 8-jo. 6s.

See also Strand Novels.

Capes (Bernard), Author of 'The Lake of
\Vine." THE EXTRAORDINARY CON-
FESSIONSOF DIANAPLEASE. T/urd
Edition. Cr. St'o. 6s.

AIAYOFITALY. Fourth Ed. Cr.S-fo. 6s.

LOAVES AND FISHES. Second Edition.
Cr. 87'c. 6s.

Chesney (Weatherby). THE TRAGEDY
OF THE GRE.Vr EMERALD. Cr.
!^z'o. 6s.

THE MYSTERY OF A BUNGALOW.
Second Edition. Cr. S7'o. 6s.

See also Strand Novels.
Clifford (Hugh). A FREE LANCE OF
TO-DAY. Cr. St'o. 6s.

Clifford (Mrs. W. K.). See Strand Novels
and Books for Boys and Girls.

Cobb (Thomas). A CHANGE OF FACE.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

Corelli (Marie). A ROMANCE OF TWO
WORLDS. Twenty-Sixth Edition. Cr.
Sz'£>. 6s.

VENDETTA. Twenty-Third Edition. Cr.
8™. 6s.

THELMA. Thirty.Fourth Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.

ARDATH : THE STORY OF A DEAD
SELF. Sixteenth Edition. Cr. ivo. 6s.

THE SOUL OF LILITH. Thirteenth Edi-
tion. Cr. Sr'o. 6s.

WORMWOOD. Fourteenth Ed. Cr.Zvo. 6s.

BARABBAS : A DREAM OF THE
WORLD'S TRAGEDY. Forty-Jirst Edi-
tion. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Fiftieth
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE MASTER CHRISTIAN. 167th
Thousand. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

TEMPORAL POWER: A STUDY IN
SUPREMACY. isoth Thousand. Cr.
Sz'o. 6s.

GOD'S GOOD MAN : A SIMPLE LOVE
STORY, ir^jth Thousand. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE MIGHTY ATOI\L A New Edition.
Cr. %vo. 6s.

BOY. A New Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

JANE. A New Edition. Cr. Zz'o. 6s.

Crockett (S. R.), Author of 'The Raiders,"
etc. LOCHINVAR. Illustrated. Third
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE STANDARD BEARER. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Croker (B. M.). THE OLD CANTON-
MENT. Cr. 8w. 6s.

}OHANti A. Second Edition. Cr.&vo. 6s.

THE HAPPY VALLEY. Third Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

A NINE DAYS* WONDER. Third
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

PEGGY OF THE BARTON.S. Sixth
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

ANGEl/. Fourth Edition. Cr. S?'(». 6s.

A STATE SECRET. Third Edition. Cr.

Dawson'^^'(Francis W.). THE SCAR.
Second Edition. Cr. 'izio. 6s.

Dawson (A. J). DANIEL WHYTE.
Cr. Sto. 35. 6(1'.

Doyle (A. Conan), Author of '

Sherlock

Holmes,' 'The White Company,' etc.

ROUND THE RED LAMP. Ninth
Edition. Cr. '67>o. 6s.

Duncan (Sara Jeannette) (Mrs. Everard
Cotes). T HOSE DELI G H T F U L
.-AMERICANS. Illustrated. ThirdEdition.
Cr. Sf'c. 6s. See also .Strand Novels.

Findlater(J. H.). THE GREEN GRAVES
OF BALGOWRIE. Fijth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

See also .Strand Novels.
Findlater (Mary).^ A NARROW WAV.

T/iird Edition. Cr. &vo.. 6s.

THE ROSE OF JOY. Third Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

See also Strand Novels.

Fitzpatrick (K.) THE WEANS AT
RUWALLAN. Illustrated. Second Edi-
tion. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Fitzstephen (Gerald). MORE KIN
THAN KIND. Cr. S710. 6s.

Fletcher (J. S.). LUC IAN THE
DREAMER. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Fraser (Mrs. Hugh), Author of The Stolen

Emperor.' THE SLAKING OF THE
SWORD. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE SHADOW OF THE LORD. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.

FulIer=MaitIand (Mrs.), Author of ' The
Day Bookof BethiaHardacre.' BLANCHE
ESMEAD. Second Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s.

Gerard (Dorothea), Author of '

Lady Baby.
THE CONQUEST OF LONDON.
Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

HOLY MATRIMONY. Second Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

MADE OF MONEY. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE BRIDGE OF LIFE. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE IMPROBABLE IDYL. Third
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

See also Strand Novels.
Gerard (Emily). THE HERONS'
TOWER. Cr.Zvo. 6s.

Gissing (George), Author of 'Demos,' 'In
the Year of Jubilee,' etc. THE TOWN
TRAVKL].KK. Second Ed. Cr.Svo. 6s.

THE CROWN OF LIFE. Cr. Sjvj. 6s.

Gleig (Charles). BUNTERS CRUISE.
Illustrated. Cr. Sz'O. 3J. 6d.

Harraden (Beatrice). IN VARYING
MOODS. Fourteenth Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s.
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THE SCHOLAR'S DAUGHTER. Fourth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

HILDA STRAFFORD. Cy. 8r<7. 6s.

Harrod (F.) (Frances Forbes Robertson).
THE TAMING OF THE BRUTE. Cr.

Zvo. 6s.

Herbertson (Agnes C). PATIENCE
DEAN. Cr. i.vo. 6s.

Hichens (Robert). THE PROPHET OF
BERKELE ^ SQUARE. Second Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. Second
Edition. Cr. ^vo. 6s.

FELIX. Fifth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN. Sixth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

BYEWAYS. Cr. ?,7>o. v. 6d.
THE GARDEN OF ALLAH. Thirteenth

Edition. Cr. '&vo. 6s.

THE BLACK SPANIEL. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Hobbes (John Oliver), Author of ' Robert
Orange.' THE SERIOUS WOOING.
Cr. ^vo. 6s.

Hope (Anthony). THE GOD IN THE
CAR. Tenth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A CHANGE OF AIR. Sixth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

A MAN OF MARK. Fifth Edition. Cr.
Sz'o. 6s.

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN-
TONIO. Sixth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

PHROSO. Illustrated by H. R. Millar.
Sixth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Seventh Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE KING'S MIRROR. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

QUISANTE. Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE DOLLY DIALOGUES. Cr. Svo. 6s.

A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC. Illus-

trated. Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Hope (Qraham), Author of ' A Cardinal and
his Conscience,' etc., etc. THE LADY
OF LYTE. Second Ed. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Hough (Emerson). THE MISSISSIPPI
BUBBLE. Illustrated. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Housman (Clemence). THE LIFE OF
SIR AGLOVALE DEGALIS. Cr.Svo. 6s.

Hyne (C. J. Cutcliffe), Author of 'Captain
Kettle.' MR. HORROCKS, PURSER.
TJiird Edition, Cr. Svo. 6s.

Jacobs (W.W.). MANY CARGOES.
Twenty-Eighth Edition. Cr. Svo. 3^. 6,i.

SEA URCHINS. Twelfth Edition.. Cr.
Zvo. 3^. 6d.

A MASTER_ OF CRAFT. Illustrated.

Seventh Edition. Cr. Svo. 3s. 6d.
LIGHT FREIGHTS. Illustrated. Fifth

Edition. Cr. Sr>o. js. 6d.
James (Henry). THE SOFT SIDE. .Second

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE BETTER SORT. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE AMBASSADORS. Second Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE GOLDEN BOWL. Third Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

Janson (Gustaf). ABRAHAM'S SACRI-
FICE. Cr. S7>o. 6s.

Keays (H. A. Mitchell). HE THAT
EATETH BREAD WITH ME. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

Langbridge (V.) and Bourne (C.

Harold.). THE VALLEY OF IN-
HERITANCE. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Lawless (Hon. Emily). WITH ESSEX
IN IRELAND. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

See also Strand Novels.
Lawson (Harry), Author of 'When the

Billy Boils.' CHILDREN OF THE
BUSH. Cr.Svo. 6s.

Le Queux (W.). THE HUNCHBACK OF
WESTMINSTER. Third Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.

THE CLOSED BOOK. Third Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW.
Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s.

BEHIND THE THRONE. Third Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s,

Levett=Yeats (S.). ORRAIN. Second
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Long (J. Luther), Co-Author of 'The
Darling of the Gods.' MADAME
BUTTERFLY. Cr. Zvo. yA6d.

SIXTY JANE. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Lowis (Cecil). THE MACHINATIONS
OF THE MYO-OK. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Lyall (Edna). DERRICK VAUGHAN,
NOVELIST. 42W Thousand. Cr. Zvo.

2S. 6d.

M'Carthy (Justin H.), Author of ' If I were
King.' THE LADY OF LOYALTY
HOUSE. Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr,
Svo. 6s.

THE DRYAD. SecondEdition. Cr.Zvo. 6s.

Macdonald (Ronald). THE SEA MAID.
Second Edition. Cr. Sz'O. 6s.

Macnaughtan (S.). THE FORTUNE OF
CHRISTINA MACNAB. Third Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

Malet (Lucas). COLONEL ENDERBY'S
WIFE. Fourth Edition. Cr. Z7/0. 6s.

A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. New
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE WAGES OF SIN. Fourteenth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE CARISSIMA. Fourth Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.

THE GATELESS BARRIER. Fourth Edi-
tion. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD
CALMADY. Seventh Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s.

See also Books for Boys and Girls.

Mann (Mrs. M. E.). OLIVIA'S SUMMER.
Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

A LOST ESTATE. A New Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE PARISH OF HILBY. A New Edition.
Cr. Svo, 6s,
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THE PARISH NURSE. Fourth Edition.

Cr. Sz'D. 6s.

GRAN'MA'S JANE. Cr. Svo. 6s.

MRS. PE TER HOWARD. Cr. Svo. 6s.

A WINTER'S TALE. A Niiv Edition.

Cr. Zxio. 6s.

ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS. A New
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

ROSE AT HONEYPOT. T/iird Ed. Cr.

Svo. 6s. See also Books for Boys and Girls.

Marriott (Charles), Author of 'The
Column.' GENEVRA. Second Edition.

Cr. Svo. 6s.

Marsh (Richard). THE TWICKENHAM
PEERAGE. Second Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s.

A DUEL. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE MARQUIS OF PUTNEY. Second
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

See also Strand Novels.
Mason (A. E. W.), Author of 'The Four

Feathers," etc. CLEMENTINA. Illus-

trated. Second Edition. Cr.Sz'o. 6s.

Mathers (Helen), Author of ' Comin' thro'

the Rye.' HONEY. Fourth Edition.

GRIFf'oFGRIFFITHSCOURT. Cr. Svo.

6s.

THE FERRYMAN. Second Edition. Cr.

Zvo. 6s.

Maxwell (W. B.), Author of 'The Ragged
Messc-nger.' VIVIEN. Eighth Edition.
Cr. Se'C. 6s.

THE RAGGED MESSENGER. Third
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

FABULOUS FANCIES. Cr. Qvo. 6s.

Meade (L. T.). DRIFT. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

RESURGAM. Cr. Svo. 6s.

VICTORY. Cr. Svo. 6s.

See also Books for Girls and Boys.
Meredith (Ellis). HEART OF MY
HEART. Cr. Svo. 6s.

'Miss Molly' (The Author of). THE
GREAT RECONCILER. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Mitford (Bertram). THE SIGN OF THE
SPIDER. Illustrated. Sixth Edition.
Cr. Szio. 3^. 6d.

IN THE WHIRL OF THE RISING.
Third Edition. Cr. Szto. 6s.

THE RED DERELICT. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

Montresor (F. F.), Author of 'Into the

Highways and Hedges.' THE ALIEN,
Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Morrison (Arthur). TALES OF MEAN
STREETS. Sixth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

A CHILD OF THE JAGO. Fourth Edition.

Cr. Svo. 6s.

TO LONDON TOWN. Second Edition.

Cr. Svo. 6s.

CUNNING MURRELL. Cr.Svo. 6s.

THE HOLE IN THE WALL. Fourth Edi-
tion. Cr. Svo. 6s.

DIVERS VANITIES. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Nesbit (E.). (Mrs. E. Bland). THEKKD
HOUSE. Illustrated. Fourth Edition.

Cr. Sz'o. 6s.

See also Strand Novels.

Norris (W. E.). THE CREDIT OF THE
COUNTY. Illustrated. Second Edition.

THE EMBARRASSING ORPHAN. Cr.

Svo. 6s.

NIGEL'S VOCATION. Cr. 8w. 6^.

BARHAM OF BELTANA. SecondEdition.
Cr. S710. 6s.

See also Strand Novels.

OUivant (Alfred). OWD BOB, THE
GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. Eighth
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Oppenheim (E. Phillips). MASTER OF
MEN. Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Oxenham (John), Author of
' Barbe of

Grand Bayou.
' A WEAVER OF WEBS.

Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE GATE OF THE DESERT. Fourth
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Pain (Barry). THREE FANTASIES.
Cr. Svo. IS.

LINDLEY KAYS. Third Edition. Cr.

Svo. 6s.

Parker (Gilbert). PIERRE AND HIS
PEOPLE. Sixth Edition.

MRS. FALCHION. Fifth Edition. Cr.Svo.

6s.

THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE.
Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Illus-

trated. Ninth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC :

The Story of a Lost Napoleon. Fi/th
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH:
The Last Adventures of 'Pretty Pierre.'

Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE SE.ATS OF THE MIGHTY. Illus-

trated. E'ourteenth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: a

Romance of Two Kingdoms. Illustrated.

Fifth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES.
Second Edition. Cr. Svo. y. 6d.

Pemberton (Max), THE FOOTSTEPS
OF A THRONE. Illustrated. Third
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

I CROWN THEE KING. With Illustra-

tions by Frank Dadd and A. Forrestier.

Cr. Svo. 6s.

Phlllpotts (Eden). LYING PROPHETS.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

CHILDREN OF THE MIST. Fifth Edi-

tion. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE HUM.^N BOY. With a Frontispiece.
Fourth Edition, Cr. Svo. 6s.

SONS OF THE MORNING. Second
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.
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THE RIVER. Third Edition. Cr. ?,vo. 6s.

THE AMERICAN PRISONER. T/iird
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE SECRET WOMAN. Eourtk Edition.

KNOCK AT A VENTURE. With a Frontis-

piece. T/tird Edition. Cr.^TO. 6s.

THE PORTREEVE. Fourtli Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.

See also Strand Novels. „
Pickthall (Marmaduke). SAID THE
FISHERMAN. Fifth Edition. Cr. Zvo.

6s.

BRENDLE. .Second Edition Cr. Zvo. 6s.

'Q,' Author of 'Dead M.an's Rock.' THE
WHITE WOLF. Second Edition. Cr.

THE MAYOR OF TROY. Fourth Edition.
Cr. 8ev. 6s.

Rhys (Grace). THE WOOING OF
SHEILA. .Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE PRINCE OF LISNOVER. Cr. 8z>o.

6s.

Rhys (Grace) and Another. THE DI-
VERTED VILLAGE. Illustrated hy
DOKOTHY GWYN JeFFKEYS. Cr. Sz'O. 6s.

Ridge (W. Pett). LOST PROPERTY.
Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

ERB. Second Edition. Cr. 8zro. 6s.

A SON OF THE STATE. Second Edition.

Cr. ivo. 3^. 6d.

A BREAKER OF LAWS. A New Edition.
Cr. Sz>o. 3.r. 6d.

MRS. GALER'S BUSINESS. Illustrated.

.Second Edition. Cr. Sto. 6s.

SECRETARY TO BAYNE, M.P. Cr. S?'o.

3^. 6d.

Ritchie (Mrs. David G.), THE TRUTH-
FUL LIAR. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Roberts (C. G. D.). THE HEART OF
THE ANCIENT WOOD. Cr. Svo.

^s. 6d.

Russell (W. Clark). MY DANISH
SWEETHEART. Illustrated. Fifth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

HIS ISLAND PRINCESS. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Cr. 6vo. 6s.

ABANDONED. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

See also Books for Boys and Girls.

Sergeant (Adeline). ANTHEA'S WAY.
Cr. Zz>o. 6s.

THE PROGRESS OF RACHAEL. Cr.

8vo. 6s.

THE MYSTERY OF THE MOAT. Second
Edition. Cr. 87'0. 6s.

MRS. LYGON'S HUSBAND. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE COMING OF THE RANDOLPHS.
Cr. 8z'o. 6s.

See also Strand Novels.

Shannon. (W.F.) THE MESS DECK
Cr. Svo. 3^. 6d.

See also Strand Novels.

Sonnischsen (Albert). DEEP-SEA VAGA.
BONDS. Cr. Sto. 6s.

Thompson (Vance). SPINNERS OF
LIFE. Cr.Svo. 6s.

Urquhart (M.), A TRAGEDY IN COM-
MONPLACE. Second Ed. Cr. &to. 6s.

Waineman (Paul). BY A FINNISH
LAKE. Cr. Zz'o. 6s.

THE SONG OF THE FOREST. Cr.
8z'0. 6s. See also Strand Novels.

Waltz (E. C). THE ANCIENT LAND-
MARK : A Kentucky Romance. Cr. Svo.

6s.

Watson (H. B. Marriott). ALARUMS
AND EXCURSIONS. Cr. 8z:o. 6s.

CAPTAIN FORTUNE. Third Eaition.

TWISTED EGLANTINE. With 8 Illus-

trations by Frank Craig. Third Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE HIGH TOBY. With a Frontispiece.
Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

See also Strand Novels.

Wells (H. G.). THE SEA LADY. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

Weyman (Stanley), Authorof A Gentleman
of Fr.ance.' UNDER THE RED ROBE.
With Illustrations by R. C. Woodville.
Tzicntieth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

White (Stewart E.), .-Vuthorof ' The Blazed
Trail.' CONJUROR'S HOUSE. A
Romance of the Free Trail. Second Edition.
Cr. Szio. 6s.

White (Percy). THE SYSTEM. Third
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE PATIENT MAN. Second Edition.
Cr. 8zio. 6s.

Williamson (Mrs. C. N.), Author of 'The
Barnstormers.' THE ,\DVENTURE
OF PRINCESS SYLVIA. Second Edi-
tion. Cr. Sz/o. js. 6d.

THE WOMAN WHO DARED. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE SEA COULD TELL. Second Edilion.
Cr. Sz'O. 6s.

THE CASTLE OF THE SH.^DOWS.
Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

PAPA. Cr. Svo. 6s.

LADY BETTY ACROSS THE WATER.
Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Williamson (C. N. and A. M.). THE
LIGHTNING CONDUCTOR : Being the
Romance of a Motor Car. Illustrated.

Fourteenth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE PRINCESS PASSES. Illustrated.

Seventh Edition. Cr. Sz'O. 6s.

MY FRIEND THE CHAUFFEUR. Wuh
i6 Illustrations. Seventh Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

Wyllarde (Dolf), Author of 'Uriah the

Hittite.' THE PATHWAY OF THE
PIONEER. Fourth Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s.



Fiction 37

Methuen's Shilling Novels

Cr. 8vo. Cloth, \s. net.

Encouraged by the great and steady sale of their Sixpenny Novels, Messrs. Methiien have
determined to issue a new series of fiction at a low price under the title of 'The Shilling;
Novels.' These books are wt- 11 printed and well bound in cloth, and the excellence of their

(luality may be gauged from the names of those authors who contribute the early volumes of
the series.

Messrs. Methuen would point out that the books are as good and as long as a six shilling

novel, tliat they are bound in cloth and not in paper, and that their price is One Shilling net.

They feel sure that the public will appreciate such good and die:!]) literature, and the books can
be seen at all good booksellers.

The first volumes are—

Idylls.
THE

Balfour (Andrew). VENGEANCE IS
MINK.

TO ARMS.
Baring -Gould (S.). MRS. CURGENVEN
OF CURGENVEN.

DOMIIIA.
ITIK FROBISHERS.
Barlow (Jane), Author of

'
Irish

FROM THE EAST UNTO
WEST.

\ CRKKL OF IRISH STORIES.
THE FOUNDING OF FORTUNES.
Barr (Robert). THE VICTORS.
Bartram (George). THIRTEEN EVEN-
INGS.

Benson (E. F.), Author of 'Dodo.' THE
CAPSIN A.

Bowles (Q. Stewart). A STRETCH OFF
THE LAND.

Brooke (Emma). THE POETS CHILD.
Bullock (Shan F.). THE HARRYS.
THE CHARMER.
THE SQUIREEN.
THE RED LEAGUERS.
Burton (J. Bloundelle).
SALT SEAS.

THE CLASH OF ARMS.
DENOUNCED.
FORTUNE'S MY FOE.
Capes (Bernard). AT
FIRE.

Chesney (Weatherby).
RING.

THE BRANDED PRINCE.
THE FOUNDERED GALLEON.
JOHN TOPP.
Clifford (Mrs. W. K.).
SUMMER.

Collingwood (Harry).
OF THE 'JULIET.'

Cornford (L. Cope). SONS OF ADVER-
SITY.

Crane (Stephen). WOUNDS IN THE
RAIN.

Denny (C. E.). THE ROMANCE OF
UPFOLD MANOR.

Dickson (Harris). THE BLACK WOLF'S
BREED.

Dickinson (Evelyn). THE SIN OF
ANGELS.

ACROSS THE

A WINTER'S

THE BAPTIST

A FLASH OF

THE DOCTOR

Duncan (Sara J.). 'THE POOL IN THE
DF.SERT.

A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION.
Embree (C. F.). A HEART OF FLAME.
Fenn (G. Manville). AN ELECTRIC
SPARK.

Findlater (Jane H.). A DAUGHTER OF
STRIFE.

Findlater (iVlary). OVER THE HILLS.
Forrest (R. E.). THE SWORD OF
AZRAKL.

Francis (M. E.). MISS ERIN.
Gallon (Tom), RICKERBY'S FOLLY.
Gerard (Dorothea). THINGS THAT
HAVE HAPPENED.

GiIchi-ist(R. Murray). WILLOWBRAKE.
Olanville (Ernest). THE DESPATCH
RIDER.

THE LOST REGIMENT.
THE KLOOF BRIDE.
THE INCA S TREASURE.
Gordon (J ulien). MRS. CLYDE.
WORLD'S PEOPLE.
Goss (C. F.). THE REDEMPTION OF
DAVID CORSON.

Gray (E. M'Queen). MY STEWARD-
SHIP.

Hales (A, G.). JAIR THE APOSTATE.
Hamilton(Lord Ernest). MARY HAMIL-
TON.

Harrison (Mrs. Burton). A PRINCESS
OF THE HILLS. Illustrated.

Hooper (I.). THE SINGER OF MARLY.
Hough (Emerson). THE MISSISSIPPI
BUBBLE.

'Iota' (Mrs. Caffyn). ANNE MAULE-
VERER.

Jepson (Edgar). KEEPERS OF THE
PEOPLE.

Kelly (Florence Finch). WITH HOOPS
OF STEEL.

Lawless (Hon. Emily). MAELCHO.
Linden (Annie). .\ WOMAN OF SENTI.
MENT.

Lorimer (Norma). JOSIAH'S WIFE.
Lush (Charles K.). THE AUTOCRATS.
Macdonell (Anne). THE STORY Olf
TERESA.

Macgrath (Harold). THE PUPPET
CROWN.
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Mackie (Pauline Bradford). THE VOICE
IN THE DESERT.

Marsh (Richard). THE SEEN AND
THE UNSEEN.

GARNERED.
A METAMORPHOSIS.
MARVELS AND MYSTERIES.
BOTH SIDES OF THE VEIL.
Mayall (J. W.). THE CYNIC AND THE
SYREN.

Monlchouse (Allan). LOVE IN A LIFE.
Moore (Arthur). THE KNIGHT PUNC-
TILIOUS.

Nesbit (Mrs. Bland). THE LITERARY
SENSE.

Norris(W. E.). AN OCTAVE.
OIiphant(Mrs.). THE LADY'S WALK.
SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE.
THE TWO MARY'S.
Penny (Mrs. FranIi). A MIXED MAR-
AGE.

Phillpotts (Eden). THE STRIKING
HOURS.

FANCY FREE.
Pryce (Richard). TIME AND THE
WOMAN.

Randall (J.). AUNT BETHIA'S BUTTON.
Raymond (Walter), FORTUNE'S DAR-
LING.

Rayner (Olive Pratt). ROSALBA.
Rhys (Grace). THE DIVERTED VILL-
AGE.

RIckert (Edith). OUT OF THE CYPRESS
SWAMP.

Roberton(M. H.). A GALLANTQUAKER.
Saunders (Marshall). ROSE A CHAR.

LITTE.
Sergeant (Adeline). ACCUSED AND
ACCUSER.

BARBARA'S MONEY.
THE ENTHUSIAST.
A GREAT LADY.
THE LOVE THAT OVERCAME.
THE MASTER OF BEECHWOOD.
UNDER SUSPICION.
THE YELLOW DIAMOND.
Shannon (W. P.). JIM TWELVES.
Strain (E. H.). ELMSLIE'S DRAG NET.
Stringer (Arthur). THE SILVER POPPY.
Stuart (Esmfe). CHRISTALLA.
Sutherland (Duchess of). ONE HOUR
AND THE NEXT.

Swan (Annie). LOVE GROWN COLD.
Swift (Benjamin). SORDON.
Tanqueray (Mrs. B. M.). THE ROYAL
QUAKER.

Trafford-Taunton (Mrs. E.W.). SILENT
DOMINION.

Upward (Allen). ATHELSTANE FORD.
Waineman(Paul). A HEROINE FROM
FINLAND.

Watson (H. B. Marriott). THE SKIRTS
OF HAPPY CHANCE.

'Zack.' TALES OF DUNSTABLE WEIR.

Books for Boys and Girls

Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 3^. 6d.

The Getting Well of Dorothy. By Mrs.
W. K. Clifford. Second Edition.

The Icelander's Sword. By S. Baring-
Gould.

Only a Guard-Room Dog. By Edith E.
Cuthell.

The Doctor of the Juliet. By Harry
Collingwood.

Little Peter. By Lucas Malet. Second
Edition.

Master Rockafellar's Voyage. By W.
Clark Russell.

The Secret of Madame de Monluc. By
the Author of "

Mdlle. Mori."
Syd Belton : Or, the Boy who would not go

to Sea. By G. Manville Fenn.
The Red Grange. By Mrs. Molesworth.
A Girl of the People. By L. T. Meade.

Second Edition.
Hepsy Gipsy. By L. T. Meade. 2^. 6d.
The Honourable Miss. By L. T. Meade.

Second Edition,
There was once a Prince. By Mrs. M. E.

Mann.
When Arnold comes Home. By Mrs. M. E.

Mann.

The Novels of Alexandre Dumas

Price 6d. Double Volttmes, is.

The Three Musketeers. With a long
Introduction by Andrew Lang. Double
volume.

The Prince of Thieves. Second Edition.
Robin Hood. A Sequel to the above.
The Corsican Brothers.
Georges.

Crop-Eared Jacquot; Jane; Etc.
Twenty Years After. Double volume.
Amaury.
The Castle of Eppstein.
The Snowball, and Sultanetta.
Cecile; or, The Wedding Gown.
Act6.
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The Black Tulip.
The Vicomte de Bragf.lonnk.

Part i. Louise de li Vallic-rc. Double
Volume.

Part II. The M.in in the Iron Mask.
Double Volume.

The Convict's Son.
The Wolf-Lkader.
Nanon ; OK, The Women' War. Double

volume.

Pauline; Murat; anh Pascal Bruno.
The Adventukes ok Captain Pami'hile.
Fernande.
Gabriel Lambert.
Catherine Blum.
The Chevalier D'Harmental. Double

volume.
svlvandire.
The Fencing Master.
The Reminiscences oe Antony,
Conscien'ce.
Pere L.\ Ruinr.
*Henri of Navarre. The second part of

Queen Margot.
The Great Massacre. The first part of

Queen Margot.
The Wild Duck Shooter.

Illustrated Edition.

Demy Zvo. Cloth.

The Three Musketeers. Illustrated in

Colour by Frank Adams. 2.s. td.

The Prince of 1'hievbs. Illustrated in

Colour by Frank Adams, is.

RuiiiN Hoi(D THE Outlaw. Illustrated in

Colour by Frank Adams, ^s.

The Corsican Brothers. Illustrated in
Colour by A. M. M'Lellan. \s. td.

The Wolf-Leader. Illustrated in Colour
by Frank Adams, is. 6</.

Georges. Illustrated in Colour by Munro Orr.

Twenty Years After. Illustrated in Colour
by Frank Adams, -^s.

Amaury. Illustrated in Colour by Gordon
Browne, zj.

The Snowhall, and Sultanetta. Illus-

trated in Colour by Frank Adams, -zs.

The Vicomte deBkagelonne. Illustrated in

Colour by Frank Adams.
Part I. Louise de la ValHere. 3^.
Part II. The Man in the Iron Mask. 3J.

Crop-Kared Jacouot; Jane; Etc. Illus-
trated in Colour by Gordon Browne. 2j.

The Castle of Eppstein. Illustrated in

Colour by Stewart Orr. is. 6d.

AcTit. Illustrated in Colour by Gordon
Browne. i.r. 6d.

Cecile; or, The Wedding Gown. Illus-
trated in Colour by D. Murray Smith.
IS. td.

The Adventures of Captain Pamphile.
Illustrated in Colour by Frank Adams,
i^. bd.

Methuen's Sixpenny Books

Austen (Jane). PRIDE AND PRE-
JUDICE.

Bagot (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY.
Balfour (Andrew). BY STROKE OF
SWORD.

Baring=GouId (S.). FURZE BLOOM.
CHEAP JACK ZITA.
KITTY ALONE.
URITH.
THE BROOM SQUIRE.
IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA.
NO^MI.
A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. Illustrated.

LITTLE TU'PENNY.
THE FROBISHERS.
Barr (Robert). JENNIE BAXTER,
JOURNALIST.

IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS.
THE COUNTESS TEKLA.
THE MUTABLE MANY.
Benson (E. F.). DODO.
Bronte (Charlotte). SHIRLEY.
Brownell (C. L.). THE HEART OF
JAPAN.

Burton (J. Bloundelle). ACROSS THE
SALT SEAS.

Caffyni(Mrs).,('Iota'). ANNE MAULE-
VERER.

*Capes (Bernard). THE LAKE OF
WINE.

Clifford (Mrs. W. K.). A FLASH OF
SUMMER.

MRS. KEITH'S CRIME.
Connell (F. Norreys). THE NIGGER
KNIGHTS.

Corbett (Julian). A BUSINESS IN
GREAT WATERS.

Croker (Mrs. B. M.). PEGGY OF THE
B.A.RTONS.

A STATE SECRET.
ANGEL.
JOHANNA.
Dante (Alighierl). THE VISION OF
DANTE (GARY).

Doyle (A. Coaan). ROUND THE RED
LAMP.

Duncan (Sara Jeannette). A VOY.'\GE
OF CONSOLATION.

THOSE DELIGHTFUL AMERICANS.
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Eliot (George). THE MILL ON THE
KLOSS.

Findlater (Jane H.). THE GREEN
GRAVES OF BALGOWRIE.

Gallon (Tom). RICKERBY'S FOLLY.
OaskelKMrs.). CRANFORD.
MARY BARTON.
NORTH AND SOUTH.
Gerard (Dorothea). HOLY MATRI-
MONY.

THE CONQUEST OF LONDON.
MADE OF MONEY.
Gissing (George). THE TOWN TRAVEL-
LER.

THE CROWN OF LIFE.
Glanville (Ernest). THE INCA'S
TREASURE.

THE KLOOF BRIDE.
Gleig (Charles). BUNTER'S CRUISE.
Grimm (The Brothers). GRIMM'S
FAIRY TALES. Illustrated.

Hope (Anthony). A MAN OF MARK.
A CHANGE OF AIR.
THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT
ANTONIO.

PHROSO.
THE DOLLY DIALOGUES.
Hornung (E. W.). DEAD MEN TELL
NO TALES.

Ingraham (J. H.). THE THRONE OF
DAVID.

LeQueux(W.). THE HUNCHBACK OF
WESTMINSTER.

Levett=Yeats (S. K.). THE TRAITOR'S
WAY.

Linton (E. Lynn). THE TRUE HIS-
TORY OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON.

Lyall(Edna). DERRICK VAUGHAN.
Malet (Lucas). THE CARISSIMA.
A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION.
Mann (Mrs. M. E.). MRS. PETER
HOWARD.

A LOST ESTATE.
THE CEDAR STAR.
Marchmont (A. W.). MISER HOAD-
LKY S SECRET.

A MOMENT'S ERROR.
Marryat (Captain). PETER SIMPLE.
FACOB FAITHFUL.
Marsh (Richard). THE TWICKENHAM
PEERAGE.

THE GODDESS.
THE JOSS.
Mason (A. E. W.). CLEMENTINA.
Mathers (Helen). HONEY.
GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT.

SAM'S SWEETHEART.
Meade (Mrs. L. T.). DRIFT.
Mitford (Bertram). THE SIGN OF THE
SPIDER.

Montresor (F. F.). THE ALIEN.
Moore (Arthur). THE GAY DECEIVERS.
Morrison (Arthur). THE HOLE IN
THE WALL.

Nesbit(E.). THE RED HOUSE.
Norrls(W. E.). HIS GRACE.
GILES INGILBY.
THE CREDIT OF THE COUNTY.
LORD LEONARD.
MATTHEW AUSTIN.
CLARISSA FURIOSA.
Oliphant (Mrs.). THE LADY'S WALK.
SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE.
THE PRODIGALS.
Oppenheim (E. Phillips). MASTER OF
MEN.

Parker (Gilbert). THE POMP OF THE
LAVILETTES.

WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC.
THE TRAIL OF THE .SWORD.
Pemberton (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS
OF A THRONE.

I CROWN THEE KING.
Phillpotts (Eden), THE HUMAN BOY.
CHILDREN OF THE MLST.
Ridge (W. Pett). A SON OF THE STATE.
LOST PROPERTY.
GEORGE AND THE GENERAL.
Russell (W. Clark). A MARRIAGE AT
SEA.

ABANDONED.
MY DANISH SWEETHEART.
Sergeant (Adeline). THE MASTER OF
BEECHWOOD.

BARBARA'S MONEY.
THE YELLOW DIAMOND.
Surtees (R. S.). HANDLEY CROSS.

Illustrated.

MR. SPONGE'S SPORTING TOUR.
Illustrated.

ASK MAMMA. Illustrated.

Valentine (Major E. S.). VELDT AND
LAAGER.

SValford (Mrs. L. B.). MR. SMITH.
THE BABY'S GRANDMOTHER.
Wallace (General Lew). BEN-HUR.
THE FAIR GOD.
Watson (H. B. Marriot). THE ADVEN-
TURERS.

Weekes (A. B.). PRISONERS OF WAR.
Wells (H.G.). THESTOLEN BACILLUS.
White (Percy). A PASSJONATE
PILGRIM.
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