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  Of all the sciences which have puzzled the sons of men, none had such an
  attraction for the learned Professor von Baumgarten as those which relate to
  psychology and the ill-defined relations between mind and matter. A
  celebrated anatomist, a profound chemist, and one of the first physiologists
  in Europe, it was a relief for him to turn from these subjects and to bring
  his varied knowledge to bear upon the study of the soul and the mysterious
  relationship of spirits. At first, when as a young man he began to dip into
  the secrets of mesmerism, his mind seemed to be wandering in a strange land
  where all was chaos and darkness, save that here and there some great
  unexplainable and disconnected fact loomed out in front of him. As the years
  passed, however, and as the worthy Professor’s stock of knowledge increased,
  for knowledge begets knowledge as money bears interest, much which had seemed
  strange and unaccountable began to take another shape in his eyes. New trains
  of reasoning became familiar to him, and he perceived connecting links where
  all had been incomprehensible and startling.


  By experiments which extended over twenty years, he obtained a basis of
  facts upon which it was his ambition to build up a new exact science which
  should embrace mesmerism, spiritualism, and all cognate subjects. In this he
  was much helped by his intimate knowledge of the more intricate parts of
  animal physiology which treat of nerve currents and the working of the brain;
  for Alexis von Baumgarten was Regius Professor of Physiology at the
  University of Keinplatz, and had all the resources of the laboratory to aid
  him in his profound researches.


  Professor von Baumgarten was tall and thin, with a hatchet face and steel-
  grey eyes, which were singularly bright and penetrating. Much thought had
  furrowed his forehead and contracted his heavy eyebrows, so that he appeared
  to wear a perpetual frown, which often misled people as to his character, for
  though austere he was tender-hearted. He was popular among the students, who
  would gather round him after his lectures and listen eagerly to his strange
  theories. Often he would call for volunteers from amongst them in order to
  conduct some experiment, so that eventually there was hardly a lad in the
  class who had not, at one time or another, been thrown into a mesmeric trance
  by his Professor.


  Of all these young devotees of science there was none who equalled in
  enthusiasm Fritz von Hartmann. It had often seemed strange to his fellow-
  students that wild, reckless Fritz, as dashing a young fellow as ever hailed
  from the Rhinelands, should devote the time and trouble which he did in
  reading up abstruse works and in assisting the Professor in his strange
  experiments. The fact was, however, that Fritz was a knowing and long-headed
  fellow. Months before he had lost his heart to young Elise, the blue-eyed,
  yellow-haired daughter of the lecturer. Although he had succeeded in learning
  from her lips that she was not indifferent to his suit, he had never dared to
  announce himself to her family as a formal suitor. Hence he would have found
  it a difficult matter to see his young lady had he not adopted the expedient
  of making himself useful to the Professor. By this means he frequently was
  asked to the old man’s house, where he willingly submitted to be experimented
  upon in any way as long as there was a chance of his receiving one bright
  glance from the eyes of Elise or one touch of her little hand.


  Young Fritz von Hartmann was a handsome lad enough. There were broad
  acres, too, which would descend to him when his father died. To many he would
  have seemed an eligible suitor; but Madame frowned upon his presence in the
  house, and lectured the Professor at times on his allowing such a wolf to
  prowl around their lamb. To tell the truth, Fritz had an evil name in
  Keinplatz. Never was there a riot or a duel, or any other mischief afoot, but
  the young Rhinelander figured as a ringleader in it. No one used more free
  and violent language, no one drank more, no one played cards more habitually,
  no one was more idle, save in the one solitary subject.


  No wonder, then, that the good Frau Professorin gathered her Fraulein
  under her wing, and resented the attentions of such a mauvais sujet. As to
  the worthy lecturer, he was too much engrossed by his strange studies to form
  an opinion upon the subject one way or the other.


  For many years there was one question which had continually obtruded
  itself upon his thoughts. All his experiments and his theories turned upon a
  single point. A hundred times a day the Professor asked himself whether it
  was possible for the human spirit to exist apart from the body for a time and
  then to return to it once again. When the possibility first suggested itself
  to him his scientific mind had revolted from it. It clashed too violently
  with preconceived ideas and the prejudices of his early training. Gradually,
  however, as he proceeded farther and farther along the pathway of original
  research, his mind shook off its old fetters and became ready to face any
  conclusion which could reconcile the facts. There were many things which made
  him believe that it was possible for mind to exist apart from matter. At last
  it occurred to him that by a daring and original experiment the question
  might be definitely decided.


  “It is evident,” he remarked in his celebrated article upon invisible
  entities, which appeared in the Keinplatz wochenliche Medicalschrift about
  this time, and which surprised the whole scientific world—“it is
  evident that under certain conditions the soul or mind does separate itself
  from the body. In the case of a mesmerised person, the body lies in a
  cataleptic condition, but the spirit has left it. Perhaps you reply that the
  soul is there, but in a dormant condition. I answer that this is not so,
  otherwise how can one account for the condition of clairvoyance, which has
  fallen into disrepute through the knavery of certain scoundrels, but which
  can easily be shown to be an undoubted fact. I have been able myself, with a
  sensitive subject, to obtain an accurate description of what was going on in
  another room or another house. How can such knowledge be accounted for on any
  hypothesis save that the soul of the subject has left the body and is
  wandering through space? For a moment it is recalled by the voice of the
  operator and says what it has seen, and then wings its way once more through
  the air. Since the spirit is by its very nature invisible, we cannot see
  these comings and goings, but we see their effect in the body of the subject,
  now rigid and inert, now struggling to narrate impressions which could never
  have come to it by natural means. There is only one way which I can see by
  which the fact can be demonstrated. Although we in the flesh are unable to
  see these spirits, yet our own spirits, could we separate them from the body,
  would be conscious of the presence of others. It is my intention, therefore,
  shortly to mesmerise one of my pupils. I shall then mesmerise myself in a
  manner which has become easy to me. After that, if my theory holds good, my
  spirit will have no difficulty in meeting and communing with the spirit of my
  pupil, both being separated from the body. I hope to be able to communicate
  the result of this interesting experiment in an early number of the Keinplatz
  wochenliche Medicalschrilt. ”


  When the good Professor finally fulfilled his promise, and published an
  account of what occurred, the narrative was so extraordinary that it was
  received with general incredulity. The tone of some of the papers was so
  offensive in their comments upon the matter that the angry savant declared
  that he would never open his mouth again or refer to the subject in any way
  —a promise which he has faithfully kept. This narrative has been
  compiled, however, from the most authentic sources, and the events cited in
  it may be relied upon as substantially correct.


  It happened, then, that shortly after the time when Professor von
  Baumgarten conceived the idea of the above-mentioned experiment, he was
  walking thoughtfully homewards after a long day in the laboratory, when he
  met a crowd of roystering students who had just streamed out from a
  beer-house. At the head of them, half-intoxicated and very noisy, was young
  Fritz von Hartmann. The Professor would have passed them, but his pupil ran
  across and intercepted him.


  “Heh! my worthy master,” he said, taking the old man by the sleeve, and
  leading him down the road with him. “There is something that I have to say to
  you, and it is easier for me to say it now, when the good beer is humming in
  my head, than at another time. ”


  “What is it, then, Fritz?“the physiologist asked, looking at him in mild
  surprise.


  “I hear, mein herr, that you are about to do some wondrous experiment in
  which you hope to take a man’s soul out of his body, and then to put it back
  again. Is it not so?”


  “It is true, Fritz. ”


  “And have you considered, my dear sir, that you may have some difficulty
  in finding some one on whom to try this? Potztausend! Suppose that the soul
  went out and would not come back. That would be a bad business. Who is to
  take the risk?”


  “But, Fritz,” the Professor cried, very much startled by this view of the
  matter, “I had relied upon your assistance in the attempt. Surely you will
  not desert me. Consider the honour and glory. ”


  “Consider the fiddlesticks!” the student cried angrily. “Am I to be paid
  always thus? Did I not stand two hours upon a glass insulator while you
  poured electricity into my body? Have you not stimulated my phrenic nerves,
  besides ruining my digestion with a galvanic current round my stomach?
  Four-and-thirty times you have mesmerised me, and what have I got from all
  this? Nothing. And now you wish to take my soul out, as you would take the
  works from a watch. It is more than flesh and blood can stand. ”


  “Dear, dear!” the Professor cried in great distress. “That is very true,
  Fritz. I never thought of it before. If you can but suggest how I can
  compensate you, you will find me ready and willing. ”


  “Then listen,” said Fritz solemnly. “If you will pledge your word that
  after this experiment I may have the hand of your daughter, then I am willing
  to assist you; but if not, I shall have nothing to do with it. These are my
  only terms. ”


  “And what would my daughter say to this?“the Professor exclaimed, after a
  pause of astonishment.


  “Elise would welcome it,” the young man replied. “We have loved each other
  long. ”


  “Then she shall be yours,” the physiologist said with decision, “for you
  are a good-hearted young man, and one of the best neurotic subjects that I
  have ever known—that is when you are not under the influence of
  alcohol. My experiment is to be performed upon the fourth of next month. You
  will attend at the physiological laboratory at twelve o’clock. It will be a
  great occasion, Fritz. Von Gruben is coming from Jena, and Hinterstein from
  Basle. The chief men of science of all South Germany will be there.


  “I shall be punctual,” the student said briefly; and so the two parted.
  The Professor plodded homeward, thinking of the great coming event, while the
  young man staggered along after his noisy companions, with his mind full of
  the blue-eyed Elise, and of the bargain which he had concluded with her
  father.


  The Professor did not exaggerate when he spoke of the widespread interest
  excited by his novel psychophysiological experiment. Long before the hour had
  arrived the room was filled by a galaxy of talent. Besides the celebrities
  whom he had mentioned, there had come from London the great Professor
  Lurcher, who had just established his reputation by a remarkable treatise
  upon cerebral centres. Several great lights of the Spiritualistic body had
  also come a long distance to be present, as had a Swedenborgian minister, who
  considered that the proceedings might throw some light upon the doctrines of
  the Rosy Cross.


  There was considerable applause from this eminent assembly upon the
  appearance of Professor von Baumgarten and his subject upon the platform. The
  lecturer, in a few well-chosen words, explained what his views were, and how
  he proposed to test them. “I hold,” he said, “that when a person is under the
  influence of mesmerism, his spirit is for the time released from his body,
  and I challenge any one to put forward any other hypothesis which will
  account for the fact of clairvoyance. I therefore hope that upon mesmerising
  my young friend here, and then putting myself into a trance, our spirits may
  be able to commune together, though our bodies lie still and inert. After a
  time nature will resume her sway, our spirits will return into our respective
  bodies, and all will be as before. With your kind permission, we shall now
  proceed to attempt the experiment. ”


  The applause was renewed at this speech, and the audience settled down in
  expectant silence. With a few rapid passes the Professor mesmerised the young
  man, who sank back in his chair, pale and rigid. He then took a bright globe
  of glass from his pocket, and by concentrating his gaze upon it and making a
  strong mental effort, he succeeded in throwing himself into the same
  condition. It was a strange and impressive sight to see the old man and the
  young sitting together in the same cataleptic condition. Whither, then, had
  their souls fled? That was the question which presented itself to each and
  every one of the spectators.


  Five minutes passed, and then ten, and then fifteen, and then fifteen
  more, while the Professor and his pupil sat stiff and stark upon the
  platform. During that time not a sound was heard from the assembled savants,
  but every eye was bent upon the two pale faces, in search of the first signs
  of returning consciousness. Nearly an hour had elapsed before the patient
  watchers were rewarded. A faint flush came back to the cheeks of Professor
  von Baumgarten. The soul was coming back once more to its earthly tenement.
  Suddenly he stretched out his long thin arms, as one awaking from sleep, and
  rubbing his eyes, stood up from his chair and gazed about him as though he
  hardly realised where he was. “Tausend Teufel!” he exclaimed, rapping out a
  tremendous South German oath, to the great astonishment of his audience and
  to the disgust of the Swedenborgian. “Where the Henker am I then, and what in
  thunder has occurred? Oh yes, I remember now. One of these nonsensical
  mesmeric experiments. There is no result this time, for I remember nothing at
  all since I became unconscious; so you have had all your long journeys for
  nothing, my learned friends, and a very good joke too; “at which the Regius
  Professor of Physiology burst into a roar of laughter and slapped his thigh
  in a highly indecorous fashion. The audience were so enraged at this unseemly
  behaviour on the part of their host, that there might have been a
  considerable disturbance, had it not been for the judicious interference of
  young Fritz von Hartmann, who had now recovered from his lethargy. Stepping
  to the front of the platform, the young man apologised for the conduct of his
  companion. “I am sorry to say,” he said, “that he is a harum-scarum sort of
  fellow, although he appeared so grave at the commencement of this experiment.
  He is still suffering from mesmeric reaction, and is hardly accountable for
  his words. As to the experiment itself, I do not consider it to be a failure.
  It is very possible that our spirits may have been communing in space during
  this hour; but, unfortunately, our gross bodily memory is distinct from our
  spirit, and we cannot recall what has occurred. My energies shall now be
  devoted to devising some means by which spirits may be able to recollect what
  occurs to them in their free state, and I trust that when I have worked this
  out, I may have the pleasure of meeting you all once again in this hall, and
  demonstrating to you the result. “This address, coming from so young a
  student, caused considerable astonishment among the audience, and some were
  inclined to be offended, thinking that he assumed rather too much importance.
  The majority, however, looked upon him as a young man of great promise, and
  many comparisons were made as they left the hall between his dignified
  conduct and the levity of his professor, who during the above remarks was
  laughing heartily in a corner, by no means abashed at the failure of the
  experiment.


  Now although all these learned men were filing out of the lecture-room
  under the impression that they had seen nothing of note, as a matter of fact
  one of the most wonderful things in the whole history of the world had just
  occurred before their very eyes Professor von Baumgarten had been so far
  correct in his theory that both his spirit and that of his pupil had been for
  a time absent from his body. But here a strange and unforeseen complication
  had occurred. In their return the spirit of Fritz von Hartmann had entered
  into the body of Alexis von Baumgarten, and that of Alexis von Baumgarten had
  taken up its abode in the frame of Fritz von Hartmann. Hence the slang and
  scurrility which issued from the lips of the serious Professor, and hence
  also the weighty words and grave statements which fell from the careless
  student. It was an unprecedented event, yet no one knew of it, least of all
  those whom it concerned.


  The body of the Professor, feeling conscious suddenly of a great dryness
  about the back of the throat, sallied out into the street, still chuckling to
  himself over the result of the experiment, for the soul of Fritz within was
  reckless at the thought of the bride whom he had won so easily. His first
  impulse was to go up to the house and see her, but on second thoughts he came
  to the conclusion that it would be best to stay away until Madame Baumgarten
  should be informed by her husband of the agreement which had been made. He
  therefore made his way down to the Graner Mann, which was one of the
  favourite trysting-places of the wilder students, and ran, boisterously
  waving his cane in the air, into the little parlour, where sat Spiegler and
  Muller and half a dozen other boon companions.


  “Ha, ha! my boys,” he shouted. “I knew I should find you here. Drink up,
  every one of you, and call for what you like, for I’m going to stand treat
  to-day. ”


  Had the green man who is depicted upon the signpost of that well-known inn
  suddenly marched into the room and called for a bottle of wine, the students
  could not have been more amazed than they were by this unexpected entry of
  their revered professor. They were so astonished that for a minute or two
  they glared at him in utter bewilderment without being able to make any reply
  to his hearty invitation.


  “Donner und Blitzen!” shouted the Professor angrily. “What the deuce is
  the matter with you, then? You sit there like a set of stuck pigs staring at
  me. What is it, then?”


  “It is the unexpected honour,” stammered Spiegel, who was in the
  chair.


  “Honour—rubbish!” said the Professor testily. “Do you think that
  just because I happen to have been exhibiting mesmerism to a parcel of old
  fossils, I am therefore too proud to associate with dear old friends like
  you? Come out of that chair, Spiegel my boy, for I shall preside now. Beer,
  or wine, or shnapps, my lads—call for what you like, and put it all
  down to me. ”


  Never was there such an afternoon in the Gruner Mann. The foaming flagons
  of lager and the green-necked bottles of Rhenish circulated merrily. By
  degrees the students lost their shyness in the presence of their Professor.
  As for him, he shouted, he sang, he roared, he balanced a long tobacco-pipe
  upon his nose, and offered to run a hundred yards against any member of the
  company. The Kellner and the barmaid whispered to each other outside the door
  their astonishment at such proceedings on the part of a Regius Professor of
  the ancient university of Kleinplatz. They had still more to whisper about
  afterwards, for the learned man cracked the Kellner’s crown, and kissed the
  barmaid behind the kitchen door.


  “Gentlemen,” said the Professor, standing up, albeit somewhat totteringly,
  at the end of the table, and balancing his high old-fashioned wine glass in
  his bony hand, “I must now explain to you what is the cause of this
  festivity. ”


  “Hear! hear!” roared the students, hammering their beer glasses against
  the table; “a speech, a speech!—silence for a speech!”


  “The fact is, my friends,” said the Professor, beaming through his
  spectacles, “I hope very soon to be married. ”


  “Married!” cried a student, bolder than the others “Is Madame dead,
  then?”


  “Madame who?”


  “Why, Madame von Baumgarten, of course. ”


  “Ha, ha!” laughed the Professor; “I can see, then, that you know all about
  my former difficulties. No, she is not dead, but I have reason to believe
  that she will not oppose my marriage. ”


  “That is very accommodating of her,” remarked one of the company.


  “In fact,” said the Professor, “I hope that she will now be induced to aid
  me in getting a wife. She and I never took to each other very much; but now I
  hope all that may be ended, and when I marry she will come and stay with me.
  ”


  “What a happy family!” exclaimed some wag.


  “Yes, indeed; and I hope you will come to my wedding, all of you. I won’t
  mention names, but here is to my little bride!” and the Professor waved his
  glass in the air.


  “Here’s to his little bride!” roared the roysterers, with shouts of
  laughter. “Here’s her health. Sie soll leben—Hoch!” And so the fun
  waxed still more fast and furious, while each young fellow followed the
  Professor’s example, and drank a toast to the girl of his heart.


  While all this festivity had been going on at the Graner Mann, a very
  different scene had been enacted elsewhere. Young Fritz von Hartmann, with a
  solemn face and a reserved manner, had, after the experiment, consulted and
  adjusted some mathematical instruments; after which, with a few peremptory
  words to the janitors, he had walked out into the street and wended his way
  slowly in the direction of the house of the Professor. As he walked he saw
  Von Althaus, the professor of anatomy, in front of him, and quickening his
  pace he overtook him.


  “I say, Von Althaus,” he exclaimed, tapping him on the sleeve, “you were
  asking me for some information the other day concerning the middle coat of
  the cerebral arteries. Now I find—”


  “Donnerwetter!” shouted Von Althaus, who was a peppery old fellow. “What
  the deuce do you mean by your impertinence!I’ll have you up before the
  Academical Senate for this, sir; “with which threat he turned on his heel and
  hurried away. Von Hartmann was much surprised at this reception. “It’s on
  account of this failure of my experiment,” he said to himself, and continued
  moodily on his way.


  Fresh surprises were in store for him, however. He was hurrying along when
  he was overtaken by two students. These youths, instead of raising their caps
  or showing any other sign of respect, gave a wild whoop of deligilt the
  instant that they saw him, and rushing at him, seized him by each arm and
  commenced dragging him along with them.


  “Gott in himmel!” roared Von Hartmann. “What is the meaning of this
  unparalleled insult? Where are you taking me?”


  “To crack a bottle of wine with us,” said the two students. “Come
  along!That is an invitation which you have never refused. ”


  “I never heard of such insolence in my life!” cried Von Hartmann. “Let go
  my arms! I shall certainly have you rusticated for this. Let me go, I say!”
  and he kicked furiously at his captors.


  “Oh, if you choose to turn ill-tempered, you may go where you like,” the
  students said, releasing him. “We can do very well without you. ”


  “I know you. I’ll pay you out,” said Von Hartmann furiously, and continued
  in the direction which he imagined to be his own home, much incensed at the
  two episodes which had occurred to him on the way.


  Now, Madame von Baumgarten, who was looking out of the window and
  wondering why her husband was late for dinner, was considerably astonished to
  see the young student come stalking down the road. As already remarked, she
  had a great antipathy to him, and if ever he ventured into the house it was
  on sufferance, and under the protection of the Professor. Still more
  astonished was she, therefore, when she beheld him undo the wicket-gate and
  stride up the garden path with the air of one who is master of the
  situation.


  She could hardly believe her eyes, and hastened to the door with all her
  maternal instincts up in arms. From the upper windows the fair Elise had also
  observed this daring move upon the part of her lover, and her heart beat
  quick with mingled pride and consternation.


  “Good day, sir,” Madame Baumgarten remarked to the intruder, as she stood
  in gloomy majesty in the open doorway.


  “A very fine day indeed, Martha,” returned the other. “Now, don’t stand
  there like a statue of Juno, but bustle about and get the dinner ready, for I
  am well-nigh starved. ”


  “Martha! Dinner!” ejaculated the lady, falling back in astonishment.


  “Yes, dinner, Martha, dinner!” howled Von Hartmann, who was becoming
  irritable. “Is there anything wonderful in that request when a man has been
  out all day? I’ll wait in the dining-room. Anything will do. Schinken, and
  sausage, and prunes—any little thing that happens to be about. There
  you are, standing staring again. Woman, will you or will you not stir your
  legs?”


  This last address, delivered with a perfect shriek of rage, had the effect
  of sending good Madame Baumgarten flying along the passage and through the
  kitchen, where she locked herself up in the scullery and went into violent
  hysterics. In the meantime Von Hartmann strode into the room and threw
  himself down upon the sofa in the worst of tempers.


  “Elise!” he shouted. “Confound the girl!Elise!”


  Thus roughly summoned, the young lady came timidly downstairs and into the
  presence of her lover. “Dearest!” she cried, throwing her arms round him, “I
  know this is all done for my sake!It is a RUSE in order to see me. ”


  Von Hartmann’s indignation at this fresh attack upon him was so great that
  he became speechless for a minute from rage, and could only glare and shake
  his fists, while he struggled in her embrace. When he at last regained his
  utterance, he indulged in such a bellow of passion that the young lady
  dropped back, petrified with fear, into an armchair.


  “Never have I passed such a day in my life,” Von Hartmann cried, stamping
  upon the floor. “My experiment has failed. Von Althaus has insulted me. Two
  students have dragged me along the public road. My wife nearly faints when I
  ask her for dinner, and my daughter flies at me and hugs me like a grizzly
  bear. ”


  “You are ill, dear,” the young lady cried. “Your mind is wandering. You
  have not even kissed me once. ”


  “No, and I don’t intend to either,” Von Hartmann said with decision. “You
  ought to be ashamed of yourself. Why don’t you go and fetch my slippers, and
  help your mother to dish the dinner?”


  “And is it for this,” Elise cried, burying her face in her handkerchief
  —“is it for this that I have loved you passionately for upwards of ten
  months? Is it for this that I have braved my mother’s wrath? Oh, you have
  broken my heart; I am sure you have!” and she sobbed hysterically.


  “I can’t stand much more of this,” roared Von Hartmann furiously. “What
  the deuce does the girl mean? What did I do ten months ago which inspired you
  with such a particular affection for me? If you are really so very fond, you
  would do better to run away down and find the schinken and some bread,
  instead of talking all this nonsense”


  “Oh, my darling!” cried the unhappy maiden, throwing herself into the arms
  of what she imagined to be her lover, “you do but joke in order to frighten
  your little Elise. ”


  Now it chanced that at the moment of this unexpected embrace Von Hartmann
  was still leaning back against the end of the sofa, which, like much German
  furniture, was in a somewhat rickety condition. It also chanced that beneath
  this end of the sofa there stood a tank full of water in which the
  physiologist was conducting certain experiments upon the ova of fish, and
  which he kept in his drawing-room in order to insure an equable temperature.
  The additional weight of the maiden, combined with the impetus with which she
  hurled herself upon him, caused the precarious piece of furniture to give
  way, and the body of the unfortunate student was hurled backwards into the
  tank, in which his head and shoulders were firmly wedged, while his lower
  extremities flapped helplessly about in the air. This was the last straw.
  Extricating himself with some difficulty from his unpleasant position, Von
  Hartmann gave an inarticulate yell of fury, and dashing out of the room, in
  spite of the entreaties of Elise, he seized his hat and rushed off into the
  town, all dripping and dishevelled, with the intention of seeking in some inn
  the food and comfort which he could not find at home.


  As the spirit of Von Baumgarten encased in the body of Von Hartmann strode
  down the winding pathway which led down to the little town, brooding angrily
  over his many wrongs, he became aware that an elderly man was approaching him
  who appeared to be in an advanced state of intoxication. Von Hartmann waited
  by the side of the road and watched this individual, who came stumbling
  along, reeling from one side of the road to the other, and singing a student
  song in a very husky and drunken voice. At first his interest was merely
  excited by the fact of seeing a man of so venerable an appearance in such a
  disgraceful condition, but as he approached nearer, he became convinced that
  he knew the other well, though he could not recall when or where he had met
  him. This impression became so strong with him, that when the stranger came
  abreast of him he stepped in front of him and took a good look at his
  features.


  “Well, sonny,” said the drunken man, surveying Von Hartmann and swaying
  about in front of him, “where the Henker have I seen you before? I know you
  as well as I know myself. Who the deuce are you?”


  “I am Professor von Baumgarten,” said the student. “May I ask who you are?
  I am strangely familiar with your features. ”


  “You should never tell lies, young man,” said the other. “You’re certainly
  not the Professor, for he is an ugly snuffy old chap, and you are a big
  broad-shouldered young fellow. As to myself, I am Fritz von Hartmann at your
  service. ”


  “That you certainly are not,” exclaimed the body of Von Hartmann. “You
  might very well be his father. But hullo, sir, are you aware that you are
  wearing my studs and my watch-chain?”


  “Donnerwetter!” hiccoughed the other.“If those are not the trousers for
  which my tailor is about to sue me, may I never taste beer again. ”


  Now as Von Hartmann, overwhelmed by the many strange things which had
  occurred to him that day, passed his hand over his forehead and cast his eyes
  downwards, he chanced to catch the reflection of his own face in a pool which
  the rain had left upon the road. To his utter astonishment he perceived that
  his face was that of a youth, that his dress was that of a fashionable young
  student, and that in every way he was the antithesis of the grave and
  scholarly figure in which his mind was wont to dwell. In an instant his
  active brain ran over the series of events which had occurred and sprang to
  the conclusion. He fairly reeled under the blow.


  “Himmel!” he cried, “I see it all. Our souls are in the wrong bodies. I am
  you and you are I. My theory is proved—but at what an expense!Is the
  most scholarly mind in Europe to go about with this frivolous exterior? Oh
  the labours of a lifetime are ruined!” and he smote his breast in his
  despair.


  “I say,” remarked the real Von Hartmann from the body of the Professor, “I
  quite see the force of your remarks, but don’t go knocking my body about like
  that. You received it in excellent condition, but I perceive that you have
  wet it and bruised it, and spilled snuff over my ruffled shirt-front. ”


  “It matters little,” the other said moodily. “Such as we are so must we
  stay. My theory is triumphantly proved, but the cost is terrible. ”


  “If I thought so,” said the spirit of the student, “it would be hard
  indeed. What could I do with these stiff old limbs, and how could I woo Elise
  and persuade her that I was not her father? No, thank Heaven, in spite of the
  beer which has upset me more than ever it could upset my real self, I can see
  a way out of it. ”


  “How?“gasped the Professor.


  “Why, by repeating the experiment. Liberate our souls once more, and the
  chances are that they will find their way back into their respective bodies.
  ”


  No drowning man could clutch more eagerly at a straw than did Von
  Baumgarten’s spirit at this suggestion. In feverish haste he dragged his own
  frame to the side of the road and threw it into a mesmeric trance; he then
  extracted the crystal ball from the pocket, and managed to bring himself into
  the same condition.


  Some students and peasants who chanced to pass during the next hour were
  much astonished to see the worthy Professor of Physiology and his favourite
  student both sitting upon a very muddy bank and both completely insensible.
  Before the hour was up quite a crowd had assembled, and they were discussing
  the advisability of sending for an ambulance to convey the pair to hospital,
  when the learned savant opened his eyes and gazed vacantly around him. For an
  instant he seemed to forget how he had come there, but next moment he
  astonished his audience by waving his skinny arms above his head and crying
  out in a voice of rapture, “Gott sei gedanket!I am myself again. I feel I
  am!“Nor was the amazement lessened when the student, springing to his feet,
  burst into the same cry, and the two performed a sort of pas de joie in the
  middle of the road.


  For some time after that people had some suspicion of the sanity of both
  the actors in this strange episode. When the Professor published his
  experiences in the Medicalschrift as he had promised, he was met by an
  intimation, even from his colleagues, that he would do well to have his mind
  cared for, and that another such publication would certainly consign him to a
  madhouse. The student also found by experience that it was wisest to be
  silent about the matter.


  When the worthy lecturer returned home that night he did not receive the
  cordial welcome which he might have looked for after his strange adventures.
  On the contrary, he was roundly upbraided by both his female relatives for
  smelling of drink and tobacco, and also for being absent while a young
  scapegrace invaded the house and insulted its occupants. It was long before
  the domestic atmosphere of the lecturer’s house resumed its normal quiet, and
  longer still before the genial face of Von Hartmann was seen beneath its
  roof. Perseverance, however, conquers every obstacle, and the student
  eventually succeeded in pacifying the enraged ladies and in establishing
  himself upon the old footing. He has now no longer any cause to fear the
  enmity of Madame, for he is Hauptmann von Hartmann of the Emperor’s own
  Uhlans, and his loving wife Elise has already presented him with two little
  Uhlans as a visible sign and token of her affection.
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  He was known in the Gulch as the Reverend Elias B. Hopkins, but it was
  generally understood that the title was an honorary one, extorted by his many
  eminent qualities, and not borne out by any legal claim which he could
  adduce. “The Parson” was another of his sobriquets, which was sufficiently
  distinctive in a land where the flock was scattered and the shepherds few. To
  do him justice, he never pretended to have received any preliminary training
  for the ministry, or any orthodox qualification to practise it. “We’re all
  working in the claim of the Lord,” he remarked one day, “and it don’t matter
  a cent whether we’re hired for the job or whether we waltzes in on our own
  account,” a piece of rough imagery which appealed directly to the instincts
  of Jackman’s Gulch. It is quite certain that during the first few months his
  presence had a marked effect in diminishing the excessive use both of strong
  drinks and of stronger adjectives which had been characteristic of the little
  mining settlement. Under his tuition, men began to understand that the
  resources of their native language were less limited than they had supposed,
  and that it was possible to convey their impressions with accuracy without
  the aid of a gaudy halo of profanity.


  We were certainly in need of a regenerator at Jackman’s Gulch about the
  beginning of ‘53. Times were flush then over the whole colony, but nowhere
  flusher than there. Our material prosperity had had a bad effect upon our
  morals. The camp was a small one, lying rather better than a hundred and
  twenty miles to the north of Ballarat, at a spot where a mountain torrent
  finds its way down a rugged ravine on its way to join the Arrowsmith River.
  History does not relate who the original Jackman may have been, but at the
  time I speak of the camp it contained a hundred or so adults, many of whom
  were men who had sought an asylum there after making more civilised mining
  centres too hot to hold them. They were a rough, murderous crew, hardly
  leavened by the few respectable members of society who were scattered among
  them.


  Communication between Jackman’s Gulch and the outside world was difficult
  and uncertain. A portion of the bush between it and Ballarat was infested by
  a redoubtable outlaw named Conky Jim, who, with a small band as desperate as
  himself, made travelling a dangerous matter. It was customary, therefore, at
  the Gulch, to store up the dust and nuggets obtained from the mines in a
  special store, each man’s share being placed in a separate bag on which his
  name was marked. A trusty man, named Woburn, was deputed to watch over this
  primitive bank. When the amount deposited became considerable, a waggon was
  hired, and the whole treasure was conveyed to Ballarat, guarded by the police
  and by a certain number of miners, who took it in turn to perform the office.
  Once in Ballarat, it was forwarded on to Melbourne by the regular gold
  waggons. By this plan the gold was often kept for months in the Gulch before
  being despatched, but Conky Jim was effectually checkmated, as the escort
  party were far too strong for him and his gang. He appeared, at the time of
  which I write, to have forsaken his haunts in disgust, and the road could be
  traversed by small parties with impunity.


  Comparative order used to reign during the daytime at Jackman’s Gulch, for
  the majority of the inhabitants were out with crowbar and pick among the
  quartz ledges, or washing clay and sand in their cradles by the banks of the
  little stream. As the sun sank down, however, the claims were gradually
  deserted, and their unkempt owners, clay-bespattered and shaggy, came
  lounging into camp, ripe for any form of mischief. Their first visit was to
  Woburn’s gold store, where their clean-up of the day was duly deposited, the
  amount being entered in the storekeeper’s book, and each miner retaining
  enough to cover his evening’s expenses. After that, all restraint was at an
  end, and each set to work to get rid of his surplus dust with the greatest
  rapidity possible. The focus of dissipation was the rough bar, formed by a
  couple of hogsheads spanned by planks, which was dignified by the name of the
  “Britannia Drinking Saloon.” Here Nat Adams, the burly bar-keeper, dispensed
  bad whisky at the rate of two shillings a noggin, or a guinea a bottle, while
  his brother Ben acted as croupier in a rude wooden shanty behind, which had
  been converted into a gambling hell, and was crowded every night. There had
  been a third brother, but an unfortunate misunderstanding with a customer had
  shortened his existence. “He was too soft to live long,” his brother
  Nathaniel feelingly observed, on the occasion of his funeral. “Many’s the
  time I’ve said to him, ‘If you’re arguin’ a pint with a stranger, you should
  always draw first, then argue, and then shoot, if you judge that he’s on the
  shoot.’ Bill was too purlite.


  He must needs argue first and draw after, when he might just as well have
  kivered his man before talkin’ it over with him. This amiable weakness of the
  deceased Bill was a blow to the firm of Adams, which became so short-handed
  that the concern could hardly be worked without the admission of a partner,
  which would mean a considerable decrease in the profits.


  Nat Adams had had a roadside shanty in the Gulch before the discovery of
  gold, and might, therefore, claim to be the oldest inhabitant. These keepers
  of shanties were a peculiar race, and at the cost of a digression it may he
  interesting to explain how they managed to amass considerable sums of money
  in a land where travellers were few and far between. It was the custom of the
  “bushmen,” i.e., bullock-drivers, sheep tenders, and the other white hands
  who worked on the sheep-runs up country, to sign articles by which they
  agreed to serve their master for one, two, or three years at so much per year
  and certain daily rations. Liquor was never included in this agreement, and
  the men remained, per force, total abstainers during the whole time. The
  money was paid in a lump sum at the end of the engagement. When that day came
  round, Jimmy, the stockman, would come slouching into his master’s office,
  cabbage-tree hat in hand.


  “Morning, master!” Jimmy would say. “My time’s up. I guess I’ll draw my
  cheque and ride down to town.”


  “You’ll come back, Jimmy?”


  “Yes, I’ll come back. Maybe I’ll be away three weeks, maybe a month. I
  want some clothes, master, and my bloomin’ boots are well-nigh off my
  feet.”


  “How much, Jimmy?” asks his master, taking up his pen.


  “There’s sixty pound screw,” Jimmy answers thoughtfully; “and you mind,
  master, last March, when the brindled bull broke out o’ the paddock. Two
  pound you promised me then. And a pound at the dipping. And a pound when
  Millar’s sheep got mixed with ourn;” and so he goes on, for bushmen can
  seldom write, but they have memories which nothing escapes.


  His master writes the cheque and hands it across the table. “Don’t get on
  the drink, Jimmy,” he says.


  “No fear of that, master,” and the stockman slips the cheque into his
  leather pouch, and within an hour he is ambling off upon his long-limbed
  horse on his hundred-mile journey to town.


  Now Jimmy has to pass some six or eight of the above-mentioned roadside
  shanties in his day’s ride, and experience has taught him that if he once
  breaks his accustomed total abstinence, the unwonted stimulant has an
  overpowering effect upon his brain. Jimmy shakes his head warily as he
  determines that no earthly consideration will induce him to partake of any
  liquor until his business is over. His only chance is to avoid temptation;
  so, knowing that there is the first of these houses some half-mile ahead, he
  plunges into a byepath through the bush which will lead him out at the other
  side.


  Jimmy is riding resolutely along this narrow path, congratulating himself
  upon a danger escaped, when he becomes aware of a sunburned, black-bearded
  man who is leaning unconcernedly against a tree beside the track. This is
  none other than the shanty-keeper, who, having observed Jimmy’s manoeuvre in
  the distance, has taken a short cut through the bush in order to intercept
  him.


  “Morning, Jimmy!” he cries, as the horseman comes up to him.


  “Morning, mate; morning!”


  “Where are ye off to to-day then?”


  “Off to town,” says Jimmy sturdily.


  “No, now—are you though? You’ll have bully times down there for a
  bit. Come round and have a drink at my place. Just by way of luck.”


  “No,” says Jimmy, “I don’t want a drink.”


  “Just a little damp.”


  “I tell ye I don’t want one,” says the stockman angrily.


  “Well, ye needn’t be so darned short about it. It’s nothin’ to me whether
  you drinks or not. Good mornin’.”


  “Good mornin’,” says Jimmy, and has ridden on about twenty yards when he
  hears the other calling on him to stop.


  “See here, Jimmy!” he says, overtaking him again. “If you’ll do me a
  kindness when you’re up in town I’d be obliged.”


  “What is it?”


  “It’s a letter, Jim, as I wants posted. It’s an important one too, an’ I
  wouldn’t trust it with every one; but I knows you, and if you’ll take charge
  on it it’ll be a powerful weight off my mind.”


  “Give it here,” Jimmy says laconically.


  “I hain’t got it here. It’s round in my caboose. Come round for it with
  me. It ain’t more’n quarter of a mile.”


  Jimmy consents reluctantly. When they reach the tumble-down hut the keeper
  asks him cheerily to dismount and to come in.


  “Give me the letter,” says Jimmy.


  “It ain’t altogether wrote yet, but you sit down here for a minute and
  it’ll be right,” and so the stockman is beguiled into the shanty.


  At last the letter is ready and handed over. “Now, Jimmy,” says the
  keeper, “one drink at my expense before you go.”


  “Not a taste,” says Jimmy.


  “Oh, that’s it, is it?” the other says in an aggrieved tone. “You’re too
  damned proud to drink with a poor cove like me. Here—give us back that
  letter. I’m cursed if I’ll accept a favour from a man whose too almighty big
  to have a drink with me.”


  “Well, well, mate, don’t turn rusty,” says Jim. “Give us one drink an’ I’m
  off.”


  The keeper pours out about half a pannikin of raw rum and hands it to the
  bushman. The moment he smells the old familiar smell his longing for it
  returns, and he swigs it off at a gulp. His eyes shine more brightly and his
  face becomes flushed. The keeper watches him narrowly. “You can go now, Jim,”
  he says.


  “Steady, mate, steady,” says the bushman. “I’m as good a man as you. If
  you stand a drink I can stand one too, I suppose.” So the pannikin is
  replenished, and Jimmy’s eyes shine brighter still.


  “Now, Jimmy, one last drink for the good of the house,” says the keeper,
  “and then it’s time you were off.” The stockman has a third gulp from the
  pannikin, and with it all his scruples and good resolutions vanish for
  ever.


  “Look here,” he says somewhat huskily, taking his cheque out of his pouch.
  “You take this, mate. Whoever comes along this road, ask ‘em what they’ll
  have, and tell them it’s my shout. Let me know when the money’s done.”


  So Jimmy abandons the idea of ever getting to town, and for three weeks or
  a month he lies about the shanty in a state of extreme drunkenness, and
  reduces every wayfarer upon the road to the same condition. At last one fine
  morning the keeper comes to him. “The coin’s done, Jimmy,” he says; “it’s
  about time you made some more.” So Jimmy has a good wash to sober him, straps
  his blanket and his billy to his back, and rides off through the bush to the
  sheeprun, where he has another year of sobriety, terminating in another month
  of intoxication.


  All this, though typical of the happy-go-lucky manners of the inhabitants,
  has no direct bearing upon Jackman’s Gulch, so we must return to that
  Arcadian settlement. Additions to the population there were not numerous, and
  such as came about the time of which I speak were even rougher and fiercer
  than the original inhabitants. In particular, there came a brace of ruffians
  named Phillips and Maule, who rode into camp one day, and started a claim
  upon the other side of the stream. They outgulched the Gulch in the virulence
  and fluency of their blasphemy, in the truculence of their speech and manner,
  and in their reckless disregard of all social laws. They claimed to have come
  from Bendigo, and there were some amongst us who wished that the redoubted
  Conky Jim was on the track once more, as long as he would close it to such
  visitors as these. After their arrival the nightly proceedings at the
  Britannia bar and at the gambling hell behind it became more riotous than
  ever. Violent quarrels, frequently ending in bloodshed, were of constant
  occurrence. The more peaceable frequenters of the bar began to talk seriously
  of lynching the two strangers who were the principal promoters of disorder.
  Things were in this unsatisfactory condition when our evangelist, Elias B.
  Hopkins, came limping into the camp, travel-stained and footsore, with his
  spade strapped across his back, and his Bible in the pocket of his moleskin
  jacket.


  His presence was hardly noticed at first, so insignificant was the man.
  His manner was quiet and unobtrusive, his face pale, and his figure fragile.
  On better acquaintance, however, there was a squareness and firmness about
  his clean-shaven lower jaw, and an intelligence in his widely-opened blue
  eyes, which marked him as a man of character. He erected a small hut for
  himself, and started a claim close to that occupied by the two strangers who
  had preceded him. This claim was chosen with a ludicrous disregard for all
  practical laws of mining, and at once stamped the newcomer as being a green
  hand at his work. It was piteous to observe him every morning as we passed to
  our work, digging and delving with the greatest industry, but, as we knew
  well, without the smallest possibility of any result. He would pause for a
  moment as we went by, wipe his pale face with his bandanna handkerchief, and
  shout out to us a cordial morning greeting, and then fall to again with
  redoubled energy. By degrees we got into the way of making a half-pitying,
  half-contemptuous inquiry as to how he got on. “I hain’t struck it yet,
  boys,” he would answer cheerily, leaning on his spade, “but the bedrock lies
  deep just hereabouts, and I reckon we’ll get among the pay gravel to-day.”
  Day after day he returned the same reply with unvarying confidence and
  cheerfulness.


  It was not long before he began to show us the stuff that was in him. One
  night the proceedings were unusually violent at the drinking saloon. A rich
  pocket had been struck during the day, and the striker was standing treat in
  a lavish and promiscuous fashion which had reduced three parts of the
  settlement to a state of wild intoxication. A crowd of drunken idlers stood
  or lay about the bar, cursing, swearing, shouting, dancing, and here and
  there firing their pistols into the air out of pure wantonness. From the
  interior of the shanty behind there came a similar chorus. Maule, Phillips,
  and the roughs who followed them were in the ascendant, and all order and
  decency was swept away.


  Suddenly, amid this tumult of oaths and drunken cries, men became
  conscious of a quiet monotone which underlay all other sounds and obtruded
  itself at every pause in the uproar. Gradually first one man and then another
  paused to listen, until there was a general cessation of the hubbub, and
  every eye was turned in the direction whence this quiet stream of words
  flowed. There, mounted upon a barrel, was Elias B. Hopkins, the newest of the
  inhabitants of Jackman’s Gulch, with a good-humoured smile upon his resolute
  face.


  He held an open Bible in his hand, and was reading aloud a passage taken
  at random—an extract from the Apocalypse, if I remember right. The
  words were entirely irrelevant and without the smallest bearing upon the
  scene before him, but he plodded on with great unction, waving his left hand
  slowly to the cadence of his words.


  There was a general shout of laughter and applause at this apparition, and
  Jackman’s Gulch gathered round the barrel approvingly, under the impression
  that this was some ornate joke, and that they were about to be treated to
  some mock sermon or parody of the chapter read. When, however, the reader,
  having finished the chapter, placidly commenced another, and having finished
  that rippled on into another one, the revellers came to the conclusion that
  the joke was somewhat too long-winded. The commencement of yet another
  chapter confirmed this opinion, and an angry chorus of shouts and cries, with
  suggestions as to gagging the reader or knocking him off the barrel, rose
  from every side. In spite of roars and hoots, however, Elias B. Hopkins
  plodded away at the Apocalypse with the same serene countenance, looking as
  ineffably contented as though the babel around him were the most gratifying
  applause. Before long an occasional boot pattered against the barrel or
  whistled past our parson’s head; but here some of the more orderly of the
  inhabitants interfered in favour of peace and order, aided curiously enough
  by the afore-mentioned Maule and Phillips, who warmly espoused the cause of
  the little Scripture reader. “The little cus has got grit in him,” the latter
  explained, rearing his bulky red-shirted form between the crowd and the
  object of its anger. “His ways ain’t our ways, and we’re all welcome to our
  opinions, and to sling them round from barrels or otherwise if so minded.
  What I says and Bill says is, that when it comes to slingin’ boots instead o’
  words it’s too steep by half, an’ if this man’s wronged we’ll chip in an’ see
  him righted.” This oratorical effort had the effect of checking the more
  active signs of disapproval, and the party of disorder attempted to settle
  down once more to their carouse, and to ignore the shower of Scripture which
  was poured upon them. The attempt was hopeless. The drunken portion fell
  asleep under the drowsy refrain, and the others, with many a sullen glance at
  the imperturbable reader, slouched off to their huts, leaving him still
  perched upon the barrel. Finding himself alone with the more orderly of the
  spectators, the little man rose, closed his book, after methodically marking
  with a lead pencil the exact spot at which he stopped, and descended from his
  perch. “To-morrow night, boys,” he remarked in his quiet voice, “the reading
  will commence at the 9th verse of the 15th chapter of the Apocalypse,” with
  which piece of information, disregarding our congratulations, he walked away
  with the air of a man who has performed an obvious duty.


  We found that his parting words were no empty threat. Hardly had the crowd
  begun to assemble next night before he appeared once more upon the barrel and
  began to read with the same monotonous vigour, tripping over words! muddling
  up sentences, but still boring along through chapter after chapter. Laughter,
  threats, chaff—every weapon short of actual violence—was used to
  deter him, but all with the same want of success. Soon it was found that
  there was a method in his proceedings. When silence reigned, or when the
  conversation was of an innocent nature, the reading ceased. A single word of
  blasphemy, however, set it going again, and it would ramble on for a quarter
  of an hour or so, when it stopped, only to be renewed upon similar
  provocation. The reading was pretty continuous during that second night, for
  the language of the opposition was still considerably free. At least it was
  an improvement upon the night before.


  For more than a month Elias B. Hopkins carried on this campaign. There he
  would sit, night after night, with the open book upon his knee, and at the
  slightest provocation off he would go, like a musical box when the spring is
  touched. The monotonous drawl became unendurable, but it could only be
  avoided by conforming to the parson’s code. A chronic swearer came to be
  looked upon with disfavour by the community, since the punishment of his
  transgression fell upon all. At the end of a fortnight the reader was silent
  more than half the time, and at the end of the month his position was a
  sinecure.


  Never was a moral revolution brought about more rapidly and more
  completely. Our parson carried his principle into private life. I have seen
  him, on hearing an unguarded word from some worker in the gulches, rush
  across, Bible in hand, and perching himself upon the heap of red clay which
  surmounted the offender’s claim, drawl through the genealogical tree at the
  commencement of the New Testament in a most earnest and impressive manner, as
  though it were especially appropriate to the occasion. In time, an oath
  became a rare thing amongst us. Drunkenness was on the wane too. Casual
  travellers passing through the Gulch used to marvel at our state of grace,
  and rumours of it went as far as Ballarat, and excited much comment
  therein.


  There were points about our evangelist which made him especially fitted
  for the work which he had undertaken. A man entirely without redeeming vices
  would have had no common basis on which to work, and no means of gaining the
  sympathy of his flock. As we came to know Elias B. Hopkins better, we
  discovered that in spite of his piety there was a leaven of old Adam in him,
  and that he had certainly known unregenerate days. He was no teetotaler. On
  the contrary, he could choose his liquor with discrimination, and lower it in
  an able manner. He played a masterly hand at poker, and there were few who
  could touch him at “cut-throat euchre.” He and the two ex-ruffians, Phillips
  and Maule, used to play for hours in perfect harmony, except when the fall of
  the cards elicited an oath from one of his companions. At the first of these
  offences the parson would put on a pained smile, and gaze reproachfully at
  the culprit. At the second he would reach for his Bible, and the game was
  over for the evening. He showed us he was a good revolver shot too, for when
  we were practising at an empty brandy bottle outside Adams’ bar, he took up a
  friend’s pistol and hit it plumb in the centre at twenty-four paces. There
  were few things he took up that he could not make a show at apparently,
  except gold-digging, and at that he was the veriest duffer alive. It was
  pitiful to see the little canvas bag, with his name printed across it, lying
  placid and empty upon the shelf at Woburn’s store, while all the other bags
  were increasing daily, and some had assumed quite a portly rotundity of form,
  for the weeks were slipping by, and it was almost time for the gold-train to
  start off for Ballarat. We reckoned that the amount which we had stored at
  the time represented the greatest sum which had ever been taken by a single
  convoy out of Jackman’s Gulch.


  Although Elias B. Hopkins appeared to derive a certain quiet satisfaction
  from the wonderful change which he had effected in the camp, his joy was not
  yet rounded and complete. There was one thing for which he still yearned. He
  opened his heart to us about it one evening.


  “We’d have a blessing on the camp, boys,” he said, “if we only had a
  service o’ some sort on the Lord’s day. It’s a temptin’ o’ Providence to go
  on in this way without takin’ any notice of it, except that maybe there’s
  more whisky drunk and more card playin’ than on any other day.”


  “We hain’t got no parson,” objected one of the crowd.


  “Ye fool!” growled another, “hain’t we got a man as is worth any three
  parsons, and can splash texts around like clay out o’ a cradle. What more
  d’ye want?”


  “We hain’t got no church!” urged the same dissentient.


  “Have it in the open air,” one suggested.


  “Or in Woburn’s store,” said another.


  “Or in Adams’ saloon.”


  The last proposal was received with a buzz of approval, which showed that
  it was considered the most appropriate locality.


  Adams’ saloon was a substantial wooden building in the rear of the bar,
  which was used partly for storing liquor and partly for a gambling saloon. It
  was strongly built of rough-hewn logs, the proprietor rightly judging, in the
  unregenerate days of Jackman’s Gulch, that hogsheads of brandy and rum were
  commodities which had best be secured under lock and key. A strong door
  opened into each end of the saloon, and the interior was spacious enough,
  when the table and lumber were cleared away, to accommodate the whole
  population. The spirit barrels were heaped together at one end by their
  owner, so as to make a very fair imitation of a pulpit.


  At first the Gulch took but a mild interest in the proceedings, but when
  it became known that Elias B. Hopkins intended, after reading the service, to
  address the audience, the settlement began to warm up to the occasion. A real
  sermon was a novelty to all of them, and one coming from their own parson was
  additionally so. Rumour announced that it would be interspersed with local
  hits, and that the moral would be pointed by pungent personalities. Men began
  to fear that they would be unable to gain seats, and many applications were
  made to the brothers Adams. It was only when conclusively shown that the
  saloon could contain them all with a margin that the camp settled down into
  calm expectancy.


  It was as well that the building was of such a size, for the assembly upon
  the Sunday morning was the largest which had ever occurred in the annals of
  Jackman’s Gulch. At first it was thought that the whole population was
  present, but a little reflection showed that this was not so. Maule and
  Phillips had gone on a prospecting journey among the hills, and had not
  returned as yet, and Woburn, the gold-keeper, was unable to leave his store.
  Having a very large quantity of the precious metal under his charge, he stuck
  to his post, feeling that the responsibility was too great to trifle with.
  With these three exceptions the whole of the Gulch, with clean red shirts,
  and such other additions to their toilet as the occasion demanded, sauntered
  in a straggling line along the clayey pathway which led up to the saloon.


  The interior of the building had been provided with rough benches, and the
  parson, with his quiet good-humoured smile, was standing at the door to
  welcome them. “Good morning, boys,” he cried cheerily, as each group came
  lounging up. “Pass in; pass in. You’ll find this is as good a morning’s work
  as any you’ve done. Leave your pistols in this barrel outside the door as you
  pass; you can pick them out as you come out again, but it isn’t the thing to
  carry weapons into the house of peace.” His request was good-humouredly
  complied with, and before the last of the congregation filed in, there was a
  strange assortment of knives and firearms in this depository. When all had
  assembled, the doors were shut, and the service began—the first and the
  last which was ever performed at Jackman’s Gulch.


  The weather was sultry and the room close, yet the miners listened with
  exemplary patience. There was a sense of novelty in the situation which had
  its attractions. To some it was entirely new, others were wafted back by it
  to another land and other days. Beyond a disposition which was exhibited by
  the uninitiated to applaud at the end of certain prayers, by way of showing
  that they sympathised with the sentiments expressed, no audience could have
  behaved better. There was a murmur of interest, however, when Elias B.
  Hopkins, looking down on the congregation from his rostrum of casks, began
  his address.


  He had attired himself with care in honour of the occasion. He wore a
  velveteen tunic, girt round the waist with a sash of china silk, a pair of
  moleskin trousers, and held his cabbage-tree hat in his left hand. He began
  speaking in a low tone, and it was noticed at the time that he frequently
  glanced through the small aperture which served for a window which was placed
  above the heads of those who sat beneath him.


  “I’ve put you straight now,” he said, in the course of his address; “I’ve
  got you in the right rut if you will but stick in it.” Here he looked very
  hard out of the window for some seconds. “You’ve learned soberness and
  industry, and with those things you can always make up any loss you may
  sustain. I guess there isn’t one of ye that won’t remember my visit to this
  camp.” He paused for a moment, and three revolver shots rang out upon the
  quiet summer air. “Keep your seats, damn ye!” roared our preacher, as his
  audience rose in excitement. “If a man of ye moves down he goes! The door’s
  locked on the outside, so ye can’t get out anyhow. Your seats, ye canting,
  chuckle-headed fools! Down with ye, ye dogs, or I’ll fire among ye!”


  Astonishment and fear brought us back into our seats, and we sat staring
  blankly at our pastor and each other. Elias B. Hopkins, whose whole face and
  even figure appeared to have undergone an extraordinary alteration, looked
  fiercely down on us from his commanding position, with a contemptuous smile
  on his stern face.


  “I have your lives in my hands,” he remarked; and we noticed as he spoke
  that he held a heavy revolver in his hand, and that the butt of another one
  protruded from his sash. “I am armed and you are not. If one of you moves or
  speaks he is a dead man. If not, I shall not harm you. You must wait here for
  an hour. Why, you FOOLS” (this with a hiss of contempt which rang in our ears
  for many a long day), “do you know who it is that has stuck you up? Do you
  know who it is that has been playing it upon you for months as a parson and a
  saint? Conky Jim, the bushranger, ye apes. And Phillips and Maule were my two
  right-hand men. They’re off into the hills with your gold——Ha!
  would ye?” This to some restive member of the audience, who quieted down
  instantly before the fierce eye and the ready weapon of the bushranger. “In
  an hour they will be clear of any pursuit, and I advise you to make the best
  of it, and not to follow, or you may lose more than your money. My horse is
  tethered outside this door behind me. When the time is up I shall pass
  through it, lock it on the outside, and be off. Then you may break your way
  out as best you can. I have no more to say to you, except that ye are the
  most cursed set of asses that ever trod in boot-leather.”


  We had time to endorse mentally this outspoken opinion during the long
  sixty minutes which followed; we were powerless before the resolute
  desperado. It is true that if we made a simultaneous rush we might bear him
  down at the cost of eight or ten of our number. But how could such a rush be
  organised without speaking, and who would attempt it without a previous
  agreement that he would be supported? There was nothing for it but
  submission. It seemed three hours at the least before the ranger snapped up
  his watch, stepped down from the barrel, walked backwards, still covering us
  with his weapon, to the door behind him, and then passed rapidly through it.
  We heard the creaking of the rusty lock, and the clatter of his horse’s
  hoofs, as he galloped away.


  It has been remarked that an oath had, for the last few weeks, been a rare
  thing in the camp. We made up for our temporary abstention during the next
  half-hour. Never was heard such symmetrical and heartfelt blasphemy. When at
  last we succeeded in getting the door off its hinges all sight of both
  rangers and treasure had disappeared, nor have we ever caught sight of either
  the one or the other since. Poor Woburn, true to his trust, lay shot through
  the head across the threshold of his empty store. The villains, Maule and
  Phillips, had descended upon the camp the instant that we had been enticed
  into the trap, murdered the keeper, loaded up a small cart with the booty,
  and got safe away to some wild fastness among the mountains, where they were
  joined by their wily leader.


  Jackman’s Gulch recovered from this blow, and is now a flourishing
  township. Social reformers are not in request there, however, and morality is
  at a discount. It is said that an inquest has been held lately upon an
  unoffending stranger who chanced to remark that in so large a place it would
  be advisable to have some form of Sunday service. The memory of their one and
  only pastor is still green among the inhabitants, and will be for many a long
  year to come.
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  I


  My wife and I often laugh when we happen to glance at some of the modern
  realistic sensational stories, for, however strange and exciting they may be
  we invariably come to the conclusion that they are tame compared to our own
  experiences when life was young with us.


  More than once, indeed, she has asked me to write the circumstances down,
  but when I considered how few people there are in England who might remember
  the Evangeline or care to know the real history of her disappearance,
  it has seemed to me to be hardly worth while to revive the subject. Even here
  in Australia, however, we do occasionally see some reference to her in the
  papers or magazines, so that it is evident that there are those who have not
  quite forgotten the strange story: and so at this merry Christmastide I am
  tempted to set the matter straight.


  At the time her fate excited a most intense and lively interest all over
  the British Islands, as was shown by the notices in the newspapers and by
  numerous letters which appeared upon the subject. As an example of this, as
  well as to give the facts in a succinct form, I shall preface this narrative
  by a few clippings chosen from many which we collected after the event, which
  are so numerous that my wife has filled a small scrapbook with them. This
  first one is from the “Inverness Gazette” of September 24th, 1873.

  



  “PAINFUL OCCURRENCE IN THE HEBRIDES.—A sad
  accident, which it is feared has been attended with loss of life, has
  occurred at Ardvoe, which is a small uninhabited island lying about forty
  miles north-west of Harris and about half that distance south of the
  Flannons. It appears that a yacht named the Evangeline, belonging to Mr.
  Scholefield, jun., the son of the well-known banker of the firm Scholefield,
  Davies, and Co., had put in there, and that the passengers, with the two
  seamen who formed the crew, had pitched two tents upon the beach, in which
  they camped out for two or three days. This they did no doubt out of
  admiration for the rugged beauty of the spot, and perhaps from a sense of the
  novelty of their situation upon this lonely island. Besides Mr. Scholefield
  there were on the Evangeline a young lady named Miss Lucy Forrester,
  who is understood to be his fiancée, and her father, Colonel
  Forrester, of Teddington, near London. As the weather was very warm, the two
  gentlemen remained upon shore during the night, sleeping in one tent, while
  the seamen occupied the other. The young lady, however, was in the habit of
  rowing back to the yacht in the dinghy and sleeping in her own cabin, coming
  back by the same means in the morning. One day, the third of their residence
  upon the island, Colonel Forrester, looking out of the tent at dawn, was
  astonished and horrified to see that the moorings of the boat had given way,
  and that she was drifting rapidly out to sea. He promptly gave the alarm, and
  Mr. Scholefield, with one of the sailors, attempted to swim out to her, but
  they found that the yacht, owing to the fresh breeze and the fact that one of
  the sails had been so clumsily furled as to offer a considerable surface to
  the wind, was making such headway that it was impossible to overtake her.
  When last seen she was drifting along in a west-sou’-westerly direction with
  the unfortunate young lady on board. To make matters worse, it was three days
  before the party on the island were able to communicate with a passing
  fishing-boat and inform them of the sad occurrence. Both before and since,
  the weather has been so tempestuous that there is little hope of the safety
  of the missing yacht. We hear, however, that a reward of a thousand pounds
  has been offered by the firm of Scholefield to the boat which finds her and
  of five thousand to the one which brings Miss Forrester back in safety. Apart
  from any recompense, however, we are sure that the chivalry of our brave
  fishermen will lead them to do everything in their power to succour this
  young lady, who is said to possess personal charms of the highest order. Our
  only grain of consolation is that the Evangeline was well provided both with
  provisions and with water.”

  



  This appeared upon September 24th, four days after the disappearance of
  the yacht. Upon the 25th the following telegram was sent from the north of
  Ireland:

  



  “Portrush.—John Mullins, of this town, fisherman,
  reports that upon the morning of the 21st he sighted a yacht which answered
  to the description of the missing Evangeline. His own boat was at that time
  about fifty miles to the north of Malin Head, and was hove-to, the weather
  being very thick and dirty. The yacht passed within two hundred yards of his
  starboard quarter, but the fog was so great that he could not swear to her
  appearance. She was running in a westerly direction under a reefed mainsail
  and jib. There was a man at the tiller. He distinctly saw a woman on
  board, and thinks that she called out to him, but could not be sure owing to
  the howling of the wind.”


  I have many other extracts here expressive of the doubts and fears which
  existed as to the fate of the Evangeline, but I shall not quote one more than
  is necessary. Here is the Central News telegram which quashed the last
  lingering hopes of the most sanguine. It went the round of the papers upon
  the 3rd of October.

  



  “Galway, October 2nd, 7.25 p.m.—The fishing boat
  Glenmullet has just come in, towing behind her a mass of wreckage, which
  leaves no doubt as to the fate of the unfortunate Evangeline and of the young
  lady who was on board of her. The fragments brought in consist of the
  bowsprit, figurehead, and part of the bows, with the name engraved upon it.
  From its appearance it is conjectured that the yacht was blown on to one of
  the dangerous reefs upon the north-west coast, and that after being broken up
  there this and possibly other fragments had drifted out to sea. Attached to
  it is a fragment of the fatal rope, the snapping of which was the original
  cause of the disaster. It is a stout cable of manilla hemp, and the fracture
  is a clean one—so clean as to suggest friction against a very sharp
  rock or the cut of a knife. Several boats have gone up and down the coast
  this evening in the hope of finding some more débris or of
  ascertaining with certainty the fate of the young lady.”

  



  From that day to this, however, nothing fresh has been learned of the fate
  of the Evangeline or of Miss Lucy Forrester, who was on board of her.
  These three extracts represent all that has ever been learned about either of
  them, and in these even there are several statements which the press at the
  time showed to be incredible. For example, how could the fisherman John
  Mullins say that he saw a man on board when Ardvoe is an uninhabited island,
  and therefore no one could possibly have got on board except Miss Forrester?
  It was clear that he was either mistaken in the boat or else that he imagined
  the man. Again, it was pointed out in a leader in the “Scotsman” that the
  conjecture that the rope was either cut by a rock or by a knife was
  manifestly absurd, since there are no rocks around Ardvoe, but a uniform
  sandy bottom, and it would be preposterous to suppose that Miss Forrester,
  who was a lady as remarkable for her firmness of mind as for her beauty,
  would deliberately sever the rope which attached her to her father, her
  lover, and to life itself. “It would be well,” the “Scotsman” concluded, “if
  those who express opinions upon such subjects would bear in mind those simple
  rules as to the analysis of evidence laid down by Auguste Dupin. ‘Exclude the
  impossible,’ he remarks in one of Poe’s immortal stories, ‘and what is left,
  however improbable, must be the truth.’ Now, since it is impossible
  that a rock divided the rope, and impossible that the young lady divided it,
  and doubly impossible that anybody else divided it, it follows that it parted
  of its own accord, either owing to some flaw in its texture or from some
  previous injury that it may have sustained. Thus this sad occurrence, about
  which conjecture is so rife, sinks at once into the category of common
  accidents, which, however deplorable, can neither be foreseen nor
  prevented.”


  There was one other theory which I shall just allude to before I commence
  my own personal narrative. That is the suggestion that either of the two
  sailors had had a spite against Mr. Scholefield or Colonel Forrester and had
  severed the rope out of revenge. That, however, is quite out of the question,
  for they were both men of good character and old servants of the
  Scholefields. My wife tells me that it is mere laziness which makes me sit
  with the scrapbook before me copying out all these old newspaper articles and
  conjectures. It is certainly the easiest way to tell my story, but I must now
  put them severely aside and tell you in my own words as concisely as I can
  what the real facts were.
 


  * * * * *


  My name is John Vincent Gibbs, and I am the son of Nathaniel Gibbs,
  formerly a captain in one of the West Indian regiments. My father was a very
  handsome man, and he succeeded in winning the heart of a Miss Leblanche, who
  was heiress to a good sugar plantation in Demerara. By this marriage my
  father became fairly rich, and, having left the army, he settled down to the
  life of a planter. I was born within a year of the marriage, but my mother
  never rose again from her bed, and my father was so broken-hearted at his
  loss that he pined away and followed her to the grave within a few
  months.


  I have thus never known either of my two parents, and the loss of their
  control, combined perhaps with my tropical birthplace, made me, I fear,
  somewhat headstrong and impetuous.


  Immediately that I became old enough to be my own master I sold the estate
  and invested the money in Government stock in such a way as to insure me an
  income of fifteen hundred a year for life. I then came to Europe, and for a
  long time led a strange Bohemian life, flitting from one University to
  another, and studying spasmodically those subjects which interested me. I
  went to Heidelberg for a year in order to read chemistry and metaphysics, and
  when I returned to London I plunged for the first time into society. I was
  then twenty- four years of age, dark-haired, dark-eyed, swarthy, with a
  smattering of all knowledge and a mastery of none.


  It was during this season in London that I first saw Lucy Forrester. How
  can I describe her so as to give even the faintest conception of her beauty?
  To my eyes no woman ever had been or could be so fair. Her face, her voice,
  her figure, every movement and action, were part of one rare and harmonious
  whole. Suffice it that I loved her the very evening that I saw her, and that
  I went on day after day increasing and nourishing this love until it
  possessed my whole being.


  At first my suit prospered well. I made the acquaintance of her father, an
  elderly soldier, and became a frequent visitor at the house. I soon saw that
  the keynote of Miss Forrester’s character was her intense devotion to her
  father, and accordingly I strove to win her regard by showing extreme
  deference and attention to him. I succeeded in interesting her in many
  topics, too, and we became very friendly. At last I ventured to speak to her
  of love, and told her of the passion which consumed me. I suppose I spoke
  wildly and fiercely, for she was frightened and shrank from me.


  I renewed the subject another day, however, with better success. She
  confessed to me then that she loved me, but added firmly that she was her
  father’s only child, and that it was her duty to devote her life to
  comforting his declining years. Her personal feelings, she said, should never
  prevent her from performing that duty. It mattered not. The confession that I
  was dear to her filled me with ecstasy. For the rest I was content to
  wait.


  During this time the colonel had favoured my suit. I have no doubt that
  some gossip had exaggerated my wealth and given him false ideas of my
  importance. One day in conversation I told him what my resources were. I saw
  his face change as he listened to me, and from that moment his demeanour
  altered.


  It chanced that about the same time young Scholefield, the son of the rich
  banker, came back from Oxford, and having met Lucy, became very marked in his
  attentions to her. Colonel Forrester at once encouraged his addresses in
  every possible way, and I received a curt note from him informing me that I
  should do well to discontinue my visits.


  I still had hopes that Lucy would not be influenced by her father’s
  mercenary schemes. For days I frequented her usual haunts, seeking an
  opportunity of speaking to her. At last I met her alone one morning in St.
  James’s Park. She looked me straight in the face, and there was an expression
  of great tenderness and sadness in her eyes, but she would have passed me
  without speaking. All the blood seemed to rush into my head, and I caught her
  by the wrist to detain her.


  “You have given me up, then?” I cried. “There is no longer any hope for
  me.”


  “Hush, Jack!” she said, for I had raised my voice excitedly. “I warned you
  how it would be. It is my father’s wish and I must obey him, whatever it
  costs. Let me go now. You must not hold me any more.”


  “And there is no hope?”


  “You will soon forget me,” she said. “You must not think of me again.”


  “Ah, you are as bad as he,” I cried, excitedly. “I read it in your eyes.
  It is the money—the wretched money.” I was sorry for the words the
  moment after I had said them, but she had passed gravely on, and I was
  alone.


  I sat down upon one of the benches in the park, and rested my head upon my
  hands. I felt numbed and stupefied. The world and everything in it had
  changed for me during the last ten minutes. People passed me as I
  sat—people who laughed and joked and gossiped. It seemed to me that I
  watched them almost as a dead man might watch the living. I had no sympathy
  with their little aims, their little pleasures and their little pains. “I’ll
  get away from the whole drove of them,” I said, as I rose from my seat. “The
  women are false and the men are fools, and everything is mean and sordid.” My
  first love had unhappily converted me to cynicism, rash and foolish as I was,
  as it has many such a man before.


  For many months I travelled, endeavouring by fresh scenes and new
  experiences to drive away the memory of that fair false face. At Venice I
  heard that she was engaged to be married to young Scholefield. “He’s got a
  lot of money,” this tourist said—it was at the table d’hôte at
  the Hotel de l’Europe. “It’s a splendid match for her.” For her!


  When I came back to England I flitted restlessly about from one place to
  another, avoiding the haunts of my old associates, and leading a lonely and
  gloomy life. It was about this time that the idea first occurred to me of
  separating my person from mankind as widely as my thoughts and feelings were
  distinct from theirs. My temperament was, I think, naturally a somewhat
  morbid one, and my disappointment had made me a complete misanthrope. To me,
  without parents, friends, or relations, Lucy had been everything, and now
  that she was gone the very sight of a human face was hateful to me.
  Loneliness in a wilderness, I reflected, was less irksome than loneliness in
  a city. In some wild spot I might be face to face with nature and pursue the
  studies into which I had plunged once more, without interruption or
  disturbance.


  As this resolution began to grow upon me I thought of this island of
  Ardvoe, which, curiously enough, had been first mentioned to me by
  Scholefield on one of the few occasions when we had been together in the
  house of the Forresters. I had heard him speak of its lonely and desolate
  position, and of its beauty, for his father had estates in Skye, from which
  he was wont to make yachting trips in summer, and in one of these he had
  visited the island. It frequently happened, he said, that no one set foot
  upon it during the whole year, for there was no grass for sheep, and nothing
  to attract fishermen. This, I thought, would be the very place for me.


  Full of my new idea, I travelled to Skye, and from thence to Uist. There I
  hired a fishing-boat from a man named McDiarmid, and sailed with him and his
  son to the island. It was just such a place as I had imagined—rugged
  and desolate, with high, dark crags rising up from a girdle of sand. It had
  been once, McDiarmid said, a famous emporium for the goods of smugglers,
  which used to be stored there, and then conveyed over to the Scotch coast as
  occasion served. He showed me several of the caves of these gentry, and one
  in particular, which I immediately determined should be my own future
  dwelling. It was approached by a labyrinth of rocky paths, which effectually
  secured it against any intruder, while it was roomy inside, and lit up by an
  aperture in the rock above, which might be covered over in wet weather.


  The fisherman told me that his father had pointed the spot out to him, but
  that it was not commonly known to the rare visitors who came to the island.
  There was abundance of fresh water, and fish were to be caught in any
  quantity.


  I was so well satisfied with my survey that I returned to Scotland with
  the full intention of realising my wild misanthropical scheme.


  In Glasgow I purchased most of the more important things that I wanted to
  take with me. These included a sleeping bag, such as is used in the Arctic
  seas; several mathematical and astronomical instruments; a very varied and
  extensive assortment of books, including nearly every modern work upon
  chemistry and physics; a double-barrelled fowling-piece, fishing-tackle,
  lamps, candles, and oil. Subsequently at Oban and Stornoway I purchased two
  bags of potatoes, a sack of flour, and a quantity of tinned meats, together
  with a small stove. All these things I conveyed over in McDiarmid’s boat,
  having already bound both himself and his son to secrecy upon the
  matter—a promise which, as far as I know, neither of them ever broke. I
  also had a table and chair conveyed across, with a plentiful supply of pens,
  ink, and paper.


  All these things were stowed away in the cave, and I then requested
  McDiarmid to call upon the first of each month, or as soon after as the
  weather permitted, in case I needed anything. This he promised to do, and
  having been well paid for his services, he departed, leaving me upon the
  island.


  It was a strange sensation to me when I saw the brown sail of his boat
  sinking below the horizon, until at last it disappeared, and left one broad,
  unbroken sheet of water before me. That boat was the last tie which bound me
  to the human race. When it had vanished, and I returned into my cave with the
  knowledge that no sight or sound could jar upon me now, I felt the first
  approach to satisfaction which I had had through all those weary months. A
  fire was sparkling in the stove, for fuel was plentiful on the island, and
  the long stove-pipe had been so arranged that it projected through the
  aperture above, and so carried the smoke away. I boiled some potatoes and
  made a hearty meal, after which I wrote and read until nightfall, when I
  crept into my bag and slept soundly.


  It might weary my readers should I speak of my existence upon this island,
  though the petty details of my housekeeping seem to interest my dear wife
  more than anything else, and ten years have not quite exhausted her questions
  upon the subject. I cannot say that I was happy, but I was less unhappy than
  I could have believed it possible. At times, it is true, I was plunged into
  the deepest melancholy, and would remain so for days, without energy enough
  to light my fire or to cook my food. On these occasions I would wander
  aimlessly among the hills and along the shore until I was worn out with
  fatigue. After these attacks, however, I would become, if not placid, at
  least torpid for a time. Occasionally I could even smile at my strange life
  as an anchorite, and speculate as to whether the lord of the manor, since I
  presumed the island belonged to some one, would become aware of my existence,
  and if so, whether he would evict me ignominiously, or claim a rent for my
  little cavern.


  II


  Three months had passed, as I knew by the regular visits of the worthy
  fisherman, when the event occurred which altered the course of my whole life,
  and led in the end to the writing of this narrative.


  I had been out all day surveying my little kingdom, and having returned
  about four o’clock, had settled down to Ricardo’s “Principles of Political
  Economy,” of which work I was writing a critical analysis. I had been writing
  about three hours, and the waning light (it was in September) was warning me
  that the time had come to stop, when suddenly, to my intense astonishment, I
  heard a human voice. Crusoe, when he saw the footstep, could hardly have been
  more surprised. My first idea was that some unforeseen circumstance had
  induced McDiarmid to come across before his time, and that he was hailing me;
  but a moment’s reflection showed me that the voice which I had heard was very
  different from the rough Gaelic accents of the fisherman. As I sat pen in
  hand, wondering and listening, a peal of laughter rose up from the beach. An
  unreasoning indignation at this intrusion on my privacy then took possession
  of me, and I rushed out of my cave and peered over the rocks to see who the
  invaders might be.


  Down beneath me in the bay a trim little yacht of five-and-twenty tons or
  thereabouts was riding at anchor. On the beach two yachtsmen—a young
  man and an old—were endeavouring with the aid of a sailor to raise a
  canvas tent, and were busily engaged knocking pegs into the crumbling sand
  and fastening ropes to them. Between the shore and the yacht there was a
  small boat rowed by one man, and in the sheets there sat a lady. When the
  boat reached the shore one of the yachtsmen, the younger of the two, ran down
  and handed its passenger out. The instant she stood erect I recognised her.
  Even after the lapse of ten years I feel again the rush and whirlwind of
  emotion which came over me when I saw once more in this strange place the
  woman whom I loved better than all the world besides.


  At first it seemed so extraordinary, so utterly inexplicable, that I could
  only surmise that she and her father and lover (for I had now recognised the
  two men also) had heard ‘of my presence here and had come with the intention
  of insulting me. This was the mad notion which came into my disordered brain.
  The unconcerned air of the party showed, however, that this could not be. On
  second thoughts I convinced myself that it was no very wonderful coincidence
  after all. No doubt Scholefield was taking up the young lady and her father
  to pay a visit to his rich friends in Skye. If so, what more natural than
  that in passing they should visit this island concerning which I remembered
  that Lucy had expressed interest and curiosity when Scholefield spoke of it
  originally? It seemed to me now to be such a natural sequence of events that
  my only wonder was that the possibility of it had not occurred to me
  earlier.


  The tent was soon up, and they had supper inside it, after raising another
  smaller tent for the two seamen. It was evident that the whole party intended
  to camp out for a time.


  I crept down towards the beach after it was dark, and came as near to them
  as I dared. After a time Scholefield sang a sea song; and then, after some
  persuasion, she sang too—a melancholy ballad, one which had been a
  favourite of mine in the old days in London. What would she have thought, I
  wondered, could she have seen me, unshaven and dishevelled, crouching like a
  wild beast among the rocks! My heart was full, and I could bear it no longer.
  I went back to my lonely cave with all my old wounds ripped open afresh.


  About ten o’clock I saw her in the moonlight go down to the beach alone,
  and row to the yacht, where she fastened the dinghy astern. She was always
  proud, I remembered, of being at home upon the water. I knew then for certain
  that she was not married yet, and a gush of senseless joy and hope rose up in
  my bosom.


  I saw her row back in the morning, and the party breakfasted together in
  the tent. Afterwards they spent the day in exploring the island and in
  gathering the rare shells which are to be found upon the beach. They never
  came my way—indeed the rocks among which my cave lay were well-nigh
  inaccessible to any one who did not know the steep and intricate pathway. I
  watched the lady wandering along the sands, and once she passed immediately
  beneath my citadel. Her face was pale, I thought, and she seemed graver than
  when I saw her last, but otherwise there was no change. Her blue yachting
  costume with white lace and gilt buttons suited her to perfection. Strange
  how small details may stick in the memory!


  It was on the evening of the second day of their visit that I found that
  the stock of fresh water which I usually kept in my cave had run short, which
  necessitated my going to the stream for more. It was about a hundred yards
  off, and not far from the tent, but it seemed to me that since darkness had
  set in I should be running no risk of discovery; so taking my bucket in my
  hand I set off. I had filled it and was about to return when I heard the
  footsteps and voices of two men close to me, and had hardly time to crouch
  down behind a furze bush when they stopped almost within arm’s length of
  me.


  “Help you!” I heard one of them say, whom I at once identified as old
  Forrester. “My dear fellow, you must help yourself. You must be patient and
  you must be resolute. When I broached the matter to her she said that she had
  obeyed me in not speaking to the other, but when I asked for more than that I
  exceeded the claims which a father has upon a daughter. Those were her very
  words.”


  “I can’t make it out,” the other said peevishly; “you always hold out
  hopes, but they never come to anything. She is kind to me and friendly, but
  no more. The fellows at the club think that I am engaged to her. Everybody
  thinks so.”


  “So you will be, my boy, so you will be,” Forrester answered. “Give her
  time.”


  “It’s that black chap Gibbs who runs in her head,” said Scholefield. “The
  fellow is dead, I believe, or gone mad, as I always said he would. Anyway he
  has disappeared from the world, but that seems to make no difference to
  her.”


  “Pshaw!” the other answered. “Out of sight is out of mind, sooner or
  later. You will have exceptional opportunities at Skye, so make the most of
  them. For my part I promise to put on all the pressure I can. At present we
  must go down to the tent or she’ll think we are lost,” with which they moved
  off, and their steps died away in the distance.


  I stood up after they were gone like one in a dream, and slowly carried
  back my bucket. Then I sat down upon my chair and leaned my head upon my
  hands, while my mind was torn by conflicting emotions. She was true to me
  then. She had never been engaged to my rival. Yet there was the old
  prohibition of her parent, which had no doubt the same sacred weight with her
  as ever. I was really no nearer her than before. But how about this
  conspiracy which I had overheard—this plot between a mercenary father
  and a mean-spirited suitor. Should I, ought I, to allow her to be bullied by
  the one or cajoled by the other into forsaking me? Never! I would appeal to
  her. I would give her one more chance at least of judging between her father
  and myself. Surely, I thought, I who love her so tenderly have more claim
  upon her than this man who would sell her to the highest bidder.


  Then in a moment it came into my head how I could take her away from them,
  so that no one should stand between us, and I might plead my cause without
  interruption. It was such a plan as could only have occurred perhaps to a man
  of my impetuous nature. I knew that if once she left the island I might never
  have the chance again. There was but one way to do it, and I was determined
  that it should be done.


  All night long I paced about my cave pondering over the details of my
  scheme. I would have put it into execution at once, but the sky was covered
  with clouds and the night was exceptionally dark. Never did time pass more
  slowly. At last the first cold grey light began to show upon the horizon and
  to spread slowly along it. I thrust a clasp knife into my pocket and as much
  money as I had in the cave. Then I crept down to the beach, some distance
  from the sleeping party, and swam out to the yacht. The ladder by which Lucy
  had got on board the night before was still hanging down, and by it I climbed
  on board. Moving softly so as not to awake her, I shook out enough of one of
  the sails to catch the breeze, and then stooping over the bows I cut the
  thick rope by which we were moored. For a minute or so the yacht drifted
  aimlessly, and then getting some way on her she answered the helm, and stood
  out slowly towards the Atlantic.


  Do not misunderstand me. I had no intention of forcing the lady’s
  inclinations in any way, or compelling her to break her promise to her
  father. I was not base enough for that. My sole and only object was to have
  an opportunity of appealing to her, and pleading my cause for the last time.
  If I had not known, on the authority of her suitor, that she still loved me,
  I would have cut my right hand off as soon as cut that cable. As it was, if I
  could persuade her to be my wife we could run down to Ireland or back to
  Oban, and be married by special licence before the prisoners at Ardvoe could
  get away. If, on the other hand, she refused to have anything to do with me,
  I would loyally take the Evangeline back to her moorings and face the
  consequences, whatever they might be. Some have blamed me for putting the
  lady in such a compromising situation. Before they judge they must put
  themselves in my position, with but one chance of making life happy, and that
  chance depending upon prompt action. My savage life, too, may have somewhat
  blunted my regard for the conventionalities of civilisation.


  As the boat slowly headed out to sea I heard a great outcry upon the
  beach, and saw Forrester and Scholefield, with the two sailors, running
  frantically about. I kept myself carefully out of sight. Presently
  Scholefield and one of the sailors dashed into the water, but after swimming
  a little way they gave it up as hopeless, for the breeze was very fresh, and
  even with our little rag of canvas we could not have been going less than
  five knots. All this time Miss Forrester had not been disturbed, nor was
  there anything to let her know that the yacht was under way, for the tossing
  was no greater than when she was at anchor.


  III


  The moorings had been at the south end of the island, and as the wind was
  cast, we headed straight out to the Atlantic. I did not put up any more sail
  yet, for it would be seen by those we had left, and I wished at present to
  leave them under the impression that the yacht had drifted away by accident,
  so that if they found any means of communicating with the mainland they might
  start upon a wrong scent. After three hours, however, the island being by
  that time upon the extreme horizon, I hoisted the mainsail and jib.


  I was busily engaged in tugging at the halliards, when Miss


  Forrester, fully dressed, stepped out of her cabin and came upon deck. I
  shall never forget the expression of utter astonishment which came over her
  beautiful features when she realised that she was out at sea and with a
  strange companion. She gazed at me with, at first, terror as well as
  surprise. No doubt, with my long dark hair and beard, and tattered clothing,
  I was not a very reassuring object.


  The instant I opened my lips to address her, however, she recognised me,
  and seemed to comprehend the situation.


  “Mr. Gibbs,” she cried. “Jack, what have you done? You have carried me
  away from Ardvoe. Oh, take me back again! What will my poor father do?”


  “He’s all right,” I said. “He is hardly so very thoughtful about you, and
  may not mind doing without you now for a little.” She was silent for a while,
  and leaned against the companion rail, endeavouring to collect herself.


  “I can hardly realise it,” she said, at last. “How could you have come
  here, and why are we at sea? What is your object, Jack? What are you about to
  do?”


  “My only object is this,” I said, tremblingly, coming up closer to her. “I
  wished to be able to have a chance of talking to you alone without
  interruption. The whole happiness of my life depends upon it. That is why I
  have carried you off like this. All I ask you to do is to answer one or two
  questions, and I will promise to do your bidding. Will you do so?”


  “Yes,” she said, “I will.”


  She kept her eyes cast down and seemed to avoid my gaze. “Do you love this
  man Scholefield?” I asked.


  “No,” she answered, with decision.


  “Will you ever marry him?”


  “No,” she answered again.


  “Now, Lucy,” I said, “speak the truth fearlessly, let me entreat you, for
  the happiness of both of us depends upon it. Do you still love me?”


  She never spoke, but she raised her head and I read her answer in her
  eyes. My heart overflowed with joy.


  “Then, my darling,” I cried, taking her hand, “if you love me and I love
  you, who is to come between us? Who dare part us?”


  She was silent, but did not attempt to escape from my arm.


  “Not your father,” I said. “He has no power or right over you. You know
  well that if one who was richer than Scholefield appeared to-morrow he would
  bid you smile upon him without a thought as to your own feelings. You can in
  such circumstances owe him no allegiance as to giving yourself for mere
  mercenary reasons to those you in heart abhor.”


  “You are right, Jack. I do not,” she answered, speaking very gently, but
  very firmly. “I am sorry that I left you as I did in St. James’s Park. Many a
  time since I have bitterly regretted it. Still at all costs I should have
  been true to my father if he had been true to me. But he has not been so.
  Though he knows my dislike to Mr. Scholefield he has continually thrown us
  together as on this yachting excursion, which was hateful to me from the
  first. Jack,” she continued, turning to me, “you have been true to me through
  everything. If you still love me I am yours from this moment—yours
  entirely and for ever. I will place myself in their power no more.”


  Then in that happy moment I was repaid for all the long months of
  weariness and pain. We sat for hours talking of our thoughts and feelings
  since our last sad parting, while the boat drifted aimlessly among the
  tossing waves, and the sails flapped against the spars above our heads. Then
  I told her how I had swum off and cut the cable of the Evangeline.


  “But, Jack,” she said, “you are a pirate; you will be prosecuted for
  carrying off the boat.”


  “They may do what they like now,” I said, defiantly; “I have gained you,
  in carrying off the boat.”


  “But what will you do now?” she asked.


  “I will make for the north of Ireland,” I said; “then I shall put you
  under the protection of some good woman until we can get a special licence
  and be able to defy your father. I shall send the Evangeline back to
  Ardvoe or to Skye. We are going to have some wind, I fear. You will not be
  afraid, dear?”


  “Not while I am with you,” she answered, calmly.


  The prospect was certainly not a reassuring one. The whole eastern horizon
  was lined by great dark clouds, piled high upon each other, with that lurid
  tinge about them which betokens violent wind. Already the first warning
  blasts came whistling down upon us, heeling our little craft over till her
  gunwale lay level with the water. It was impossible to beat back to the
  Scotch coast, and our best chance of safety lay in running before the gale. I
  took in the topsail and flying-jib, and reefed down the mainsail; then I
  lashed everything moveable in case of our shipping a sea. I wished Lucy to go
  below to her cabin, but she would not leave me, and remained by my side.


  As the day wore on the occasional blasts increased into a gale, and the
  gale into a tempest. The night set in dark and dreary, and still we sped into
  the Atlantic. The Evangeline rose to the seas like a cork, and we took
  little or no water aboard. Once or twice the moon peeped out for a few
  moments between the great drifting cloud-banks. Those brief intervals of
  light showed us the great wilderness of black, tossing waters which stretched
  to the horizon. I managed to bring some food and water from the cabin while
  Lucy held the tiller, and we shared it together. No persuasions of mine could
  induce her to leave my side for a moment.


  With the break of day the wind appeared to gain more force than ever, and
  the great waves were so lofty that many of them rose high above our masthead.
  We staggered along under our reefed sail, now rising upon a billow, from
  which we looked down on two great valleys before and behind us, then sinking
  down into the trough of the sea until it seemed as if we could never climb
  the green wall beyond. By dead reckoning I calculated that we had been blown
  clear of the north coast of Ireland. It would have been madness to run
  towards an unknown and dangerous shore in such weather, but I steered a
  course now two more points to the south, so as not to get blown too far from
  the west coast in case that we had passed Malin Head. During the morning Lucy
  thought that she saw the loom of a fishing-boat, but neither of us were
  certain, for the weather had become very thick. This must have been the boat
  of the man Mullins, who seems to have had a better view of us than we had of
  him.


  All day (our second at sea) we continued to steer in a south-westerly
  direction. The fog had increased and become so thick that from the stern we
  could hardly see the end of the bowsprit. The little vessel had proved
  herself a splendid sea boat, and we had both become so reconciled to our
  position, and so confident in her powers, that neither of us thought any
  longer of the danger of our position, especially as the wind and sea were
  both abating. We were just congratulating each other upon this cheering fact,
  when an unexpected and terrible catastrophe overtook us.


  It must have been about seven in the evening, and I had gone down to
  rummage in the lockers and find something to eat, when I heard Lucy give a
  startled cry above me. I sprang upon deck instantly. She was standing up by
  the tiller peering out into the mist.


  “Jack,” she cried. “I hear voices, There is some one close to us.”


  “Voices!” I said; “impossible. If we were near land we should hear the
  breakers.”


  “Hist!” she cried, holding up her hand. “Listen!”


  We were standing together straining our ears to catch every sound, when
  suddenly and swiftly there emerged from the fog upon our starboard bow a long
  line of Roman numerals with the figure of a gigantic woman hovering above
  them. There was no time for thought or preparation. A dark loom towered above
  us, taking the wind from our sails, and then a great vessel sprang upon us
  out of the mist as a wild beast might upon its prey. Instinctively, as I saw
  the monster surging down upon us, I flung one of the life-belts, which was
  hanging round the tiller, over Lucy’s head, and seizing her by the waist, I
  sprang with her into the sea.


  What happened after that it is hard to tell. In such moments all idea of
  time is lost. It might have been minutes or it might have been hours during
  which I swam by Lucy’s side, encouraging her in every possible way to place
  full confidence in her belt and to float without struggling. She obeyed me to
  the letter, like a brave girl as she was. Every time I rose to the top of a
  wave I looked around for some sign of our destroyer, but in vain. We joined
  our voices in a cry for aid, but no answer came back except the howling of
  the wind. I was a strong swimmer, but hampered with my clothes my strength
  began gradually to fail me. I was still by Lucy’s side, and she noticed that
  I became feebler.


  “Trust to the belt, my darling, whatever happens,” I said.


  She turned her tender face towards me.


  “If you leave me I shall slip it off,” she answered.


  Again I came to the top of a great roller, and looked round. There was
  nothing to be seen. But hark! what was that? A dull clanking noise came on my
  ears, which was distinct from the splash of the sea. It was the sound of oars
  in rowlocks. We gave a last feeble cry for aid. It was answered by a friendly
  shout, and the next that either of us remember was when we came to our senses
  once more and found ourselves in warm and comfortable berths with kind
  anxious faces around us. We had both fainted while being lifted into the
  boat.


  The vessel was a large Norwegian sailing barque, the Freyja, of
  five hundred tons, which had started five days before from Bergen, and was
  bound for Adelaide in Australia. Nothing could exceed the kindness of Captain
  Thorbjorn and his crew to the two unfortunates whom they had picked out of
  the Atlantic Ocean. The watch on deck had seen us, but too late to prevent a
  collision. They had at once dropped a boat, which was about to return to the
  ship in despair, when that last cry reached their ears.


  Captain Thorbjorn’s wife was on board, and she at once took my dear
  companion under her care. We had a pleasant and rapid voyage to Adelaide,
  where we were duly married in the presence of Madame Thorbjorn and of all the
  officers of the Freyja.


  After our marriage I went upcountry, and having taken a large farm there,
  I remained a happy and prosperous man. A sum of money was duly paid over to
  the firm of Scholefield, coming they knew not whence, which represented the
  value of the Evangeline.


  One of the first English mails which followed us to Australia announced
  the death of Colonel Forrester, who fractured his skull by falling down the
  marble steps of a Glasgow hotel. Lucy was terribly grieved, but new
  associations and daily duties gradually overcame her sorrow.


  Since then neither of us have anything to bind us to the old country, nor
  do we propose to return to it. We read the English periodicals, however, and
  have amused ourselves from time to time in noticing the stray allusions to
  the yacht Evangeline, and the sad fate of the young lady on board her.
  This short narrative of the real facts may therefore prove interesting to
  some few who have not forgotten what is now an old story, and some perhaps to
  whom the circumstances are new may care to hear a strange chapter in real
  life.
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  What is there in all nature which is more beautiful or more
  inspiriting than the sight of the great ocean, when a merry breeze sweeps
  over it, and the sun glints down upon the long green ridges with their crests
  of snow? Sad indeed must be the heart which does not respond to the cheery
  splashing of the billows and their roar upon the shingle. There are times,
  however, when the great heaving giant is in another and a darker mood. Those
  who, like myself, have been tossed upon the dark waters through a long night,
  while the great waves spat their foam over them in their fury, and the fierce
  winds howled above them, will ever after look upon the sea with other eyes.
  However peaceful it may be, they will see the lurking fiend beneath its
  smiling surface. It is a great wild beast of uncertain temper and
  incalculable strength.


  Once, and once only, during the long years which I have spent at sea, have
  I found myself at the mercy of this monster. There were circumstances, too,
  upon that occasion, which threatened a more terrible catastrophe than the
  loss of my own single life. I have set myself to write down, as concisely and
  as accurately as I can, the facts in connection with that adventure and its
  very remarkable consequences.


  In 1868 I was a lad of fourteen, and had just completed my first voyage in
  the Paraguay, one of the finest vessels of the finest of the Pacific
  lines, in which I was a midshipman. On reaching Liverpool, our ship had been
  laid up for a month or so, and I had obtained leave of absence to visit my
  relations, who were living on the banks of the Clyde. I hurried north with
  all the eagerness of a boy who has been abroad for the first time, and met
  with a loving reception from my parents and from my only sister. I have never
  known any pleasure in life which could compare with that which these reunions
  bring to a lad whose disposition is affectionate.


  The little village at which my family were living was called Rudmore, and
  was situated in one of the most beautiful spots in the whole of the Clyde.
  Indeed, it was the natural advantages of its situation which had induced my
  father to purchase a villa there. Our grounds ran down to the water’s edge,
  and included a small wooden jetty which projected into the river. Beside this
  jetty was anchored a small yacht, which had belonged to the former
  proprietor, and which had been included in the rest of the property when
  purchased by my father. She was a smart little clipper of about three-ton
  burden, and directly my eyes fell upon her I determined that I would test her
  sea-going qualities.


  My sister had a younger friend of hers, Maud Sumter, staying with her at
  this time, and the three of us made frequent excursions about the country,
  and occasionally put out into the Firth in order to fish. On all these
  nautical expeditions we were accompanied by an old fisherman named Jock Reid,
  in whom my father had confidence. At first we were rather glad to have the
  old man’s company, and were amused by his garrulous chat and strange
  reminiscences. After a time, however, we began to resent the idea of having a
  guardian placed over us, and the grievance weighed with double stress upon
  me, for, midshipman-like, I had fallen a victim to the blue-eyes and golden
  hair of my sister’s pretty playmate, and I conceived that without our boatman
  I might have many an opportunity of showing my gallantry and my affection.
  Besides, it seemed a monstrous thing that a real sailor, albeit only fourteen
  years of age, who had actually been round Cape Horn, should not be trusted
  with the command of a boat in a quiet Scottish firth. We put our three
  youthful heads together over the matter, and the result was a unanimous
  determination to mutiny against our ancient commander.


  It was not difficult to carry our resolution into practice. One bright
  winter’s day, when the sun was shining cheerily, but a stiffish breeze was
  ruffling the surface of the water, we announced our intention of going for a
  sail, and Jock Reid was as usual summoned from his cottage to escort us. I
  remember that the old man looked very doubtfully at the glass in my father’s
  hall, and then at the eastern sky, in which the clouds were piling up into a
  gigantic cumulus.


  “Ye maunna gang far the day,” he said, shaking his grizzled head. “It’s
  like to blow hard afore evening.”


  “No, no, Jock,” we cried in chorus; “we don’t want to go far.”


  The old sailor came down with us to the boat, still grumbling his
  presentiments about the coming weather. I stalked along with all the dignity
  of chief conspirator, while my sister and Maud followed expectantly, full of
  timidity and admiration for my audacity. When we reached the boat I helped
  the boatman to set the mainsail and the jib, and he was about to cast her off
  from her moorings when I played the card which I had been reserving.


  “Jock,” I said, slipping a shilling into his hand; “I’m afraid you’ll feel
  it cold when we get out. You had better get yourself a drop of something
  before we start.”


  “Indeed I will, maister,” said Jock emphatically. “I’m no as young as I
  was, and the coffee keeps the cold out.”


  “You run up to the house,” I said; “we can wait until you come back.”


  Poor old Jock, suspecting no treachery, made off in the direction of the
  village, and was soon out of sight. The instant he had disappeared six busy
  little hands were at work undoing the moorings, and in less than a minute we
  were clear of the land, and were shooting gallantly out into the centre of
  the Firth of Clyde. Under her press of canvas, the little boat heeled over
  until her lee-gunwale was level with the water, and as we plunged into the
  waves the spray came showering over the bows and splashing on our deck. Far
  away on the beach we could see old Jock, who had been warned by the villagers
  of our flight, running eagerly up and down, and waving his arms in his
  excitement. How we laughed at the old man’s impotent anger, and what fun we
  made of the salt foam which wet our faces and sprinkled on our lips! We sang,
  we romped, we played, and when we tired of this the two girls sat in the
  sheets, while I held the tiller and told many stories of my nautical
  experiences, and of the incidents of my one and only voyage.


  At first we were somewhat undecided as to what course we should steer, or
  where we should make for; but after consultation it was unanimously decided
  that we should run out to the mouth of the Firth. Old Jock had always avoided
  the open sea, and had beaten about in the river, so it seemed to us, now that
  we had deposed our veteran commander, that it was a favourable opportunity
  for showing what we could do without him. The wind, too, was blowing from the
  eastward, and therefore was favourable to the attempt. We pulled the mainsail
  as square as possible, and keeping the tiller steady, ran rapidly before the
  wind in the direction of the sea.


  Behind us the great cumulus of clouds had lengthened and broadened, but
  the sun was still shining brightly, making the crests of the waves sparkle
  again, like long ridges of fire. The banks of the Firth, which are four or
  five miles apart, are well wooded, and many a lovely villa and stately castle
  peeped out from among the trees as we swept past. Far behind us we saw the
  long line of smoke which told where Greenock and Glasgow lay, with their
  toiling thousands of inhabitants. In front rose a great stately
  mountain-peak, that of Goatfell, in Arran, with the clouds wreathed
  coquettishly round the summit. Away to the north, too, in the purple distance
  lay ranges of mountains stretching along the whole horizon, and throwing
  strange shadows as the bright rays of the sun fell upon their rugged
  sides.


  We were not lonely as we made our way down ihe great artery which carries
  the commerce of the west of Scotland to the sea. Boats of all sizes and
  shapes passed and re-passed us. Eager little steamers went panting by with
  their loads of Glasgow citizens, going to or returning from the great city.
  Yachts and launches, and fishing-boats, came and went in every direction. One
  of the latter crossed our bows, and one of her crew, a rough-bearded fellow,
  shouted hoarsely at us; but the wind prevented us from hearing what he said.
  As we neared the sea a great Atlantic steamer went slowly past us, with her
  big yellow funnel vomiting forth clouds of smoke, and her whistle blowing to
  warn the smaller craft to keep out of her way. Her passengers lined the side
  to watch us as we shot past them, very proud of our little boat and of
  ourselves.


  We had brought some sandwiches away with us, and a bottle of milk, so that
  there was no reason why we should shorten our cruise. We stood on accordingly
  until we were abreast of Ardrossan, which is at the mouth of the river and
  exactly opposite to the island of Arran, which lies in the open sea. The
  strait across is about eight miles in width, and my two companions were both
  clamorous that we should cross.


  “It looks very stormy,” I said, glancing at the pile of clouds behind us;
  “I think we had better put back.”


  “Oh, do let us go on to Arran!” little Maud cried enthusiastically.


  “Do, Archie,” echoed my sister; “surely, you are not afraid?”


  To tell the truth, I was afraid, for I read the signs of the
  weather better than they did. The reproachful look in Maud’s blue eyes at
  what she took to be my faint-heartedness overcame all my prudence.


  “If you wish to go, we’ll go,” I said; and we sailed out from the mouth of
  the river into the strait.


  Hitherto we had been screened from the wind to some extent by the hills
  behind us, but as we emerged from our shelter it came upon us in fiercer and
  more prolonged blasts. The mast bent like a whip under the pressure upon the
  sail, and would, I believe, have snapped short off, had it not been that I
  had knowledge enough of sailing to be able to take in a couple of reefs in
  the great sail. Even then the boat lay over in an alarming manner, so that we
  had to hold on to the weather bulwarks to prevent our slipping off. The
  waves, too, were much larger than they had been in the Firth, and we shipped
  so much water that I had to bail it out several times with my hat. The girls
  clapped their hands and cried out with delight as the water came over us, but
  I was grave because I knew the danger; and seeing me grave, they became grave
  too. Ahead of us the great mountain-peak towered up into the clouds, with
  green woods clustering about its base; and we could see the houses along the
  beach, and the long shining strip of yellow sand. Behind us the dark clouds
  became darker, lined at the base with the peculiar lurid tint which is
  nature’s danger signal. It was evident that the breeze would soon become a
  gale, and a violent one. We should not lose a moment in getting back to the
  river, and I already bitterly repented that I had ever left its sheltering
  banks.


  We put the boat round with all the speed we could, but it was no light
  task for three children. When at last we began to tack for the Scotch coast,
  we realised how difficult a matter it was for us to return. As long as we
  went with the wind, we went also with the waves; and it was only a stray one
  which broke over us. The moment, however, that we turned our broadside
  towards the sea we were deluged with water, which poured in faster than we
  could bail it out. A jagged flash of lightning clove the dark eastern sky,
  followed by a deafening peal of thunder. It was clear that the gale was about
  to burst; and it was evident to me that if it caught us in our present
  position we should infallibly be swamped. With much difficulty we squared our
  sail once more, and ran before the wind. It had veered a couple of points to
  the north, so that our course promised to take us to the south of the island.
  We shipped less water now than before, but on the other hand, every minute
  drove us out into the wild Irish Sea, further and further from home.


  It was blowing so hard by this time, and the waters made such a clashing,
  that it was hard to hear each other’s words. Little Maudie nestled at my
  side, and took my hand in hers. My sister clung to the rail at the other side
  of me.


  “Don’t you think,” she said, “that we could sail right into one of the
  harbours in Arran? I know there is a harbour at Brodick, which is just
  opposite us.”


  “We had better keep away from it altogether,” I said. “We should be sure
  to be wrecked if we got near the coast; and it is just as bad to be wrecked
  there as in the open sea.”


  “Where are we going?” she cried.


  “Anywhere the wind takes us,” I answered; “it is our only chance. Don’t
  cry, Maudie; we’ll get back all right when the storm is over.” I tried to
  comfort them, for they were both in tears; and, indeed, I could hardly keep
  my sobs down myself, for I was a very little fellow to be placed in such a
  position.


  As the storm came down on us it became so dark that we could hardly see
  the island in front of us, and the dark line of the Bute coast. We flew
  through the water at a tremendous pace, skimming over the great seething
  waves, while the wind howled and screamed through our rigging as though the
  whole air was full of pursuing fiends intent upon our destruction. The two
  girls cowered, shivering with terror, at the bottom of the boat, while I
  endeavoured to comfort them as well as I could, and to keep our craft before
  the wind. As the evening drew in and we increased our distance from the
  shore; the gale grew in power. The great dark waves towered high above our
  mast-head, so that when we lay in the trough of the sea, we saw nothing but
  the sombre liquid walls in front and behind us. Then we would sweep up the
  black slope, till from the summit we could see a dreary prospect of raging
  waters around us, and then we would sink down, down into the valley upon the
  other side. It was only the extreme lightness and buoyancy of our little
  craft which saved her from instant destruction. A dozen times a gigantic
  billow would curl over our heads, as though it were about to break over us,
  but each time the gallant boat rose triumphantly over it, shaking herself
  after each collision with the waters as a seabird might trim her
  feathers.


  Never shall I forget the horrors of that night! As the darkness settled
  down upon us, we saw the loom of a great rock some little distance from us,
  and we knew that we were passing Ailsa Craig. In one sense it was a relief to
  us to know that it was behind us, because there was now no land which we need
  fear, but only the great expanse of the Irish Sea. In the short intervals
  when the haze lifted, we could see the twinkling lights from the Scottish
  lighthouses glimmering through the darkness behind us. The waves had been
  terrible in the daytime, but they were worse now. It was better to see them
  towering over us than to hear them hissing and seething far above our heads,
  and to be able to make out nothing except the occasional gleam of a line of
  foam. Once, and once only, the moon disentangled itself from the thick
  hurrying clouds which obscured its face. Then we caught a glimpse of a great
  wilderness of foaming, tossing waters, but the dark scud drifted over the
  sky, and the silvery light faded away until all was gloom once more.


  What a long weary night it was! Cold and hungry, and shivering with
  terror, the three of us clung together, peering out into the darkness and
  praying as none of us had ever prayed before. During all the long hours we
  still tore through the waters to the south and west, for the wind was now
  blowing from the north-east. As the day dawned, grey and cheerless, we saw
  the rugged coast of Ireland lining the whole western horizon. And now it was,
  in the first dim light of dawn, that our great misfortune occurred to us.
  Whether it was the result of the long-continued strain, or whether some gust
  of particular violence had caught the sail, we have never known, but suddenly
  there was a sharp cracking, rending noise, and next moment our mast was
  trailing over the side, with the rigging and the sails flapping on the
  surface of the water. At the same instant, our momentum being checked, a
  great sea broke over the boat and nearly swamped us. Fortunately the blow was
  so great, that it drove our boat round so that her head came to the seas once
  more. I bailed frantically with my cap, for she was half full of water, and I
  knew a little more would sink her, but as fast as I threw the water out, more
  came surging in. It was at this moment, when all seemed lost to us, that I
  heard my sister give a joyful cry, and looking up, saw a large steam launch
  ploughing its way towards us through the storm. Then the tears which I had
  restrained so long came to my relief, and I broke down completely in the
  reaction which came upon us, when we knew that we were saved.


  It was no easy matter for our preservers to rescue us, for close contact
  between the two little craft was dangerous to both. A rope was thrown to us,
  however, and willing hands at the other end drew us one after the other to a
  place of safety. Maudie had fainted, and my sister and I were so weakened by
  cold and fatigue, that we were carried helpless to the cabin of the launch,
  where we were given some hot soup, after which we fell asleep, in spite of
  the rolling and tossing of the little vessel.


  How long we slept I have no idea, but when we woke it appeared to be
  considerably past mid-day. My sister and Maudie were in the bunk opposite,
  and I could see that they were still sleeping. A tall, dark-bearded man was
  stooping over a chart which was pinned down to the table, measuring out
  distances with a pair of compasses. When I moved he glanced up and saw that I
  was awake.


  “Well, mate,” he said cheerily, “how are you now?”


  “All right,” I said; “thanks to you.”


  “It was touch and go,” he remarked. “She foundered within five minutes of
  your coming aboard. Have you any idea where you are now?”


  “No,” I said.


  “You’re just off the Isle of Man. We’re going to land you there on the
  west coast, where no one is likely to see us. We’ve had to go out of our
  course to do it, and I should have preferred to have taken you on to France,
  but the master thinks you should be sent home as soon as possible.”


  “Why don’t you want to be seen?” I asked, leaning on my elbow.


  “Never mind,” he said; “we don’t—and that’s enough. Besides, you and
  these girls must keep quiet about us when you land. You must say that a
  fishing-boat saved you.’


  “All right,” I said. I was much surprised at the earnestness with which
  the man made the request. What sort of vessel was this that we had got aboard
  of? A smuggler, perhaps, certainly something illegal, or else why this
  anxiety not to be seen? Yet they had been kind and good to us, so whatever
  they might be, it was not for us to expose them. As I lay speculating upon
  the point I heard a sudden bustle upon deck, and a head looked down the
  hatchway.


  “There’s a vessel ahead of us that looks like a gun-boat,” it said.


  The captain—for such I presumed the dark-haired man to
  be—dropped his compasses, and rushed upon deck. A moment later he came
  down, evidently much excited.


  “Come on,” he said; “we must get rid of you at once.” He woke the girls
  up, and the three of us were hurried to the side and into a boat, which was
  manned by a couple of sailors. The hilly coast of the island was not more
  than a hundred or two yards away. As I passed into the boat, a middle-aged
  man, in dark clothes and a grey overcoat, laid his hand upon my shoulder.


  “Remember,” he said—“silence! You might do much harm!”


  “Not a word,” I answered.


  He waved an adieu to us as our oarsmen bent to their oars, and in a few
  minutes we found our feet once more upon dry land. The boat pulled rapidly
  back, and then we saw the launch shoot away southward, evidently to avoid a
  large ship which was steaming down in the distance. When we looked again she
  was a mere dot on the waters, and from that day to this we have never seen or
  heard anything of our deliverers.


  I fortunately had money enough in my pocket to send a telegram to my
  father, and then we put up at a hotel at Douglas, until he came himself to
  fetch us away. Fear and suspense had whitened his hair; but he was repaid for
  all when he saw us once more, and clasped us in his arms. He even forgot, in
  his delight, to scold us for the piece of treachery which had originated our
  misfortunes; and not the least hearty greeting which we received upon our
  return to the banks of the Clyde was from old Jock himself, who had quite
  forgiven us our desertion.


  And who were our deliverers? That is a somewhat difficult question to
  answer, and yet I have an idea of their identity. Within a few days of our
  return, all England was ringing with the fact that Stephens, the famous
  Fenian head-centre, had made good his escape to the Continent. It may be that
  I am weaving a romance out of very commonplace material; but it has often
  seemed to me that if that gun-boat had overtaken that launch, it is quite
  possible that the said Mr. Stephens might never have put in an appearance
  upon the friendly shores of France. Be his politics what they may, if our
  deliverer really was Mr. Stephens, he was a good friend to us in our need,
  and we often look back with gratitude to our short acquaintance with the
  passenger in the grey coat.
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  From my boyhood I have had an intense and overwhelming conviction that my
  real vocation lay in the direction of literature. I have, however, had a most
  unaccountable difficulty in getting any responsible person to share my views.
  It is true that private friends have sometimes, after listening to my
  effusions, gone the length of remarking, “Really, Smith, that’s not half
  bad!” or, “You take my advice, old boy, and send that to some magazine!” but
  I have never on these occasions had the moral courage to inform my adviser
  that the article in question had been sent to well-nigh every publisher in
  London, and had come back again with a rapidity and precision which spoke
  well for the efficiency of our postal arrangements.


  Had my manuscripts been paper boomerangs they could not have returned with
  greater accuracy to their unhappy dispatcher. Oh, the vileness and utter
  degradation of the moment when the stale little cylinder of closely written
  pages, which seemed so fresh and full of promise a few days ago, is handed in
  by a remorseless postman!And what moral depravity shines through the editor’s
  ridiculous plea of “want of space!“But the subject is a painful one, and a
  digression from the plain statement of facts which I originally
  contemplated.


  From the age of seventeen to that of three-and-twenty I was a literary
  volcano in a constant state of eruption. Poems and tales, articles and
  reviews, nothing came amiss to my pen. From the great sea-serpent to the
  nebular hypothesis, I was ready to write on anything or everything, and I can
  safely say that I seldom handled a subject without throwing new lights upon
  it. Poetry and romance, however, had always the greatest attractions for me.
  How I have wept over the pathos of my heroines, and laughed at the
  comicalities of my buffoons!Alas!I could find no one to join me in my
  appreciation, and solitary admiration for one’s self, however genuine,
  becomes satiating after a time. My father remonstrated with me too on the
  score of expense and loss of time, so that I was finally compelled to
  relinquish my dreams of literary independence and to become a clerk in a
  wholesale mercantile firm connected with the West African trade.


  Even when condemned to the prosaic duties which fell to my lot in the
  office, I continued faithful to my first love. I have introduced pieces of
  word-painting into the most commonplace business letters which have, I am
  told, considerably astonished the recipients. My refined sarcasm has made
  defaulting creditors writhe and wince. Occasionally, like the great Silas
  Wegg, I would drop into poetry, and so raise the whole tone of the
  correspondence. Thus what could be more elegant than my rendering of the
  firm’s instructions to the captain of one of their vessels. It ran in this
  way :—


  “From England, Captain, you must steer a Course directly to Madeira, Land
  the casks of salted beef, Then away to Teneriffe. Pray be careful, cool, and
  wary With the merchants of Canary. When you leave them make the most Of the
  trade winds to the coast. Down it you shall sail as far As the land of
  Calabar, And from there you’ll onward go To Bonny and Fernando Po—”


  and so on for four pages. The captain, instead of treasuring up this
  little gem, called at the office next day, and demanded with quite
  unnecessary warmth what the thing meant, and I was compelled to translate it
  all back into prose. On this, as on other similar occasions, my employer took
  me severely to task—for he was, you see, a man entirely devoid of all
  pretensions to literary taste!


  All this, however, is a mere preamble, and leads up to the fact that after
  ten years or so of drudgery I inherited a legacy which, though small, was
  sufficient to satisfy my simple wants. Finding myself independent, I rented a
  quiet house removed from the uproar and bustle of London, and there I settled
  down with the intention of producing some great work which should single me
  out from the family of the Smiths, and render my name immortal. To this end I
  laid in several quires of foolscap, a box of quill pens, and a sixpenny
  bottle of ink, and having given my housekeeper injunctions to deny me to all
  visitors, I proceeded to look round for a suitable subject.


  I was looking round for some weeks. At the end of that time I found that I
  had by constant nibbling devoured a large number of the quills, and had
  spread the ink out to such advantage, what with blots, spills, and abortive
  commencements, that there appeared to be some everywhere except in the
  bottle. As to the story itself, however, the facility of my youth had
  deserted me completely, and my mind remained a complete blank; nor could I,
  do what I would, excite my sterile imagination to conjure up a single
  incident or character.


  In this strait I determined to devote my leisure to running rapidly
  through the works of the leading English novelists, from Daniel Defoe to the
  present day, in the hope of stimulating my latent ideas and of getting a good
  grasp of the general tendency of literature. For some time past I had avoided
  opening any work of fiction because one of the greatest faults of my youth
  had been that I invariably and unconsciously mimicked the style of the last
  author whom I had happened to read. Now, however, I made up my mind to seek
  safety in a multitude, and by consulting ALL the English classics to avoid? ?
  the danger of imitating any one too closely. I had just accomplished the task
  of reading through the majority of the standard novels at the time when my
  narrative commences.


  It was, then, about twenty minutes to ten on the night of the fourth of
  June, eighteen hundred and eighty-six, that, after disposing of a pint of
  beer and a Welsh rarebit for my supper, I seated myself in my arm-chair,
  cocked my feet upon a stool, and lit my pipe, as was my custom. Both my pulse
  and my temperature were, as far as I know, normal at the time. I would give
  the state of the barometer, but that unlucky instrument had experienced an
  unprecedented fall of forty-two inches—from a nail to the ground
  —and was not in a reliable condition. We live in a scientific age, and
  I flatter myself that I move with the times.


  Whilst in that comfortable lethargic condition which accompanies both
  digestion and poisoning by nicotine, I suddenly became aware of the
  extraordinary fact that my little drawing-room had elongated into a great
  salon, and that my humble table had increased in proportion. Round this
  colossal mahogany were seated a great number of people who were talking
  earnestly together, and the surface in front of them was strewn with books
  and pamphlets. I could not help observing that these persons were dressed in
  a most extraordinary mixture of costumes, for those at the end nearest to me
  wore peruke wigs, swords, and all the fashions of two centuries back; those
  about the centre had tight knee-breeches, high cravats, and heavy bunches of
  seals; while among those at the far side the majority were dressed in the
  most modern style, and among them I saw, to my surprise, several eminent men
  of letters whom I had the honour of knowing. There were two or three women in
  the company. I should have risen to my feet to greet these unexpected guests,
  but all power of motion appeared to have deserted me, and I could only lie
  still and listen to their conversation, which I soon perceived to be all
  about myself.


  “Egad!” exclaimed a rough, weather-beaten man, who was smoking a long
  churchwarden pipe at my end of the table, “my heart softens for him. Why,
  gossips, we’ve been in the same straits ourselves. Gadzooks, never did mother
  feel more concern for her eldest born than I when Rory Random went out to
  make his own way in the world. ”


  “Right, Tobias, right!” cried another man, seated at my very elbow.


  “By my troth, I lost more flesh over poor Robin on his island, than had I
  the sweating sickness twice told. The tale was well-nigh done when in
  swaggers my Lord of Rochester—a merry gallant, and one whose word in
  matters literary might make or mar. ‘How now, Defoe,’ quoth he, ‘hast a tale
  on hand? ”Even so, your lordship,’ I returned. ‘A right merry one, I trust,’
  quoth he. ‘Discourse unto me concerning thy heroine, a comely lass, Dan, or I
  mistake. ‘ ‘Nay,’ I replied, ‘there is no heroine in the matter. ”Split not
  your phrases,’ quoth he; ‘thou weighest every word like a scald attorney.
  Speak to me of thy principal female character, be she heroine or no. ”My
  lord,’ I answered, ‘there is no female character. ”Then out upon thyself and
  thy book too!’ he cried. ‘Thou hadst best burn it!’—and so out in great
  dudgeon, whilst I fell to mourning over my poor romance, which was thus, as
  it were, sentenced to death before its birth. Yet there are a thousand now
  who have read of Robin and his man Friday, to one who has heard of my Lord of
  Rochester. ”


  “Very true, Defoe,” said a genial-looking man in a red waistcoat, who was
  sitting at the modern end of the table. “But all this won’t help our good
  friend Smith in making a start at his story, which, I believe, was the reason
  why we assembled. ”


  “The Dickens it is!” stammered a little man beside him, and everybody
  laughed, especially the genial man, who cried out, “Charley Lamb, Charley
  Lamb, you’ll never alter. You would make a pun if you were hanged for it.
  ”


  “That would be a case of haltering,” returned the other, on which
  everybody laughed again.


  By this time I had begun to dimly realise in my confused brain the
  enormous honour which had been done me. The greatest masters of fiction in
  every age of English letters had apparently made a rendezvous beneath my
  roof, in order to assist me in my difficulties. There were many faces at the
  table whom I was unable to identify; but when I looked hard at others I often
  found them to be very familiar to me, whether from paintings or from mere
  description. Thus between the first two speakers, who had betrayed themselves
  as Defoe and Smollett, there sat a dark, saturnine corpulent old man, with
  harsh prominent features, who I was sure could be none other than the famous
  author of Gulliver. There were several others of whom I was not so sure,
  sitting at the other side of the table, but I conjecture that both Fielding
  and Richardson were among them, and I could swear to the lantern-jaws and
  cadaverous visage of Lawrence Sterne. Higher up I could see among the crowd
  the high forehead of Sir Walter Scott, the masculine features of George
  Eliott, and the flattened nose of Thackeray; while amongst the living I
  recognised James Payn, Walter Besant, the lady known as “Ouida,” Robert Louis
  Stevenson, and several of lesser note. Never before, probably, had such an
  assemblage of choice spirits gathered under one roof.


  “Well,” said Sir Walter Scott, speaking with a pronounced accent, “ye ken
  the auld proverb, sirs, ‘Ower mony cooks,’ or as the Border minstrel
  sang—


  ‘Black Johnstone wi’ his troopers ten Might mak’ the heart turn cauld, But
  Johnstone when he’s a’ alane Is waur ten thoosand fauld. ’


  The Johnstones were one of the Redesdale families, second cousins of the
  Armstrongs, and connected by marriage to—”


  “Perhaps, Sir Walter,” interrupted Thackeray, “you would take the
  responsibility off our hands by yourself dictating the commencement of a
  story to this young literary aspirant. ”


  “Na, na!” cried Sir Walter; “I’ll do my share, but there’s Chairlie over
  there as full o’ wut as a Radical’s full o’ treason. He’s the laddie to give
  a cheery opening to it. ”


  Dickens was shaking his head, and apparently about to refuse the honour,
  when a voice from among the moderns—I could not see who it was for the
  crowd—said:


  “Suppose we begin at the end of the table and work round, any one
  contributing a little as the fancy seizes him?”


  “Agreed! agreed!” cried the whole company; and every eye was turned on
  Defoe, who seemed very uneasy, and filled his pipe from a great tobacco-box
  in front of him.


  “Nay, gossips,” he said, “there are others more worthy—“But he was
  interrupted by loud cries of “No! no!” from the whole table; and Smollett
  shouted out, “Stand to it, Dan—stand to it!You and I and the Dean here
  will make three short tacks just to fetch her out of harbour, and then she
  may drift where she pleases. “Thus encouraged, Defoe cleared his throat, and
  began in this way, talking between the puffs of his pipe:—


  “My father was a well-to-do yeoman of Cheshire, named Cyprian Overbeck,
  but, marrying about the year 1617, he assumed the name of his wife’s family,
  which was Wells; and thus I, their eldest son, was named Cyprian Overbeck
  Wells. The farm was a very fertile one, and contained some of the best
  grazing land in those parts, so that my father was enabled to lay by money to
  the extent of a thousand crowns, which he laid out in an adventure to the
  Indies with such surprising success that in less than three years it had
  increased fourfold. Thus encouraged, he bought a part share of the trader,
  and, fitting her out once more with such commodities as were most in demand
  (viz. , old muskets, hangers and axes, besides glasses, needles, and the
  like), he placed me on board as supercargo to look after his interests, and
  despatched us upon our voyage.


  “We had a fair wind as far as Cape de Verde, and there, getting into the
  north-west trade-winds, made good progress down the African coast. Beyond
  sighting a Barbary rover once, whereat our mariners were in sad distress,
  counting themselves already as little better than slaves, we had good luck
  until we had come within a hundred leagues of the Cape of Good Hope, when the
  wind veered round to the southward and blew exceeding hard, while the sea
  rose to such a height that the end of the mainyard dipped into the water, and
  I heard the master say that though he had been at sea for five-and-thirty
  years he had never seen the like of it, and that he had little expectation of
  riding through it. On this I fell to wringing my hands and bewailing myself,
  until the mast going by the board with a crash, I thought that the ship had
  struck, and swooned with terror, falling into the scuppers and lying like one
  dead, which was the saving of me, as will appear in the sequel. For the
  mariners, giving up all hope of saving the ship, and being in momentary
  expectation that she would founder, pushed off in the long-boat, whereby I
  fear that they met the fate which they hoped to avoid, since I have never
  from that day heard anything of them. For my own part, on recovering from the
  swoon into which I had fallen, I found that, by the mercy of Providence, the
  sea had gone down, and that I was alone in the vessel. At which last
  discovery I was so terror-struck that I could but stand wringing my hands and
  bewailing my sad fate, until at last taking heart, I fell to comparing my lot
  with that of my unhappy camerados, on which I became more cheerful, and
  descending to the cabin, made a meal off such dainties as were in the
  captain’s locker. ”


  Having got so far, Defoe remarked that he thought he had given them a fair
  start, and handed over the story to Dean Swift, who, after premising that he
  feared he would find himself as much at sea as Master Cyprian Overbeck Wells,
  continued in this way:—


  “For two days I drifted about in great distress, fearing that there should
  be a return of the gale, and keeping an eager look-out for my late
  companions. Upon the third day, towards evening, I observed to my extreme
  surprise that the ship was under the influence of a very powerful current,
  which ran to the north-east with such violence that she was carried, now bows
  on, now stern on, and occasionally drifting sideways like a crab, at a rate
  which I cannot compute at less than twelve or fifteen knots an hour. For
  several weeks I was borne away in this manner, until one morning, to my
  inexpressible joy, I sighted an island upon the starboard quarter. The
  current would, however, have carried me past it had I not made shift, though
  single-handed, to set the flying-jib so as to turn her bows, and then
  clapping on the sprit-sail, studding-sail, and fore-sail, I clewed up the
  halliards upon the port side, and put the wheel down hard a-starboard, the
  wind being at the time north-east-half-east. ”


  At the description of this nautical manoeuvre I observed that Smollett
  grinned, and a gentleman who was sitting higher up the table in the uniform
  of the Royal Navy, and who I guessed to be Captain Marryat, became very
  uneasy and fidgeted in his seat.


  “By this means I got clear of the current and was able to steer within a
  quarter of a mile of the beach, which indeed I might have approached still
  nearer by making another tack, but being an excellent swimmer, I deemed it
  best to leave the vessel, which was almost waterlogged, and to make the best
  of my way to the shore.


  “I had had my doubts hitherto as to whether this new-found country was
  inhabited or no, but as I approached nearer to it, being on the summit of a
  great wave, I perceived a number of figures on the beach, engaged apparently
  in watching me and my vessel. My joy, however, was considerably lessened when
  on reaching the land I found that the figures consisted of a vast concourse
  of animals of various sorts who were standing about in groups, and who
  hurried down to the water’s edge to meet me. I had scarce put my foot upon
  the sand before I was surrounded by an eager crowd of deer, dogs, wild boars,
  buffaloes, and other creatures, none of whom showed the least fear either of
  me or of each other, but, on the contrary, were animated by a common feeling
  of curiosity, as well as, it would appear, by some degree of disgust. ”


  “A second edition,” whispered Lawrence Sterne to his neighbour; “Gulliver
  served up cold. ”


  “Did you speak, sir?“asked the Dean very sternly, having evidently
  overheard the remark.


  “My words were not addressed to you, sir,” answered Sterne, looking rather
  frightened.


  “They were none the less insolent,” roared the Dean. “Your reverence would
  fain make a Sentimental Journey of the narrative, I doubt not, and find
  pathos in a dead donkey—though faith, no man can blame thee for
  mourning over thy own kith and kin. ”


  “Better that than to wallow in all the filth of Yahoo-land,” returned
  Sterne warmly, and a quarrel would certainly have ensued but for the
  interposition of the remainder of the company. As it was, the Dean refused
  indignantly to have any further hand in the story, and Sterne also stood out
  of it, remarking with a sneer that he was loth to fit a good blade on to a
  poor handle. Under these circumstances some further unpleasantness might have
  occurred had not Smollett rapidly taken up the narrative, continuing it in
  the third person instead of the first:—


  “Our hero, being considerably alarmed at this strange reception, lost
  little time in plunging into the sea again and regaining his vessel, being
  convinced that the worst which might befall him from the elements would be as
  nothing compared to the dangers of this mysterious island. It was as well
  that he took this course, for before nightfall his ship was overhauled and he
  himself picked up by a British man-of-war, the Lightning, then returning from
  the West Indies, where it had formed part of the fleet under the command of
  Admiral Benbow. Young Wells, being a likely lad enough, well-spoken and high-
  spirited, was at once entered on the books as officer’s servant, in which
  capacity he both gained great popularity on account of the freedom of his
  manners, and found an opportunity for indulging in those practical
  pleasantries for which he had all his life been famous.


  “Among the quartermasters of the Lightning there was one named Jedediah
  Anchorstock, whose appearance was so remarkable that it quickly attracted the
  attention of our hero. He was a man of about fifty, dark with exposure to the
  weather, and so tall that as he came along the ‘tween decks he had to bend
  himself nearly double. The most striking peculiarity of this individual was,
  however, that in his boyhood some evil-minded person had tattooed eyes all
  over his countenance with such marvellous skill that it was difficult at a
  short distance to pick out his real ones among so many counterfeits. On this
  strange personage Master Cyprian determined to exercise his talents for
  mischief, the more so as he learned that he was extremely superstitious, and
  also that he had left behind him in Portsmouth a strong-minded spouse of whom
  he stood in mortal terror. With this object he secured one of the sheep which
  were kept on board for the officers’ table, and pouring a can of rumbo down
  its throat, reduced it to a state of utter intoxication. He then conveyed it
  to Anchorstock’s berth, and with the assistance of some other imps, as
  mischievous as himself, dressed it up in a high nightcap and gown, and
  covered it over with the bedclothes.


  “When the quartermaster came down from his watch our hero met him at the
  door of his berth with an agitated face. ‘Mr. Anchorstock,’ said he, ‘can it
  be that your wife is on board? ”Wife!’ roared the astonished sailor. ‘Ye
  white-faced swab, what d’ye mean? ”If she’s not here in the ship it must be
  her ghost,’ said Cyprian, shaking his head gloomily. ‘In the ship!How in
  thunder could she get into the ship? Why, master, I believe as how you’re
  weak in the upper works, d’ye see? to as much as think o’ such a thing. My
  Poll is moored head and starn, behind the point at Portsmouth, more’n two
  thousand mile away. ”Upon my word,’ said our hero, very earnestly, ‘I saw a
  female look out of your cabin not five minutes ago. ”Ay, ay, Mr.
  Anchorstock,’ joined in several of the conspirators. ‘We all saw her— a
  spanking-looking craft with a dead-light mounted on one side. ”Sure enough,’
  said Anchorstock, staggered by this accumulation of evidence, ‘my Polly’s
  starboard eye was doused for ever by long Sue Williams of the Hard. But if so
  be as she be there I must see her, be she ghost or quick;’ with which the
  honest sailor, in much perturbation and trembling in every limb, began to
  shuffle forward into the cabin, holding the light well in front of him. It
  chanced, however, that the unhappy sheep, which was quietly engaged in
  sleeping off the effects of its unusual potations, was awakened by the noise
  of this approach, and finding herself in such an unusual position, sprang out
  of the bed and rushed furiously for the door, bleating wildly, and rolling
  about like a brig in a tornado, partly from intoxication and partly from the
  night-dress which impeded her movements. As Anchorstock saw this
  extraordinary apparition bearing down upon him, he uttered a yell and fell
  flat upon his face, convinced that he had to do with a supernatural visitor,
  the more so as the confederates heightened the effect by a chorus of most
  ghastly groans and cries.


  The joke had nearly gone beyond what was originally intended, for the
  quartermaster lay as one dead, and it was only with the greatest difficulty
  that he could be brought to his senses. To the end of the voyage he stoutly
  asserted that he had seen the distant Mrs. Anchorstock, remarking with many
  oaths that though he was too woundily scared to take much note of the
  features, there was no mistaking the strong smell of rum which was
  characteristic of his better half.


  “It chanced shortly after this to be the king’s birthday, an event which
  was signalised aboard the Lightening by the death of the commander under
  singular circumstances. This officer, who was a real fair-weather Jack,
  hardly knowing the ship’s keel from her ensign, had obtained his position
  through parliamentary interest, and used it with such tyranny and cruelty
  that he was universally execrated. So unpopular was he that when a plot was
  entered into by the whole crew to punish his misdeeds with death, he had not
  a single friend among six hundred souls to warn him of his danger. It was the
  custom on board the king’s ships that upon his birthday the entire ship’s
  company should be drawn up upon deck, and that at a signal they should
  discharge their muskets into the air in honour of his Majesty. On this
  occasion word had been secretly passed round for every man to slip a slug
  into his firelock, instead of the blank cartridge provided. On the boatswain
  blowing his whistle the men mustered upon deck and formed line, whilst the
  captain, standing well in front of them, delivered a few words to them. ‘When
  I give the word,’ he concluded, ‘you shall discharge your pieces, and by
  thunder, if any man is a second before or a second after his fellows I shall
  trice him up to the weather rigging!‘With these words he roared ‘Fire!’ on
  which every man levelled his musket straight at his head and pulled the
  trigger. So accurate was the aim and so short the distance, that more than
  five hundred bullets struck him simultaneously, blowing away his head and a
  large portion of his body. There were so many concerned in this matter, and
  it was so hopeless to trace it to any individual, that the officers were
  unable to punish any one for the affair—the more readily as the
  captain’s haughty ways and heartless conduct had made him quite as hateful to
  them as to the men whom they commanded.


  “By his pleasantries and the natural charm of his manners our hero so far
  won the good wishes of the ship’s company that they parted with infinite
  regret upon their arrival in England. Filial duty, however, urged him to
  return home and report himself to his father, with which object he posted
  from Portsmouth to London, intending to proceed thence to Shropshire. As it
  chanced, however, one of the horses sprained his off foreleg while passing
  through Chichester, and as no change could be obtained, Cyprian found himself
  compelled to put up at the Crown and Bull for the night.


  “Ods bodikins!” continued Smollett, laughing, “I never could pass a
  comfortable hostel without stopping, and so, with your permission, I’ll e’en
  stop here, and whoever wills may lead friend Cyprian to his further
  adventures. Do you, Sir Walter, give us a touch of the Wizard of the North.
  ”


  With these words Smollett produced a pipe, and filling it at Defoe’s
  tobacco-pot, waited patiently for the continuation of the story.


  “If I must, I must,” remarked the illustrious Scotchman, taking a pinch of
  snuff; “but I must beg leave to put Mr. Wells back a few hundred years, for
  of all things I love the true mediaeval smack. To proceed then:—


  “Our hero, being anxious to continue his journey, and learning that it
  would be some time before any conveyance would be ready, determined to push
  on alone mounted on his gallant grey steed. Travelling was particularly
  dangerous at that time, for besides the usual perils which beset wayfarers,
  the southern parts of England were in a lawless and disturbed state which
  bordered on insurrection. The young man, however, having loosened his sword
  in his sheath, so as to be ready for every eventuality, galloped cheerily
  upon his way, guiding himself to the best of his ability by the light of the
  rising moon.


  “He had not gone far before he realised that the cautions which had been
  impressed upon him by the landlord, and which he had been inclined to look
  upon as self-interested advice, were only too well justified. At a spot where
  the road was particularly rough, and ran across some marsh land, he perceived
  a short distance from him a dark shadow, which his practised eye detected at
  once as a body of crouching men. Reining up his horse within a few yards of
  the ambuscade, he wrapped his cloak round his bridle-arm and summoned the
  party to stand forth.


  “‘What ho, my masters!’ he cried. ‘Are beds so scarce, then, that ye must
  hamper the high road of the king with your bodies? Now, by St. Ursula of
  Alpuxerra, there be those who might think that birds who fly o’ nights were
  after higher game than the moorhen or the woodcock!’


  “‘Blades and targets, comrades!’ exclaimed a tall powerful man, springing
  into the centre of the road with several companions, and standing in front of
  the frightened horse. ‘Who is this swashbuckler who summons his Majesty’s
  lieges from their repose? A very soldado, o’ truth. Hark ye, sir, or my lord,
  or thy grace, or whatsoever title your honour’s honour may be pleased to
  approve, thou must curb thy tongue play, or by the seven witches of
  Gambleside thou may find thyself in but a sorry plight. ’


  “‘I prythee, then, that thou wilt expound to me who and what ye are,’
  quoth our hero, ‘and whether your purpose be such as an honest man may
  approve of. As to your threats, they turn from my mind as your caitiffly
  weapons would shiver upon my hauberk from Milan. ’


  “‘Nay, Allen,’ interrupted one of the party, addressing him who seemed to
  be their leader; ‘this is a lad of mettle, and such a one as our honest Jack
  longs for. But we lure not hawks with empty hands. Look ye, sir, there is
  game afoot which it may need such bold hunters as thyself to follow. Come
  with us and take a firkin of canary, and we will find better work for that
  glaive of thine than getting its owner into broil and bloodshed; for, by my
  troth! Milan or no Milan, if my curtel axe do but ring against that morion of
  thine it will be an ill day for thy father’s son. ’


  “For a moment our hero hesitated as to whether it would best become his
  knightly traditions to hurl himself against his enemies, or whether it might
  not be better to obey their requests. Prudence, mingled with a large share of
  curiosity, eventually carried the day, and dismounting from his horse, he
  intimated that he was ready to follow his captors.


  “‘Spoken like a man!’ cried he whom they addressed as Allen. ‘Jack Cade
  will be right glad of such a recruit. Blood and carrion! but thou hast the
  thews of a young ox; and I swear, by the haft of my sword, that it might have
  gone ill with some of us hadst thou not listened to reason!’


  “‘Nay, not so, good Allen—not so,’ squeaked a very small man, who
  had remained in the background while there was any prospect of a fray, but
  who now came pushing to the front. ‘Hadst thou been alone it might indeed
  have been so, perchance, but an expert swordsman can disarm at pleasure such
  a one as this young knight. Well I remember in the Palatinate how I clove to
  the chine even such another—the Baron von Slogstaff. He struck at me,
  look ye, so; but I, with buckler and blade, did, as one might say, deflect
  it; and then, countering in carte, I returned in tierce, and so—St.
  Agnes save us! who comes here? ’


  “The apparition which frightened the loquacious little man was
  sufficiently strange to cause a qualm even in the bosom of the knight.
  Through the darkness there loomed a figure which appeared to be of gigantic
  size, and a hoarse voice, issuing apparently some distance above the heads of
  the party, broke roughly on the silence of the night.


  “‘Now out upon thee, Thomas Allen, and foul be thy fate if thou hast
  abandoned thy post without good and sufficient cause. By St. Anselm of the
  Holy Grove, thou hadst best have never been born than rouse my spleen this
  night. Wherefore is it that you <224>and your men are trailing over the
  moor like a flock of geese when Michaelmas is near? ’


  “‘Good captain,’ said Allen, doffing his bonnet, an example followed by
  others of the band, ‘we have captured a goodly youth who was pricking it
  along the London road. Methought that some word of thanks were meet reward
  for such service, rather than taunt or threat. ’


  “‘Nay, take it not to heart, bold Allen,’ exclaimed their leader, who was
  none other than the great Jack Cade himself. ‘Thou knowest of old that my
  temper is somewhat choleric, and my tongue not greased with that unguent
  which oils the mouths of the lip-serving lords of the land. And you,’ he
  continued, turning suddenly upon our hero, ‘are you ready to join the great
  cause which will make England what it was when the learned Alfred reigned in
  the land? Zounds, man, speak out, and pick not your phrases. ’


  “‘I am ready to do aught which may become a knight and a gentleman,’ said
  the soldier stoutly.


  “‘Taxes shall be swept away!’ cried Cade excitedly—‘the impost and
  the anpost—the tithe and the hundred-tax. The poor man’s salt-box and
  flour-bin shall be as free as the nobleman’s cellar. Ha! what sayest thou?
  ’


  “‘It is but just,’ said our hero.


  “‘Ay, but they give us such justice as the falcon gives the leveret!’
  roared the orator. ‘Down with them, I say—down with every man of
  them!Noble and judge, priest and king, down with them all!’


  “‘Nay,’ said Sir Overbeck Wells, drawing himself up to his full height,
  and laying his hand upon the hilt of his sword, ‘there I cannot follow thee,
  but must rather defy thee as traitor and faineant, seeing that thou art no
  true man, but one who would usurp the rights of our master the king, whom may
  the Virgin protect!’


  “At these bold words, and the defiance which they conveyed, the rebels
  seemed for a moment utterly bewildered; but, encouraged by the hoarse shout
  of their leader, they brandished their weapons and prepared to fall upon the
  knight, who placed himself in a posture for defence and awaited their
  attack.


  “There now!” cried Sir Walter, rubbing his hands and chuckling, “I’ve put
  the chiel in a pretty warm corner, and we’ll see which of you moderns can
  take him oot o’t. Ne’er a word more will ye get frae me to help him one way
  or the other. ”


  “You try your hand, James,” cried several voices, and the author in
  question had got so far as to make an allusion to a solitary horseman who was
  approaching, when he was interrupted by a tall gentleman a little farther
  down with a slight stutter and a very nervous manner.


  “Excuse me,” he said, “but I fancy that I may be able to do something
  here. Some of my humble productions have been said to excel Sir Walter at his
  best, and I was undoubtedly stronger all round. I could picture modern
  society as well as ancient; and as to my plays, why Shakespeare never came
  near ‘The <226>Lady of Lyons’ for popularity. There is this little
  thing—” (Here he rummaged among a great pile of papers in front of
  him). “Ah! that’s a report of mine, when I was in India!Here it is. No, this
  is one of my speeches in the House, and this is my criticism on Tennyson.
  Didn’t I warm him up? I can’t find what I wanted, but of course you have read
  them all—‘Rienzi,’ and ‘Harold,’ and ‘The Last of the Barons. ‘Every
  schoolboy knows them by heart, as poor Macaulay would have said. Allow me to
  give you a sample:—


  “In spite of the gallant knight’s valiant resistance the combat was too
  unequal to be sustained. His sword was broken by a slash from a brown bill,
  and he was borne to the ground. He expected immediate death, but such did not
  seem to be the intention of the ruffians who had captured him. He was placed
  upon the back of his own charger and borne, bound hand and foot, over the
  trackless moor, in the fastnesses of which the rebels secreted
  themselves.


  “In the depths of these wilds there stood a stone building which had once
  been a farm-house, but having been for some reason abandoned had fallen into
  ruin, and had now become the headquarters of Cade and his men. A large
  cowhouse near the farm had been utilised as sleeping quarters, and some rough
  attempts had been made to shield the principal room of the main building from
  the weather by stopping up the gaping apertures in the walls. In this
  apartment was spread out a rough meal for the returning rebels, and our hero
  was thrown, still bound, into an empty outhouse, there to await his fate.
  ”


  Sir Walter had been listening with the greatest impatience to Bulwer
  Lytton’s narrative, but when it had reached this point he broke in
  impatiently.


  “We want a touch of your own style, man,” he said. “The animal-magnetico-
  electro-hysterical-biological-mysterious sort of story is all your own, but
  at present you are just a poor copy of myself, and nothing more. ”


  There was a murmur of assent from the company, and Defoe remarked, “Truly,
  Master Lytton, there is a plaguey resemblance in the style, which may indeed
  be but a chance, and yet methinks it is sufficiently marked to warrant such
  words as our friend hath used. ”


  “Perhaps you will think that this is an imitation also,” said Lytton
  bitterly, and leaning back in his chair with a morose countenance, he
  continued the narrative in this way:—


  “Our unfortunate hero had hardly stretched himself upon the straw with
  which his dungeon was littered, when a secret door opened in the wall and a
  venerable old man swept majestically into the apartment. The prisoner gazed
  upon him with astonishment not unmixed with awe, for on his broad brow was
  printed the seal of much knowledge—such knowledge as it is not granted
  to the son of man to know. He was clad in a long white robe, crossed and
  chequered with mystic devices in the Arabic character, while a high scarlet
  tiara marked with the square and circle enhanced his venerable appearance.
  ‘My son,’ he said, turning his piercing and yet dreamy gaze upon Sir
  Overbeck, ‘all things lead to nothing, and nothing is the foundation of all
  things. Cosmos is impenetrable. Why then should we exist? ’


  “Astounded at this weighty query, and at the philosophic demeanour of his
  visitor, our hero made shift to bid him welcome and to demand his name and
  quality. As the old man answered him his voice rose and fell in musical
  cadences, like the sighing of the east wind, while an ethereal and aromatic
  vapour pervaded the apartment.


  “‘I am the eternal non-ego,’ he answered. “I am the concentrated negative
  —the everlasting essence of nothing. You see in me that which existed
  before the beginning of matter many years before the commencement of time. I
  am the algebraic x which represents the infinite divisibility of a
  finite particle. ’


  “Sir Overbeck felt a shudder as though an ice-cold hand had been placed
  upon his brow. ‘What is your message? ‘ he whispered, falling prostrate
  before his mysterious visitor.


  “‘To tell you that the eternities beget chaos, and that the immensities
  are at the mercy of the divine ananke. Infinitude crouches before a
  personality. The mercurial essence is the prime mover in spirituality, and
  the thinker is powerless before the pulsating inanity. The cosmical
  procession is terminated only by the unknowable and
  unpronounceable’—


  “May I ask, Mr. Smollett, what you find to laugh at?”


  “Gad zooks, master,” cried Smollett, who had been sniggering for some time
  back. “It seems to me that there is little danger of any one venturing to
  dispute that style with you. ”


  “It’s all your own,” murmured Sir Walter.


  “And very pretty, too,” quoth Lawrence Sterne, with a malignant grin.
  “Pray sir, what language do you call it?”


  Lytton was so enraged at these remarks, and at the favour with which they
  appeared to be received, that he endeavoured to stutter out some reply, and
  then, losing control of himself completely, picked up all his loose papers
  and strode out of the room, dropping pamphlets and speeches at every step.
  This incident amused the company so much that they laughed for several
  minutes without cessation. Gradually the sound of their laughter sounded more
  and more harshly in my ears, the lights on the table grew dim and the company
  more misty, until they and their symposium vanished away altogether. I was
  sitting before the embers of what had been a roaring fire, but was now little
  more than a heap of grey ashes, and the merry laughter of the august company
  had changed to the recriminations of my wife, who was shaking me violently by
  the shoulder and exhorting me to choose some more seasonable spot for my
  slumbers. So ended the wondrous adventures of Master Cyprian Overbeck Wells,
  but I still live in the hopes that in some future dream the great masters may
  themselves finish that which they have begun.
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  I


  My life has been a somewhat chequered one, and it has fallen to my lot
  during the course of it to have had several unusual experiences. There is one
  episode, however, which is so surpassingly strange that whenever I look back
  to it it reduces the others to insignificance. It looks up out of the mists
  of the past, gloomy and fantastic, overshadowing the eventless years which
  preceded and which followed it.


  It is not a story which I have often told. A few, but only a few, who know
  me well have heard the facts from my lips. I have been asked from time to
  time by these to narrate them to some assemblage of friends, but I have
  invariably refused, for I have no desire to gain a reputation as an amateur
  Munchausen. I have yielded to their wishes, however, so far as to draw up
  this written statement of the facts in connection with my visit to
  Dunkelthwaite.


  Here is John Thurston’s first letter to me. It is dated April 1862. I take
  it from my desk and copy it as it stands:

  



  “My dear Lawrence,—if you knew my utter loneliness
  and complete ennui I am sure you would have pity upon me and come up
  to share my solitude. You have often made vague promises of visiting
  Dunkelthwaite and having a look at the Yorkshire Fells. What time could suit
  you better than the present? Of course I understand that you are hard at
  work, but as you are not actually taking out classes you can read just as
  well here as in Baker Street. Pack up your books, like a good fellow, and
  come along! We have a snug little room, with writing-desk and armchair, which
  will just do for your study. Let me know when we may expect you.


  “When I say that I am lonely I do not mean that there is
  any lack of people in the house. On the contrary, we form rather a large
  household. First and foremost, of course, comes my poor Uncle Jeremy,
  garrulous and imbecile, shuffling about in his list slippers, and composing,
  as is his wont, innumerable bad verses. I think I told you when last we met
  of that trait in his character. It has attained such a pitch that he has an
  amanuensis, whose sole duty it is to copy down and preserve these effusions.
  This fellow, whose name is Copperthorne, has become as necessary to the old
  man as his foolscap or as the ‘Universal Rhyming Dictionary.’ I can’t say I
  care for him myself, but then I have always shared Caesar’s prejudice against
  lean men—though, by the way, little Julius was rather inclined that way
  himself if we may believe the medals. Then we have the two children of my
  Uncle Samuel, who were adopted by Jeremy—there were three of them, but
  one has gone the way of all flesh—and their governess, a
  stylish-looking brunette with Indian blood in her veins. Besides all these,
  there are three maidservants and/the old groom, so you see we have quite a
  little world of our own in this out-of-the- way corner. For all that, my dear
  Hugh, I long for a familiar face and for a congenial companion. I am deep in
  chemistry myself, so I won’t interrupt your studies. Write by return to your
  isolated friend,


  “JOHN H. THURSTON.”

  



  At the time that I received this letter I was in lodgings in London, and
  was working hard for the final examination which should make me a qualified
  medical man. Thurston and I had been close friends at Cambridge before I took
  to the study of medicine, and I had a great desire to see him again. On the
  other hand, I was rather afraid that, in spite of his assurances, my studies
  might suffer by the change. I pictured to myself the childish old man, the
  lean secretary, the stylish governess, the two children, probably spoiled and
  noisy, and I came to the conclusion that when we were all cooped together in
  one country house there would be very little room for quiet reading. At the
  end of two days’ cogitation I had almost made up my mind to refuse the
  invitation, when I received another letter from Yorkshire even more pressing
  than the first.


  “We expect to hear from you by every post,” my friend said, “and there is
  never a knock that I do not think it is a telegram announcing your train.
  Your room is all ready, and I think you will find it comfortable. Uncle
  Jeremy bids me say how very happy he will be to see you. He would have
  written, but he is absorbed in a great epic poem of five thousand lines or
  so, and he spends his day trotting about the rooms, while Copperthorne stalks
  behind him like the monster in Frankenstein, with notebook and pencil,
  jotting down the words of wisdom as they drop from his lips. By the way, I
  think I mentioned the brunettish governess to you. I might throw her out as a
  bait to you if you retain your taste for ethnological studies. She is the
  child of an Indian chieftain, whose wife was an Englishwoman. He was killed
  in the mutiny, fighting against us, and, his estates being seized by
  Government, his daughter, then fifteen, was left almost destitute. Some
  charitable German merchant in Calcutta adopted her, it seems, and brought her
  over to Europe with him together with his own daughter. The latter died, and
  then Miss Warrender—as we call her, after her mother—answered
  uncle’s advertisement; and here she is. Now, my dear boy, stand not upon the
  order of your coming, but come at once.”

  



  There were other things in this second letter which prevent me from
  quoting it in full.


  There was no resisting the importunity of my old friend, so, with many
  inward grumbles, I hastily packed up my books, and, having telegraphed
  overnight, started for Yorkshire the first thing in the morning. I well
  remember that it was a miserable day, and that the journey seemed to be an
  interminable one as I sat huddled up in a corner of the draughty carriage,
  revolving in my mind many problems of surgery and of medicine. I had been
  warned that the little wayside station of Ingleton, some fifteen miles from
  Carnforth, was the nearest to my destination, and there I alighted just as
  John Thurston came dashing down the country road in a high dog-cart. He waved
  his whip enthusiastically at the sight of me, and pulling up his horse with a
  jerk, sprang out and on to the platform.


  “My dear Hugh,” he cried, “I’m so delighted to see you! It’s so kind of
  you to come!” He wrung my hand until my arm ached.


  “I’m afraid you’ll find me very bad company now that I am here,” I
  answered; “I am up to my eyes in work.”


  “Of course, of course,” he said, in his good-humoured way. “I reckoned on
  this. We’ll have time for a crack at the rabbits for all that. It’s a longish
  drive, and you must be bitterly cold, so let’s start for home at once.”


  We rattled off along the dusty road.


  “I think you’ll like your room,” my friend remarked. “You’ll soon find
  yourself at home. You know it is not often that I visit Dunkelthwaite myself,
  and I am only just beginning to settle down and get my laboratory into
  working order. I have been here a fortnight. It’s an open secret that I
  occupy a prominent position in old Uncle Jeremy’s will, so my father thought
  it only right that I should come up and do the polite. Under the
  circumstances I can hardly do less than put myself out a little now and
  again.”


  “Certainly not,” I said.


  “And besides, he’s a very good old fellow. You’ll be amused at our
  ménage. A princess for governess—it sounds well, doesn’t it? I
  think our imperturbable secretary is somewhat gone in that direction. Turn up
  your coat-collar, for the wind is very sharp.”


  The road ran over a succession of low bleak hills, which were devoid of
  all vegetation save a few scattered gorse-bushes and a thin covering of stiff
  wiry grass, which gave nourishment to a scattered flock of lean,
  hungry-looking sheep. Alternately we dipped down into a hollow or rose to the
  summit of an eminence from which we could see the road winding as a thin
  white track over successive hills beyond. Every here and there the monotony
  of the landscape was broken by jagged scarps, where the grey granite peeped
  grimly out, as though nature had been sorely wounded until her gaunt bones
  protruded through their covering. In the distance lay a range of mountains,
  with one great peak shooting up from amongst them coquettishly draped in a
  wreath of clouds which reflected the ruddy light of the setting sun.


  “That’s Ingleborough,” my companion said, indicating the mountain with his
  whip, “and these are the Yorkshire Fells. You won’t find a wilder, bleaker
  place in all England. They breed a good race of men. The raw militia who beat
  the Scotch chivalry at the Battle of the Standard came from this part of the
  country. Just jump down, old fellow and open the gate.”


  We had pulled up at a place where a long moss-grown wall ran parallel to
  the road. It was broken by a dilapidated iron gate, flanked by two pillars,
  on the summit of which were stone devices which appeared to represent some
  heraldic animal, though wind and rain had reduced them to shapeless blocks. A
  ruined cottage, which may have served at some time as a lodge, stood on one
  side. I pushed the gate open and we drove up a long, winding avenue, grass-
  grown and uneven, but lined by magnificent oaks, which shot their branches so
  thickly over us that the evening twilight deepened suddenly into
  darkness.


  “I’m afraid our avenue won’t impress you much,” Thurston said, with a
  laugh. “It’s one of the old man’s whims to let nature have her way in
  everything. Here we are at last at Dunkelthwaite.”


  As he spoke we swung round a curve in the avenue marked by a patriarchal
  oak which towered high above the others, and came upon a great square
  whitewashed house with a lawn in front of it. The lower part of the building
  was all in shadow, but up at the top a row of blood-shot windows glimmered
  out at the setting sun. At the sound of the wheels an old man in livery ran
  out and seized the horse’s head when we pulled up.


  “You can put her up, Elijah,” my friend said, as we jumped down. “Hugh,
  let me introduce you to my Uncle Jeremy.”


  “How d’ye do? How d’ye do?” cried a wheezy cracked voice, and looking up I
  saw a little red-faced man who was standing waiting for us in the porch. He
  wore a cotton cloth tied round his head after the fashion of Pope and other
  eighteenth-century celebrities, and was further distinguished by a pair of
  enormous slippers. These contrasted so strangely with his thin spindle shanks
  that he appeared to be wearing snowshoes, a resemblance which was heightened
  by the fact that when he walked he was compelled to slide his feet along the
  ground in order to retain his grip of these unwieldly appendages.


  “You must be tired, sir. Yes, and cold, sir,” he said, in a strange jerky
  way, as he shook me by the hand. “We must be hospitable to you, we must
  indeed. Hospitality is one of the old-world virtues which we still retain.
  Let me see, what are those lines? ‘Ready and strong the Yorkshire arm, but
  oh, the Yorkshire heart is warm?’ Neat and terse, sir. That comes from one of
  my poems. What poem is it, Copperthorne?”


  “‘The Harrying of Borrodaile’,” said a voice behind him, and a tall long-
  visaged man stepped forward into the circle of light which was thrown by the
  lamp above the porch. John introduced us, and I remember that his hand as I
  shook it was cold and unpleasantly clammy.


  This ceremony over, my friend led the way to my room, passing through many
  passages and corridors connected by old-fashioned and irregular staircases. I
  noticed as I passed the thickness of the walls and the strange slants and
  angles of the ceilings, suggestive of mysterious spaces above. The chamber
  set apart for me proved, as John had said, to be a cheery little sanctum with
  a crackling fire and a well-stocked bookcase. I began to think as I pulled on
  my slippers that I might have done worse after all than accept this Yorkshire
  invitation.


  II


  When we descended to the dining-room the rest of the household had already
  assembled for dinner. Old Jeremy, still wearing his quaint headgear, sat at
  the head of the table. Next to him, on his right, sat a very dark young lady
  with black hair and eyes, who was introduced to me as Miss Warrender. Beside
  her were two pretty children, a boy and a girl, who were evidently her
  charges. I sat opposite her, with Copperthorne on my left, while John faced
  his uncle. I can almost fancy now that I can see the yellow glare of the
  great oil lamp throwing Rembrandt-like lights and’ shades upon the ring of
  faces, some of which were soon to have so strange an interest for me.


  It was a pleasant meal, apart from the excellence of the viands and the
  fact that the long journey had sharpened my appetite. Uncle Jeremy overflowed
  with anecdote and quotation, delighted to have found a new listener. Neither
  Miss Warrender nor Copperthorne spoke much, but all that the latter said
  bespoke the thoughtful and educated man. As to John, he had so much to say of
  college reminiscences and subsequent events that I fear his dinner was a
  scanty one.


  When the dessert was put on the table Miss Warrender took the children
  away, and Uncle Jeremy withdrew into the library, where we could hear the
  dull murmur of his voice as he dictated to his amanuensis. My old friend and
  I sat for some time before the fire discussing the many things which had
  happened to both of us since our last meeting.


  “And what do you think of our household?” he asked at last, with a
  smile.


  I answered that I was very much interested with what I had seen of it.
  “Your uncle,” I said, “is quite a character. I like him very much.”


  “Yes; he has a warm heart behind all his peculiarities. Your coming seems
  to have cheered him up, for he’s never been quite himself since little
  Ethel’s death. She was the youngest of Uncle Sam’s children, and came here
  with the others, but she had a fit or something in the shrubbery a couple of
  months ago. They found her lying dead there in the evening. It was a great
  blow to the old man.”


  “It must have been to Miss Warrender too?” I remarked. “Yes; she was very
  much cut up. She had only been here a week or two at the time. She had driven
  over to Kirby Lonsdale that day to buy something.”


  “I was very much interested,” I said, “in all that you told me about her.
  You were not chaffing, I suppose?”


  “No, no; it’s true as gospel. Her father was Achmet Genghis Khan, a semi-
  independent chieftain somewhere in the Central Provinces. He was a bit of a
  heathen fanatic in spite of his Christian wife, and he became chummy with the
  Nana, and mixed himself up in the Cawnpore business, so Government came down
  heavily on him.”


  “She must have been quite a woman before she left her tribe,” I said.
  “What view of religion does she take? Does she side with her father or
  mother?”


  “We never press that question,” my friend answered. “Between ourselves, I
  don’t think she’s very orthodox. Her mother must have been a good woman, and
  besides teaching her English, she is a good French scholar, and plays
  remarkably well. Why, there she goes!”


  As he spoke the sound of a piano was heard from the next room, and we both
  paused to listen. At first the player struck a few isolated notes, as though
  uncertain how to proceed. Then came a series of clanging chords and jarring
  discords, until out of the chaos there suddenly swelled a strange barbaric
  march, with blare of trumpet and crash of cymbal. Louder and louder it pealed
  forth in a gust of wild melody, and then died away once more into the jerky
  chords which had preceded it. Then we heard the sound of the shutting of the
  piano, and the music was at an end.


  “She does that every night,” my friend remarked; “I suppose it is some
  Indian reminiscence. Picturesque, don’t you think so? Now’ don’t stay here
  longer than you wish. Your room is ready whenever you would like to
  study.”


  I took my companion at his word and left him with his uncle and
  Copperthorne, who had returned into the room, while I went upstairs and read
  Medical Jurisprudence for a couple of hours. I imagined that I should see no
  more of the inhabitants of Dunkelthwaite that night, but I was mistaken, for
  about ten o’clock Uncle Jeremy thrust his little red face into the room.


  “All comfortable?” he asked.


  “Excellent, thanks,” I answered.


  “That’s right. Keep at it. Sure to succeed,” he said, in his spasmodic
  way. “Good night!”


  “Good night!” I answered.


  “Good night!” said another voice from the passage; and looking out I saw
  the tall figure of the secretary gliding along at the old man’s heels like a
  long dark shadow.


  I went back to my desk and worked for another hour, after which I retired
  to bed, where I pondered for some time before I dropped to sleep over the
  curious household of which I had become a member.


  III


  I was up betimes in the morning and out on the lawn, where I found Miss
  Warrender, who was picking primroses and making them into a little bunch for
  the breakfast-table. I approached her before she saw me, and I could not help
  admiring the beautiful litheness of her figure as she stooped over the
  flowers. There was a feline grace about her every movement such as I never
  remember to have seen in any woman. I recalled Thurston’s words as to the
  impression which she had made upon the secretary, and ceased to wonder at it.
  As she heard my step, she stood up and turned her dark handsome face towards
  me.


  “Good morning, Miss Warrender,” I said. “You are an early riser, like
  myself.”


  “Yes,” she answered. “I have always been accustomed to rise at
  daybreak.”


  “What a strange, wild view!” I remarked, looking out over the wide stretch
  of fells. “I am a stranger to this part of the country, like yourself. How do
  you like it?”


  “I don’t like it,” she said, frankly. “I detest it. It is cold and bleak
  and wretched. Look at these”—holding up her bunch of
  primroses—“they call these things flowers. They have not even a
  smell.”


  “You have been used to a more genial climate and a tropical
  vegetation?”


  “Oh, then, Mr. Thurston has been telling you about me,” she said, with a
  smile. “Yes, I have been used to something better than this.”


  We were standing together when a shadow fell between us, and looking round
  I found that Copperthorne was standing close behind us. He held out his thin
  white hand to me with a constrained smile.


  “You seem to be able to find your way about already,” he remarked,
  glancing backwards and forwards from my face to that of Miss Warrender. “Let
  me hold your flowers for you, miss.”


  “No, thank you,” the other said, coldly. “I have picked enough and am
  going inside.”


  She swept past him and across the lawn to the house. Copperthorne looked
  after her with a frowning brow.


  “You are a student of medicine, Mr. Lawrence?” he said, turning towards me
  and stamping one of his feet up and down in a jerky, nervous fashion, as he
  spoke.


  “Yes, I am.”


  “Oh, we have heard of you students of medicine,” he cried in a raised
  voice, with a little crackling laugh. “You are dreadful fellows, are you not?
  We have heard of you. There is no standing against you.”


  “A medical student, sir,” I answered, “is usually a gentleman.”


  “Quite so,” he said, in a changed voice. “Of course I was only joking.”
  Nevertheless I could not help noticing that at breakfast he kept his eyes
  persistently fixed upon me while Miss Warrender was speaking, and if I
  chanced to make a remark he would flash a glance round at her as though to
  read in our faces what our thoughts were of each other. It was clear that he
  took a more than common interest in the beautiful governess, and it seemed to
  me to be equally evident that his feelings were by no means reciprocated.


  We had an illustration that morning of the simple nature of these
  primitive Yorkshire folk. It appears that the housemaid and the cook, who
  sleep together, were alarmed during the night by something which their
  superstitious minds contorted into an apparition. I was sitting after
  breakfast with Uncle Jeremy, who, with the help of continual promptings from
  his secretary, was reciting some Border poetry, when there was a tap at the
  door and the housemaid appeared. Close at her heels came the cook, buxom but
  timorous, the two mutually encouraging and abetting each other. They told
  their story in a strophe and antistrophe, like a Greek chorus, Jane talking
  until her breath failed, when the narrative was taken up by the cook, who, in
  turn, was supplanted by the other. Much of what they said was almost
  unintelligible to me owing to their extraordinary dialect, but I could make
  out the main thread of their story. It appears that in the early morning the
  cook had been awakened by something touching her face, and starting up had
  seen a shadowy figure standing by her bed, which figure had at once glided
  noiselessly from the room. The housemaid was awakened by the cook’s cry, and
  averred stoutly that she had seen the apparition. No amount of
  cross-examination or reasoning could shake them, and they wound up by both
  giving notice, which was a practical way of showing that they were honestly
  scared. They seemed considerably indignant at our want of belief, and ended
  by bouncing out of the room, leaving Uncle Jeremy angry, Copperthorne
  contemptuous, and myself very much amused.


  I spent nearly the whole of the second day of my visit in my room, and got
  over a considerable amount of work. In the evening John and I went down to
  the rabbit-warren with our guns. I told John as we came back of the absurd
  scene with the servants in the morning, but it did not seem to strike him in
  the same ridiculous light that it had me.


  “The fact is,” he said, “in very old houses like ours, where you
  have the timber rotten and warped, you get curious effects sometimes which
  predispose the mind to superstition. I have heard one or two things at night
  during this visit which might have frightened a nervous man, and still more
  an uneducated servant. Of course all this about apparitions is mere nonsense,
  but when once the imagination is excited there’s no checking it.”


  “What have you heard, then?” I asked with interest.


  “Oh, nothing of any importance,” he answered. “Here are the youngsters and
  Miss Warrender. We mustn’t talk about these things before her, or else we
  shall have her giving warning too, and that would be a loss to the
  establishment.”


  She was sitting on a little stile which stood on the outskirts of the wood
  which surrounds Dunkelthwaite, and the two children were leaning up against
  her, one on either side, with their hands clasped round her arms, and their
  chubby faces turned up to hers. It was a pretty picture and we both paused to
  look at it. She had heard our approach, however, and springing lightly down
  she came towards us, with the two little ones toddling behind her.


  “You must aid me with the weight of your authority,” she said to John.
  “These little rebels are fond of the night air and won’t be persuaded to come
  indoors.”


  “Don’t want to come,” said the boy, with decision. “Want to hear the rest
  of the story.”


  “Yes—the ‘tory,” lisped the younger one.


  “You shall hear the rest of the story to-morrow if you are good. Here is
  Mr. Lawrence, who is a doctor he will tell you how bad it is for little boys
  and girls to be out when the dew falls.”


  “So you have been hearing a story?” John said as we moved on together.


  “Yes—such a good story!” the little chap said with enthusiasm.
  “Uncle Jeremy tells us stories, but they are in po’try and they are not
  nearly so nice as Miss Warrender’s stories. This one was about
  elephants—”


  “And tigers—and gold—” said the other.


  “Yes, and wars and fighting, and the king of the Cheroots—”


  “Rajpoots, my dear,” said the governess.


  “And the scattered tribes that know each other by signs, and the man that
  was killed in the wood. She knows splendid stories. Why don’t you make her
  tell you some, Cousin John?”


  “Really, Miss Warrender, you have excited our curiosity,” my companion
  said. “You must tell us of these wonders.”


  “They would seem stupid enough to you,” she answered, with a laugh. “They
  are merely a few reminiscences of my early life.”


  As we strolled along the pathway which led through the wood we met
  Copperthorne coming from the opposite direction.


  “I was looking for you all,” he said, with an ungainly attempt at
  geniality. “I wanted to tell you that it was dinner-time.”


  “Our watches told us that,” said John, rather ungraciously as I
  thought.


  “And you have been all rabbiting together?” the secretary continued, as he
  stalked along beside us.


  “Not all,” I answered. “We met Miss Warrender and the children on our way
  back.”


  “Oh, Miss Warrender came to meet you as you came back!” said he. This
  quick contortion of my words, together with the sneering way in which he
  spoke, vexed me so much that I should have made a sharp rejoinder had it not
  been for the lady’s presence.


  I happened to turn my eyes towards the governess at the moment, and I saw
  her glance at the speaker with an angry sparkle in her eyes which showed that
  she shared my indignation. I was surprised, however, that same night when
  about ten o’clock I chanced to look out of the window of my study, to see the
  two of them walking up and down in the moonlight engaged in deep
  conversation. I don’t know how it was, but the sight disturbed me so much
  that after several fruitless attempts to continue my studies I threw my books
  aside and gave up work for the night. About eleven I glanced out again, but
  they were gone, and shortly afterwards I heard the shuffling step of Uncle
  Jeremy, and the firm heavy footfall of the secretary, as they ascended the
  staircase which led to their bedrooms upon the upper floor.


  IV


  John Thurston was never a very observant man, and I believe that before I
  had been three days under his uncle’s roof I knew more of what was going on
  there than he did. My friend was ardently devoted to chemistry, and spent his
  days happily among his test-tubes and solutions, perfectly contented so long
  as he had a congenial companion at hand to whom he could communicate his
  results. For myself, I have always had a weakness for the study and analysis
  of human character, and I found much that was interesting in the microcosm in
  which I lived. Indeed, I became so absorbed in my observations that I fear my
  studies suffered to a considerable extent.


  In the first place, I discovered beyond all doubt that the real master of
  Dunkelthwaite was not Uncle Jeremy, but Uncle Jeremy’s amanuensis. My medical
  instinct told me that the absorbing love of poetry, which had been nothing
  more than a harmless eccentricity in the old man’s younger days, had now
  become a complete monomania, which filled his mind to the exclusion of every
  other subject. Copperthorne, by humouring his employer upon this one point
  until he had made himself indispensable to him, had succeeded in gaining
  complete power over him in everything else. He managed his money matters and
  the affairs of the house unquestioned and uncontrolled. He had sense enough,
  however, to exert his authority so lightly that it galled no one’s neck, and
  therefore excited no opposition. My friend, busy with his distillations and
  analyses, was never allowed to realise that he was really a nonentity in the
  establishment.


  I have already expressed my conviction that though Copperthorne had some
  tender feeling for the governess, she by no means favoured his addresses.
  After a few days I came to think, however, that there existed besides this
  unrequited affection some other link which bound the pair together. I had
  seen him more than once assume an air towards her which can only be described
  as one of authority. Two or three times also I had observed them pacing the
  lawn and conversing earnestly in the early hours of the night. I could not
  guess what mutual understanding existed between them, and the mystery piqued
  my curiosity.


  It is proverbially easy to fall in love in a country house, but my nature
  has never been a sentimental one, and my judgment was not warped by any such
  feeling towards Miss Warrender. On the contrary, I set myself to study her as
  an entomologist might a specimen, critically, but without bias. With this
  object I used to arrange my studies in such a way as to be free at the times
  when she took the children out for exercise, so that we had many walks
  together, and I gained a deeper insight into her character than I should
  otherwise have done.


  She was fairly well read, and had a superficial acquaintance with several
  languages, as well as a great natural taste for music. Underneath this veneer
  of culture, however, there was a great dash of the savage in her nature. In
  the course of her conversation she would every now and again drop some remark
  which would almost startle me by its primitive reasoning, and by its
  disregard for the conventionalities of civilisation. I could hardly wonder at
  this, however, when I reflected that she had been a woman before she left the
  wild tribe which her father ruled.


  I remember one instance which sruck me as particularly characteristic, in
  which her wild original habits suddenly asserted themselves. We were walking
  along the country road, talking of Germany, in which she had spent some
  months, when she suddenly stopped short and laid her finger upon her lips.
  “Lend me your stick!” she said, in a whisper. I handed it to her, and at
  once, to my astonishment, she darted lightly and noiselessly through a gap in
  the hedge, and bending her body, crept swiftly along under the shelter of a
  little knoll. I was still looking after her in amazement, when a rabbit rose
  suddenly in front of her and scuttled away. She hurled the stick after it and
  struck it, but the creature made good its escape, though trailing one leg
  behind it.


  She came back to me exultant and panting. “I saw it move among the grass,”
  she said. “I hit it.”


  “Yes, you hit it. You broke its leg,” I said, somewhat coldly. “You hurt
  it,” the little boy cried, ruefully.


  “Poor little beast!” she exclaimed, with a sudden change in her whole
  manner. “I am sorry I harmed it.” She seemed completely cast down by the
  incident, and spoke little during the remainder of our walk. For my own part
  I could not blame her much. It was evidently an outbreak of the old predatory
  instinct of the savage, though with a somewhat incongruous effect in the case
  of a fashionably dressed young lady on an English high road.


  John Thurston made me peep into her private sitting-room one day when she
  was out. She had a thousand little Indian knickknacks there which showed that
  she had come well-laden from her native land. Her Oriental love for bright
  colours had exhibited itself in an amusing fashion. She had gone down to the
  market town and bought numerous sheets of pink and blue paper, and these she
  had pinned in patches over the sombre covering which had lined the walls
  before. She had some tinsel too, which she had put up in the most conspicuous
  places. The whole effect was ludicrously tawdry and glaring, and yet there
  seemed to me to be a touch of pathos in this attempt to reproduce the
  brilliance of the tropics in the cold English dwelling-house.


  During the first few days of my visit the curious relationship which
  existed between Miss Warrender and the secretary had simply excited my
  curiosity, but as the weeks passed and I became more interested in the
  beautiful Anglo-Indian a deeper and more personal feeling took possession of
  me. I puzzled my brains as to what tie could exist between them. Why was it
  that while she showed every symptom of being averse to his company during the
  day she should walk about with him alone after nightfall? Could it be that
  the distaste which she showed for him before others was a blind to conceal
  her real feelings? Such a supposition seemed to involve a depth of
  dissimulation in her nature which appeared to be incompatible with her frank
  eyes and clear-cut proud features. And yet, what other hypothesis could
  account for the power which he most certainly exercised over her?


  This power showed itself in many ways, but was exerted so quietly and
  silently that none but a close observer could have known that it existed. I
  have seen him glance at her with a look so commanding, and, as it seemed to
  me, so menacing, that next moment I could hardly believe that his white
  impassive face could be capable of so intense an expression. When he looked
  at her in this manner she would wince and quiver as though she had been in
  physical pain. “Decidedly,” I thought, “it is fear and not love which
  produces such effects.”


  I was so interested in the question that I spoke to my friend John about
  it. He was in his little laboratory at the time, and was deeply immersed in a
  series of manipulations and distillations, which ended in the production of
  an evil-smelling gas, which set us both coughing and choking. I took
  advantage of our enforced retreat into the fresh air to question him upon one
  or two points on which I wanted information.


  “How long did you say that Miss Warrender had been with your uncle?” I
  asked.


  John looked at me slyly, and shook his acid-stained finger. “You seem to
  be wonderfully interested about the daughter of the late lamented Achmet
  Genghis,” he said.


  “Who could help it?” I answered, frankly. “I think she is one of the most
  romantic characters I ever met.”


  “Take care of the studies, my boy,” John said, paternally. “This sort of
  thing doesn’t do before examinations.”


  “Don’t be ridiculous!” I remonstrated. “Any one would think that I was in
  love with Miss Warrender to hear the way in which you talk. I look on her as
  an interesting psychological problem, nothing more.”


  “Quite so—an interesting psychological problem, nothing more.”


  John seemed to have some of the vapours of the gas still hanging about his
  system, for his manner was decidedly irritating.


  “To revert to my original question,” I said. “How long has she been
  here?”


  “About ten weeks.”


  “And Copperthorne?”


  “Over two years.”


  “Do you imagine that they could have known each other before?”


  “Impossible!” said John, with decision. “She came from Germany. I saw the
  letter from the old merchant, in which he traced her previous life.
  Copperthorne has always been in Yorkshire except for two years at Cambridge.
  He had to leave the university under a cloud.”


  “What sort of a cloud?”


  “Don’t know,” John answered. “They kept it very quiet. I fancy Uncle
  Jeremy knows. He’s very fond of taking rapscallions up and giving them what
  he calls another start. Some of them will give him a start some of these fine
  days.”


  “And so Copperthorne and Miss Warrender were absolute strangers until the
  last few weeks?”


  “Quite so; and now I think we can go back and analyse the sediment.”


  “Never mind the sediment,” I cried, detaining him. “There’s more I want to
  talk to you about. If these two have only known each other for this short
  time, how has he managed to gain his power over her?”


  John stared at me open-eyed.


  “His power?” he said.


  “Yes, the power which he exercises over her.”


  “My dear Hugh,” my friend said, gravely, “I’m not in the habit of thus
  quoting Scripture, but there is one text which occurs irresistibly to my
  mind, and that is, that ‘Much learning bath made thee mad.’ You’ve been
  reading too hard.”


  “Do you mean to say,” I cried, “that you have never observed that there is
  some secret understanding between your uncle’s governess and his
  amanuensis?”


  “Try bromide of potassium,” said John. “It’s very soothing in twenty-
  grain doses.”


  “Try a pair of spectacles,” I retorted, “you most certainly need them;”
  with which parting shot I turned on my heel and went off in high dudgeon. I
  had not gone twenty yards down the gravel walk of the garden before I saw the
  very couple of whom we had just been speaking. They were some little way off,
  she leaning against the sundial, he standing in front of her and speaking
  earnestly, with occasional jerky gesticulations. With his tall, gaunt figure
  towering above her, and the spasmodic motions of his long arms, he might have
  been some great bat fluttering over a victim. I remember that that was the
  simile which rose in my mind at the time, heightened perhaps by the
  suggestion of shrinking and of fear which seemed to me to lie in every curve
  of her beautiful figure.


  The little picture was such an illustration of the text upon which I had
  been preaching, that I had half a mind to go back to the laboratory and bring
  the incredulous John out to witness it. Before I had time to come to a
  conclusion, however, Copperthorne caught a glimpse of me, and turning away,
  he strolled slowly in the opposite direction into the shrubbery, his
  companion walking by his side and cutting at the flowers as she passed with
  her sunshade.


  I went up to my room after this small episode with the intention of
  pushing on with my studies, but do what I would my mind wandered away from my
  books in order to speculate upon this mystery.


  I had learned from John that Copperthorne’s antecedents were not of the
  best, and yet he had obviously gained enormous power over his almost imbecile
  employer. I could understand this fact by observing the infinite pains with
  which he devoted himself to the old man’s hobby, and the consummate tact with
  which he humoured and encouraged his strange poetic whims. But how could f
  account for the to me equally obvious power which he wielded over the
  governess? She had no whims to be humoured. Mutual love might account for the
  tie between them, but my instinct as a man of the world and as an observer of
  human nature told me most conclusively that no such love existed. If not
  love, it must be fear—a supposition which was favoured by all that I
  had seen.


  What, then, had occurred during these two months to cause this high-
  spirited, dark-eyed princess to fear the white-faced Englishman with the soft
  voice and the gentle manner? That was the problem which I set myself to solve
  with an energy and earnestness which eclipsed my ardour for study, and
  rendered me superior to the terrors of my approaching examination.


  I ventured to approach the subject that same afternoon to Miss Warrender,
  whom I found alone in the library, the two little children having gone to
  spend the day in the nursery of a neighbouring squire.


  “You must be rather lonely when there are no visitors,” I remarked. “It
  does not seem to be a very lively part of the country.”


  “Children are always good companions,” she answered. “Nevertheless I shall
  miss both Mr. Thornton and yourself very much when you go.”


  “I shall be sorry when the time comes,” I said. “I never expected to enjoy
  this visit as I have done; still you won’t be quite cornpanionless when we
  are gone, you’ll always have Mr. Copperthorne.”


  “Yes; we shall always have Mr. Copperthorne.” She spoke with a weary
  intonation.


  “He’s a pleasant companion,” I remarked; “quiet, well informed, and
  amiable. I don’t wonder that old Mr. Thurston is so fond of him.”


  As I spoke in this way I watched my companion intently. There was a slight
  flush on her dark cheeks, and she drummed her fingers impatiently against the
  arms of the chair.


  “His manner may be a little cold sometimes—” I was continuing, but
  she interrupted me, turning on me furiously, with an angry glare in her black
  eyes.


  “What do you want to talk to me about him for?” she asked.


  “I beg pardon,” I answered, submissively, “I did not know it was a
  forbidden subject.”


  “I don’t wish ever to hear his name,” she cried, passionately. “I hate it
  and I hate him. Oh, if I had only some one who loved me—that is, as men
  love away over the seas in my own land, I know what I should say to him.”


  “What would you say?” I asked, astonished at this extraordinary
  outburst.


  She leaned forward until I seemed to feel the quick pants of her warm
  breath upon my face.


  “Kill Copperthorne,” she said. “That is what I should say to him. Kill
  Copperthorne. Then you can come and talk of love to me.”


  Nothing can describe the intensity of fierceness with which she hissed
  these words out from between her white teeth.


  She looked so venomous as she spoke that I involuntarily shrank away from
  her. Could this pythoness be the demure young lady who sat every day so
  primly and quietly at the table of Uncle Jeremy? I had hoped to gain some
  insight into her character by my leading question, but I had never expected
  to conjure up such a spirit as this. She must have seen the horror and
  surprise which was depicted on my face, for her manner changed and she
  laughed nervously.


  “You must really think me mad,” she said. “You see it is the Indian
  training breaking out again. We do nothing by halves over there—either
  loving or hating.”


  “And why is it that you hate Mr. Copperthorne?” I asked.


  “Ah, well,” she answered, in a subdued voice, “perhaps hate is rather too
  strong a term after all. Dislike would be better. There are some people you
  cannot help having an antipathy to, even though you are unable to give any
  exact reason.”


  It was evident that she regretted her recent outburst and was endeavouring
  to explain it away.


  As I saw that she wished to change the conversation, I aided her to do so,
  and made some remark about a book of Indian prints which she had taken down
  before I came in, and which still lay upon her lap. Uncle Jeremy’s collection
  was an extensive one, and was particularly rich in works of this class.


  “They are not very accurate,” she said, turning over the many-coloured
  leaves. “This is good, though,” she continued, picking out a picture of a
  chieftain clad in chain mail with a picturesque turban upon his head. “This
  is very good indeed. My father was dressed like that when he rode down on his
  white charger and led all the warriors of the Dooab to do battle with the
  Feringhees. My father was chosen out from amongst them all, for they knew
  that Achmet Genghis Khan was a great priest as well as a great soldier. The
  people would be led by none but a tried Borka. He is dead now, and of all
  those who followed his banner there are none who are not scattered or slain,
  whilst I, his daughter, am a servant in a far land.”


  “No doubt you will go back to India some day,” I said, in a somewhat
  feeble attempt at consolation.


  She turned the pages over listlessly for a few moments without answering.
  Then she gave a sudden little cry of pleasure as she paused at one of the
  prints.


  “Look at this,” she cried, eagerly. “It is one of our wanderers. He is a
  Bhuttotee. It is very like.”


  The picture which excited her so was one which represented a particularly
  uninviting-looking native with a small instrument which looked like a
  miniature pickaxe in one hand, and a striped handkerchief or roll of linen in
  the other.


  “That handkerchief is his roomal,” she said. “Of course he wouldn’t go
  about with it openly like that, nor would he bear the sacred axe, but in
  every other respect he is as he should be. Many a time have I been with such
  upon the moonless nights when the Lughaees were on ahead and the heedless
  stranger heard the Pilhaoo away to the left and knew not what it might mean.
  Ah! that was a life that was worth the living!”


  “And what may a roomal be—and the Lughaee and all the rest of it?” I
  asked.


  “Oh, they are Indian terms,” she answered, with a laugh. “You would not
  understand them.”


  “But,” I said, “this picture is marked as Dacoit, and I always thought
  that a Dacoit was a robber.”


  “That is because the English know no better,” she observed. “Of course,
  Dacoits are robbers, but they call many people robbers who are not really so
  Now this man is a holy man and in all probability a Gooroo.”


  She might have given me more information upon Indian manners and customs,
  for it was a subject upon which she loved to talk; but suddenly as I watched
  her I saw a change come over her face, and she gazed with a rigid stare at
  the window behind me. I looked round, and there peering stealthily round the
  corner at us was the face of the amanuensis. I confess that I was startled
  myself at the sight, for, with its corpse-like pallor, the head might have
  been one which had been severed from his shoulders. He threw open the sash
  when he saw that he was observed.


  “I’m sorry to interrupt you,” he said, looking in, “but don’t you think,
  Miss Warrender, that it is a pity to be boxed up on such a fine day in a
  close room? Won’t you come out and take a stroll?”


  Though his words were courteous they were uttered in a harsh and almost
  menacing voice, so as to sound more like a command than a request. The
  governess rose, and without protest or remark glided away to put on her
  bonnet. It was another example of Copperthorne’s authority over her. As he
  looked in at me through the open window a mocking smile played about his thin
  lips, as though he would have liked to have taunted me with this display of
  his power. With the sun shining in behind him he might have been a demon in a
  halo. He stood in this manner for a few moments gazing in at me with
  concentrated malice upon his face. Then I heard his heavy footfall scrunching
  along the gravel path as he walked round in the direction of the door.


  V


  For some days after the interview in which Miss Warrender confessed her
  hatred of the secretary, things ran smoothly at Dunkelthwaite. I had several
  long conversations with her as we rambled about the woods and fields with the
  two little children, but I was never able to bring her round to the subject
  of her outburst in the library, nor did she tell me anything which threw any
  light at all upon the problem which interested me so deeply. Whenever I made
  any remark which might lead in that direction she either answered me in a
  guarded manner or else discovered suddenly that it was high time that the
  children were back in their nursery, so that I came to despair of ever
  learning anything from her lips.


  During this time I studied spasmodically and irregularly. Occasionally old
  Uncle Jeremy would shuffle into my room with a roll of manuscript in his
  hand, and would read me extracts from his great epic poem. Whenever I felt in
  need of company I used to go a-visiting to John’s laboratory, and he in his
  turn would come to my chamber if he were lonely. Sometimes I used to vary the
  monotony of my studies by taking my books out into an arbour in the shrubbery
  and working there during the day. As to Copperthorne, I avoided him as much
  as possible, and he, for his part, appeared to be by no means anxious to
  cultivate my acquaintance.


  One day about the second week in June, John came to me with a telegram in
  his hand and look of considerable disgust upon his face. “Here’s a pretty
  go!” he cried. “The governor wants me to go up at once and meet him in
  London. It’s some legal business, I suppose. He was always threatening to set
  his affairs in order, and now he has got an energetic fit and intends to do
  it.”


  “I suppose you won’t be gone long?” I said.


  “A week or two perhaps. It’s rather a nuisance, just when I was in a fair
  way towards separating that alkaloid.”


  “You’ll find it there when you come back,” I said laughing. “There’s no
  one here who is likely to separate it in your absence.”


  “What bothers me most is leaving you here,” he continued. “It seems such
  an inhospitable thing to ask a fellow down to a lonely place like this and
  then to run away and leave him.”


  “Don’t you mind about me,” I answered, “I have too much to do to be
  lonely. Besides, I have found attractions in this place which I never
  expected. I don’t think any six weeks of my life have ever passed more
  quickly than the last.”


  “Oh, they passed quickly, did they?” said John, and sniggered to himself.
  I am convinced that he was still under the delusion that I was hopelessly in
  love with the governess.


  He went off that day by the early train, promising to write and tell us
  his address in town, for he did not know yet at which hotel his father would
  put up. I little knew what a difference this trifle would make, nor what was
  to occur before I set eyes upon my friend once more. At the time I was by no
  means grieved at his departure. It brought the four of us who were left into
  closer apposition, and seemed to favour the solving of that problem in which
  I found myself from day to day becoming more interested.


  About a quarter of a mile from the house of Dunkelthwaite there is a
  straggling little village of the same name, consisting of some twenty or
  thirty slate-roofed cottages, with an ivy-clad church hard by and the
  inevitable beerhouse. On the afternoon of the very day on which John left us,
  Miss Warrender and the two children walked down to the post-office there, and
  I volunteered to accompany them.


  Copperthorne would have liked well to have either prevented the excursion
  or to have gone with us, but fortunately Uncle Jeremy was in the throes of
  composition, and the services of his secretary were indispensable to him. It
  was a pleasant walk, I remember, for the road was well shaded by trees, and
  the birds were singing merrily overhead. We strolled along together, talking
  of many things, while the little boy and girl ran on, laughing and
  romping.


  Before you get to the post-office you have to pass the beerhouse already
  mentioned. As we walked down the village street we became conscious that a
  small knot of people had assembled in front of this building. There were a
  dozen or so ragged boys and draggle-tailed girls, with a few bonnetless
  women, and a couple of loungers from the bar—probably as large an
  assemblage as ever met together in the annals of that quiet neighbourhood. We
  could not see what it was that was exciting their curiosity, but the children
  scampered on and quickly returned brimful of information.


  “Oh, Miss Warrender,” Johnnie cried, as he dashed up, panting and eager,
  “there’s a black man there like the ones you tell us stories about!”


  “A gipsy, I suppose,” I said.


  “No, no,” said Johnnie, with decision; “he is blacker than that, isn’t he,
  May?”


  “Blacker than that,” the little girl echoed.


  “I suppose we had better go and see what this wonderful apparition is,” I
  said.


  As I spoke I glanced at my companion. To my surprise, she was very pale,
  and her great black eyes appeared to be luminous with suppressed
  excitement.


  “Aren’t you well?” I asked.


  “Oh, yes. Come on!” she cried, eagerly, quickening her step; “come
  on!”


  It was certainly a curious sight which met our eyes when we joined the
  little circle of rustics. It reminded me of the description of the
  opium-eating Malay whom De Quincey saw in the farmhouse in Scotland. In the
  centre of the circle of homely Yorkshire folk there stood an Oriental
  wanderer, tall, lithe, and graceful, his linen clothes stained with dust and
  his brown feet projecting through his rude shoes. It was evident that he had
  travelled far and long. He had a heavy stick in his hand, on which he leaned,
  while his dark eyes looked thoughtfully away into space, careless apparently
  of the throng around him. His picturesque attire, with his coloured turban
  and swarthy face, had a strange and incongruous effect amongst all the
  prosaic surroundings.


  “Poor fellow!” Miss Warrender said to me, speaking in an excited, gasping
  voice. “He is tired and hungry, no doubt, and cannot explain his wants. I
  will speak to him;” and, going up to the Indian, she said a few words in his
  native dialect.


  Never shall I forget the effect which those few syllables produced.
  Without a word the wanderer fell straight down upon his face on the dusty
  road and absolutely grovelled at the feet of my companion. I had read of
  Eastern forms of abasement when in the presence of a superior, but I could
  not have imagined that any human could have expressed such abject humility as
  was indicated in this man’s attitude.


  Miss Warrender spoke again in a sharp and commanding voice, on which he
  sprang to his feet and stood with his hands clasped and his eyes cast down,
  like a slave in the presence of his mistress. The little crowd, who seemed to
  think that the sudden prostration had been the prelude to some conjuring feat
  or acrobatic entertainment, looked on amused and interested.


  “Should you mind walking on with the children and posting the letters?”
  the governess said. “I should like to have a word with this man.”


  I complied with her request, and when I returned in a few minutes the two
  were still conversing. The Indian appeared to be giving a narrative of his
  adventures or detailing the causes of his journey, for he spoke rapidly and
  excitedly, with quivering fingers and gleaming eyes. Miss Warrender listened
  intently, giving an occasional start or exclamation, which showed how deeply
  the man’s statement interested her.


  “I must apologise for detaining you so long in the sun,” she said, turning
  to me at last. “We must go home, or we shall be late for dinner.”


  With a few parting sentences, which sounded like commands, she left her
  dusky acquaintance still standing in the village street, and we strolled
  homewards with the children.


  “Well?” I asked, with natural curiosity, when we were out of earshot of
  the visitors. “Who is he, and what is he?”


  “He comes from the Central Provinces, near the land of the Mahrattas. He
  is one of us. It has been quite a shock to me to meet a fellow-countryman so
  unexpectedly; I feel quite upset.”


  “It must have been pleasant for you,” I remarked. “Yes, very pleasant,”
  she said, heartily.


  “And why did he fall down like that?”


  “Because he knew me to be the daughter of Achmet Genghis Khan,” she said,
  proudly.


  “And what chance has brought him here?”


  “Oh, it’s a long story,” she said, carelessly. “He has led a wandering
  life. How dark it is in this avenue, and how the great branches shoot across!
  If you were to crouch on one of those you could drop down on the back of any
  one who passed, and they would never know that you were there until they felt
  your fingers on their throat.”


  “What a horrible idea!” I exclaimed.


  “Gloomy places always give me gloomy thoughts,” she said, lightly. “By the
  way, I want you to do me a favour, Mr. Lawrence.”


  “What is that?” I asked.


  “Don’t say anything at the house about this poor compatriot of mine. They
  might think him a rogue and a vagabond, you know, and order him to be driven
  from the village.”


  “I’m sure Mr. Thurston would do nothing so unkind.”


  “No; but Mr. Copperthorne might.”


  “Just as you like,” I said; “but the children are sure to tell.”


  “No, I think not,” she answered.


  I don’t know how she managed to curb their little prattling tongues, but
  they certainly preserved silence upon the point, and there was no talk that
  evening of the strange visitor who had wandered into our little hamlet.


  I had a shrewd suspicion that this stranger from the tropics was no chance
  wanderer, but had come to Dunkelthwaite upon some set errand. Next day I had
  the best possible evidence that he was still in the vicinity, for I met Miss
  Warrender coming down the garden walk with a basketful of scraps of bread and
  of meat in her hand. She was in the habit of taking these leavings to sundry
  old women in the neighbourhood, so I offered to accompany her.


  “Is it old Dame Venables or old Dame Taylforth to-day?” I asked.


  “Neither one nor the other,” she said, with a smile. “I’ll tell you the
  truth, Mr. Lawrence, because you have always been a good friend to me, and I
  feel I can trust you. These scraps are for my poor countryman. I’ll hang the
  basket here on this branch, and he will get it.”


  “Oh, he’s still about, then,” I observed.


  “Yes, he’s still in the neighbourhood.”


  “You think he will find it?”


  “Oh, trust him for that,” she said. “You don’t blame me for helping him,
  do you? You would do the same if you lived among Indians and suddenly came
  upon an Englishman. Come to the hothouse and look at the flowers.”


  We walked round to the conservatory together. When we came back the basket
  was still hanging to the branch, but the contents were gone. She took it down
  with a laugh and carried it in with her.


  It seemed to me that since this interview with her countryman the day
  before her spirits had become higher and her step freer and more elastic. It
  may have been imagination, but it appeared to me also that she was not as
  constrained as usual in the presence of Copperthorne, and that she met his
  glances more fearlessly, and was less under the influence of his will.


  And now I am coming to that part of this statement of mine which describes
  how I first gained an insight into the relation which existed between those
  two strange mortals, and learned the terrible truth about Miss Warrender, or
  of the Princess Achmet Genghis, as I should prefer to call her, for assuredly
  she was the descendant of the fierce fanatical warrior rather than of her
  gentle mother.


  To me the revelation came as a shock, the effect of which I can never
  forget. It is possible that in the way in which I have told the story,
  emphasising those facts which had a bearing upon her, and omitting those
  which had not, my readers have already detected the strain which ran in her
  blood. As for myself, I solemnly aver that up to the last moment I had not
  the smallest suspicion of the truth. Little did I know what manner of woman
  this was, whose hand I pressed in friendship, and whose voice was music to my
  ears. Yet it is my belief, looking back, that she was really well disposed to
  me, and would not willingly have harmed me.


  It was in this manner that the revelation came about. I think I have
  mentioned that there was a certain arbour in the shrubbery in which I was
  accustomed to study during the daytime. One night, about ten o’clock, I found
  on going to my room that I had left a book on gynwcology in this
  summer-house, and as I intended to do a couple of hours’ work before turning
  in, I started off with the intention of getting it. Uncle Jeremy and the
  servants had already gone to bed, so I slipped downstairs very quietly and
  turned the key gently in the front door. Once in the open air, I hurried
  rapidly across the lawn, and so into the shrubbery, with the intention of
  regaining my property and returning as rapidly as possible.


  I had hardly passed the little wooden gate and entered the plantation
  before I heard the sound of talking, and knew that I had chanced to stumble
  upon one of those nocturnal conclaves which I had observed from my window.
  The voices were those of the secretary and of the governess, and it was clear
  to me, from the direction in which they sounded, that they were sitting in
  the arbour and conversing together without any suspicion of the presence of a
  third person. I have ever held that eavesdropping, under any circumstances,
  is a dishonourable practice, and curious as I was to know what passed between
  these two, I was about to cough or give some other signal of my presence,
  when suddenly I heard some words of Copperthorne’s which brought me to a halt
  with every faculty overwhelmed with horrified amazement.


  “They’ll think he died of apoplexy,” were the words which sounded clearly
  and distinctly through the peaceful air in the incisive tones of the
  amanuensis.


  I stood breathless, listening with all my ears. Every thought of
  announcing my presence had left me. What was the crime which these
  ill-assorted conspirators were hatching upon this lovely summer’s night.


  I heard the deep sweet tones of her voice, but she spoke so rapidly, and
  in such a subdued manner, that I could not catch the words. I could tell by
  the intonation that she was under the influence of deep emotion. I drew
  nearer on tip-toe, with my ears straining to catch every sound. The moon was
  not up yet, and under the shadows of the trees it was very dark. There was
  little chance of my being observed.


  “Eaten his bread, indeed!” the secretary said, derisively. “You are not
  usually so squeamish. You did not think of that in the case of little
  Ethel.”


  “I was mad! I was mad!” she ejaculated in a broken voice. “I had prayed
  much to Buddha and to the great Bhowanee, and it seemed to me that in this
  land of unbelievers it would be a great and glorious thing for me, a lonely
  woman, to act up to the teachings of my great father. There are few women who
  are admitted into the secrets of our faith, and it was but by an accident
  that the honour came upon me. Yet, having once had the path pointed out to
  me, I have walked straight and fearlessly, and the great Gooroo Ramdeen Singh
  has said that even in my fourteenth year I was worthy to sit upon the cloth
  of the Tupounee with the other Bhuttotees. Yet I swear by the sacred pickaxe
  that I have grieved much over this, for what had the poor child done that she
  should be sacrificed!”


  “I fancy that my having caught you has had more to do with your repentance
  than the moral aspect of the case,” Copperthorne said, with a sneer. “I may
  have had my misgivings before, but it was only when I saw you rising up with
  the handkerchief in your hand that I knew for certain that we were honoured
  by the presence of a Princess of the Thugs. An English scaffold would be
  rather a prosaic end for such a romantic being.”


  “And you have used your knowledge ever since to crush all the life out of
  me,” she said, bitterly. “You have made my existence a burden to me.”


  “A burden to you!” he said, in an altered voice. “You know what my
  feelings are towards you. If I have occasionally governed you by the fear of
  exposure it was only because I found you were insensible to the milder
  influence of love.”


  “Love!” she cried, bitterly. “How could I love a man who held a shameful
  death for ever before my eyes. But let us come to the point. You promise me
  my unconditional liberty if I do this one thing for you?”


  “Yes,” Copperthorne answered; “you may go where you will when this is
  done. I shall forget what I saw here in the shrubbery.”


  “You swear it?”


  “Yes, I swear it.”


  “I would do anything for my freedom,” she said.


  “We can never have such a chance again,” Copperthorne cried. “Young
  Thurston is gone, and this friend of his sleeps heavily, and is too stupid to
  suspect. The will is made out in my favour, and if the old man dies every
  stock and stone of the great estate will be mine.”


  “Why don’t you do it yourself, then?” she asked.


  “It’s not in my line,” he said. “Besides, I have not got the knack. That
  roomal, or whatever you call it, leaves no mark. That’s the advantage of
  it.”


  “It is an accursed thing to slay one’s benefactor.”


  “But it is a great thing to serve Bhowanee, the goddess of murder. I know
  enough of your religion to know that. Would not your father do it if he were
  here?”


  “My father was the greatest of all the Borkas of Jublepore,” she said,
  proudly. “He has slain more than there are days in the year.”


  “I wouldn’t have met him for a thousand pounds,” Copperthorne remarked,
  with a laugh. “But what would Achmet Genghis Khan say now if he saw his
  daughter hesitate with such a chance before her of serving the gods? You have
  done excellently so far. He may well have smiled when the infant soul of
  young Ethel was wafted up to this god or ghoul of yours. Perhaps this is not
  the first sacrifice you have made. How about the daughter of this charitable
  German merchant? Ah, I see in your face that I am right again! After such
  deeds you do wrong to hesitate now when there is no danger and all shall be
  made easy to you. Besides that, the deed will free you from your existence
  here, which cannot be particularly pleasant with a rope, so to speak, round
  your neck the whole time. If it is to be done it must be done at once. He
  might rewrite his will at any moment, for he is fond of the lad, and is as
  changeable as a weather-cock.”


  There was a long pause, and a silence so profound that I seemed to hear my
  own heart throbbing in the darkness.


  “When shall it be done?” she asked at last.


  “Why not to-morrow night?”


  “How am I to get to him?”


  “I shall leave his door open,” Copperthorne said. “He sleeps heavily, and
  I shall leave a night-light burning, so that you may see your way.”


  “And afterwards?”


  “Afterwards you will return to your room. In the morning it will be
  discovered that our poor employer has passed away in his sleep. It will also
  be found that he has left all his worldly goods as a slight return for the
  devoted labours of his faithful secretary. Then the services of Miss
  Warrender the governess being no longer required, she may go back to her
  beloved country or to anywhere else that she fancies. She can run away with
  Mr. John Lawrence, student of medicine, if she pleases.”


  “You insult me,” she said, angrily; and then, after a pause. “You must
  meet me to-morrow night before I do this.”


  “Why so?” he asked.


  “Because there may be some last instructions which I may require.”


  “Let it be here, then, at twelve,” he said.


  “No, not here. It is too near the house. Let us meet under the great oak
  at the head of the avenue.”


  “Where you will,” he answered, sulkily; “but mind, I’m not going to be
  with you when you do it.”


  “I shall not ask you,” she said, scornfully. “I think we have said all
  that need be said to-night.”


  I heard the sound of one or other of them rising to their feet, and though
  they continued to talk I did not stop to hear more, but crept quietly out
  from my place of concealment and scudded across the dark lawn and in through
  the door, which I closed behind me. It was only when I had regained my room
  and had sunk back into my armchair that I was able to collect my scattered
  senses and to think over the terrible conversation to which I had listened.
  Long into the hours of the night I sat motionless, meditating over every word
  that I had heard and endeavouring to form in my mind some plan of action for
  the future.


  VI


  The Thugs! I had heard of the wild fanatics of that name who are found in
  the central part of India, and whose distorted religion represents murder as
  being the highest and purest of all the gifts which a mortal can offer to the
  Creator. I remember an account of them which I had read in the works of
  Colonel Meadows Taylor, of their secrecy, their organisation, their
  relentlessness, and the terrible power which their homicidal craze has over
  every other mental or moral faculty. I even recalled now that the
  roomal—a word which I had heard her mention more than once—was
  the sacred handkerchief with which they were wont to work their diabolical
  purpose. She was already a woman when she had left them, and being, according
  to her own account, the, daughter of their principal leader, it was no wonder
  that the varnish of civilisation had not eradicated all her early impressions
  or prevented the breaking out of occasional fits of fanaticism. In one of
  these apparently she had put an end to poor Ethel, having carefully prepared
  an alibi to conceal her crime, and it was Copperthorne’s accidental discovery
  of this murder which gave him his power over his strange associate. Of all
  deaths that by hanging is considered among these tribes to be the most
  impious and degrading, and her knowledge that she had subjected herself to
  this death by the law of the land was evidently the reason why she had found
  herself compelled to subject her will and tame her imperious nature when in
  the presence of the amanuensis.


  As to Copperthorne himself, as I thought over what he had done, and what
  he proposed to do, a great horror and loathing filled my whole soul. Was this
  his return for the kindness lavished upon him by the poor old man? He had
  already cozened him into signing away his estates, and now, for fear some
  prickings of conscience should cause him to change his mind, he had
  determined to put it out of his power ever to write a codicil. All this was
  bad enough, but the acme of all seemed to be that, too cowardly to effect his
  purpose with his own hand, he had made use of this unfortunate woman’s
  horrible conceptions of religion in order to remove Uncle Jeremy in such a
  way that no suspicion could possibly fall upon the real culprit. I determined
  in my mind that, come what might, the amanuensis should not escape from the
  punishment due to his crimes.


  But what was I to do? Had I known my friend’s address I should have
  telegraphed for him in the morning, and he could have been back in
  Dunkelthwaite before nightfall. Unfortunately John was the worst of
  correspondents, and though he had been gone for some days we had had no word
  yet of his whereabouts. There were three maid-servants in the house, but no
  man, with the exception of old Elijah; nor did I know of any upon whom I
  could rely in the neighbourhood. This, however, was a small matter, for I
  knew that in personal strength I was more than a match for the secretary, and
  I had confidence enough in myself to feel that my resistance alone would
  prevent any possibility of the plot being carried out.


  The question was, what were the best steps for me to take under the
  circumstances? My first impulse was to wait until morning, and then to
  quietly go or send to the nearest police-station and summon a couple of
  constables. I could then hand Copperthorne and his female accomplice over to
  justice and narrate the conversation which I had overheard. On second
  thoughts this plan struck me as being a very impracticable one. What grain of
  evidence had I against them except my story? which, to people who did not
  know me, would certainly appear a very wild and improbable one. I could well
  imagine too the plausible voice and imperturbable manner with which
  Copperthorne would oppose the accusation, and how he would dilate upon the
  which I bore both him and his companion on account of their mutual affection.
  How easy it would be for him to make a third person believe that I was
  trumping up a story in the hope of injuring a rival, and how difficult for me
  to make any one credit that this clerical-looking gentleman and this
  stylishly-dressed young lady were two beasts of prey who were hunting in
  couples! I felt that it would be a great mistake for me to show my hand
  before I was sure of the game.


  The alternative was to say nothing and to let things take their course,
  being always ready to step in when the evidence against the conspirators
  appeared to be conclusive. This was the course which recommended itself to my
  young adventurous disposition, and it also appeared to be the one most likely
  to lead to conclusive results. When at last at early dawn I stretched myself
  upon my bed and I had fully made up my mind to retain my knowledge in my own
  breast, and to trust to myself entirely for the defeat of the murderous plot
  which I had overheard.


  Old Uncle Jeremy was in high spirits next morning after breakfast, and
  insisted upon reading aloud a scene from Shelley’s “Cenci,” a work for which
  he had a profound admiration. Copperthorne sat silent and inscrutable by his
  side, save when he threw in a suggestion or uttered an exclamation of
  admiration. Miss Warrender appeared to be lost in thought, and it seemed to
  me more than once that I saw tears in her dark eyes. It was strange for me to
  watch the three of them and to think of the real relation in which they stood
  to each other. My heart warmed towards my little red-faced host with the
  quaint head- gear and the old-fashioned ways. I vowed to myself that no harm
  should befall him while I had power to prevent it.


  The day wore along slowly and drearily. It was impossible for me to settle
  down to work, so I wandered restlessly about the corridors of the old-
  fashioned house and over the garden. Copperthorne was with Uncle Jeremy
  upstairs, and I saw little of him. Twice when I was striding up and down
  outside I perceived the governess coming with the children in my direction,
  but on each occasion I avoided her by hurrying away. I felt that I could not
  speak to her without showing the intense horror with which she inspired me,
  and so betraying my knowledge of what had transpired the night before. She
  noticed that I shunned her, for at luncheon, when my eyes caught hers for a
  moment, she flashed across a surprised and injured glance, to which, however,
  I made no response.


  The afternoon post brought a letter from John telling us that he was
  stopping at the Langham. I knew that it was now impossible for him to be of
  any use to me in the way of sharing the responsibility of whatever might
  occur, but I nevertheless thought it my duty to telegraph to him and let him
  know that his presence was desirable. This involved a long walk to the
  station, but that was useful as helping me to while away the time, and I felt
  a weight off my mind when I heard the clicking of the needles which told me
  that my message was flying upon its way.


  When I reached the avenue gate on my return from Ingleton I found our old
  serving-man Elijah standing there, apparently in a violent passion.


  “They says as one rat brings others,” he said to me, touching his hat,
  “and it seems as it be the same with they darkies.”


  He had always disliked the governess on account of what he called her
  “uppish ways.”


  “What’s the matter, then?” I asked.


  “It’s one o’ they furriners a-hidin’ and a-prowlin’,” said the old man. “I
  seed him here among the bushes, and I sent him off wi’ a bit o’ my mind.
  Lookin’ after the hens as like as not, or maybe wantin’ to burn the house and
  murder us all in our beds. I’ll go down to the village, Muster Lawrence, and
  see what he’s after,” and he hurried away in a paroxysm of senile anger.


  This little incident made a considerable impression on me, and I thought
  seriously over it as I walked up the long avenue. It was clear that the
  wandering Hindoo was still hanging about the premises. He was a factor whom I
  had forgotten to take into account. If his compatriot enlisted him as an
  accomplice in her dark plans, it was possible that the three of them might be
  too many for me. Still it appeared to me to be improbable that she should do
  so, since she had taken such pains to conceal his presence from
  Copperthorne.


  I was half tempted to take Elijah into my confidence, but on second
  thoughts I came to the conclusion that a man of his age would be worse than
  useless as an ally.


  About seven o’clock I was going up to my room when I met the secretary,
  who asked me whether I could tell him where Miss Warrender was. I answered
  that I had not seen her.


  “It’s a singular thing,” he said, “that no one has seen her since dinner-
  time. The children don’t know where she is. I particularly want to speak to
  her.”


  He hurried on with an agitated and disturbed expression upon his
  features.


  As to me, Miss Warrender’s absence did not seem a matter of surprise. No
  doubt she was out in the shrubbery somewhere, nerving herself for the
  terrible piece of work which she had undertaken to do. I closed my door
  behind me and sat down, with a book in my hand, but with my mind too much
  excited to comprehend the contents. My plan of campaign had been already
  formed. I determined to be within sight of their trysting-place, to follow
  them, and to interfere at the moment when my interference would have most
  effect. I had chosen a thick, knobby stick, dear to my student heart, and
  with this I knew that I was master of the situation, for I had ascertained
  that Copperthorne had no firearms.


  I do not remember any period of my life when the hours passed so slowly as
  did those which I spent in my room that night. Far away I heard the mellow
  tones of the Dunklethwaite clock as it struck the hours of eight and then of
  nine, and then, after an interminable pause, of ten. After that it seemed as
  though time had stopped altogether as I paced my little room, fearing and yet
  longing for the hour as men will when some great ordeal has to be faced. All
  things have an end, however, and at last there came pealing through the still
  night air the first clear stroke which announced the eleventh hour. Then I
  rose, and, putting on my soft slippers, I seized my stick and slipped quietly
  out of my room and down the creaking old-fashioned staircase. I could hear
  the stertorous snoring of Uncle Jeremy upon the floor above. I managed to
  feel my way to the door through the darkness, and having opened it passed out
  into the beautiful starlit night.


  I had to be very careful of my movements, because the moon shone so
  brightly that it was almost as light as day. I hugged the shadow of the house
  until I reached the garden hedge, and then, crawling down in its shelter, I
  found myself safe in the shrubbery in which I had been the night before.
  Through this I made my way, treading very cautiously and gingerly, so that
  not a stick snapped beneath my feet. In this way I advanced until I found
  myself among the brushwood at the edge of the plantation and within full view
  of the great oak-tree which stood at the upper end of the avenue.


  There was someone standing under the shadow of the oak. At first I could
  hardly make out who it was, but presently the figure began to move, and,
  coming out into a silvery patch where the moon shone down between two
  branches, looked impatiently to left and to right. Then I saw that it was
  Copperthorne, who was waiting alone. The governess apparently had not yet
  kept her appointment.


  As I wished to hear as well as to see, I wormed my way along under the
  dark shadows of the trunks in the direction of the oak. When I stopped I was
  not more than fifteen paces from the spot where the tall gaunt figure of the
  amanuensis looked grim and ghastly in the shifting light. He paced about
  uneasily, now disappearing in the shadow, now reappearing in the silvery
  patches where the moon broke through the covering above him. It was evident
  from his movements that he was puzzled and disconcerted at the non-appearance
  of his accomplice. Finally he stationed himself under a great branch which
  concealed his figure, while from beneath it he commanded a view of the gravel
  drive which led down from the house, and along which, no doubt, he expected
  Miss Warrender to come.


  I was still lying in my hiding-place, congratulating myself inwardly at
  having gained a point from which I could hear all without risk of discovery,
  when my eye lit suddenly upon something which made my heart rise to my mouth
  and almost caused me to utter an ejaculation which would have betrayed my
  presence.


  I have said that Copperthorne was standing immediately under one of the
  great branches of the oak-tree. Beneath this all was plunged in the deepest
  shadow, but the upper part of the branch itself was silvered over by the
  light of the moon. As I gazed I became conscious that down this luminous
  branch something was crawling—a flickering, inchoate something, almost
  indistinguishable from the branch itself, and yet slowly and steadily
  writhing its way down it. My eyes, as I looked, became more accustomed to the
  light, and then this indefinite something took form and substance. It was a
  human being—a man—the Indian whom I had seen in the village. With
  his arms and legs twined round the great limb, he was shuffling his way down
  as silently and almost as rapidly as one of his native snakes.


  Before I had time to conjecture the meaning of his presence he was
  directly over the spot where the secretary stood, his bronzed body showing
  out hard and clear against the disc of moon behind him. I saw him take
  something from round his waist, hesitate for a moment, as though judging his
  distance, and then spring downwards, crashing through the intervening
  foliage. There was a heavy thud, as of two bodies falling together, and then
  there rose on the night air a noise as of some one gargling his throat,
  followed by a succession of croaking sounds, the remembrance of which will
  haunt me to my dying day.


  Whilst this tragedy had been enacted before my eyes its entire
  unexpectedness and its horror had bereft me of the power of acting in any
  way. Only those who have been in a similar position can imagine the utter
  paralysis of mind and body which comes upon a man in such straits, and
  prevents him from doing the thousand and one things which may be suggested
  afterwards as having been appropriate to the occasion. When those notes of
  death, however, reached my ears I shook off my lethargy and ran forward with
  a loud cry from my place of concealment. At the sound the young Thug sprang
  from his victim with a snarl like a wild beast driven from a carcase, and
  made off down the avenue at such a pace that I felt it to be impossible for
  me to overtake him. I ran to the secretary and raised his head. His face was
  purple and horribly distorted. I loosened his shirt-collar and did all I
  could to restore him, but it was useless. The roomal had done its work, and
  he was dead.


  I have little more to add to this strange tale of mine. If I have been
  somewhat long-winded in the telling of it, I feel that I owe no apology for
  that, for I have simply set the successive events down in a plain unvarnished
  fashion, and the narrative would be incomplete without any one of them. It
  transpired afterwards that Miss Warrender had caught the 7.20 London train,
  and was safe in the metropolis before any search could be made for her. As to
  the messenger of death whom she had left behind to keep her appointment with
  Copperthorne under the old oak-tree, he was never either heard of or seen
  again. There was a hue and cry over the whole countryside, but nothing came
  of it. No doubt the fugitive passed the days in sheltered places, and
  travelled rapidly at night, living on such scraps as can sustain an Oriental,
  until he was out of danger.


  John Thornton returned next day, and I poured all the facts into his
  astonished ears. He agreed with me that it was best perhaps not to speak of
  what I knew concerning Copperthcirne’s plans and the reasons which kept him
  out so late upon that summer’s night. Thus even the county police have never
  known the full story of that strange tragedy, and they certainly never shall,
  unless, indeed, the eyes of some of them should chance to fall upon this
  narrative. Poor Uncle Jeremy mourned the loss of his secretary for months,
  and many were the verses which he poured forth in the form of epitaphs and of
  “In Memoriam” poems. He has been gathered to his fathers himself since then,
  and the greater part of his estate has, I am glad to say, descended to the
  rightful heir, his nephew.


  There is only one point on which I should like to make a remark. How was
  it that the wandering Thug came to Dunkelthwaite? This question has never
  been cleared up; but I have not the slightest doubt in my own mind, nor I
  think can anyone have who considers the facts of the case, that there was no
  chance about his appearance. The sect in India were a large and powerful
  body, and when they came to look around for a fresh leader, they naturally
  bethought them of the beautiful daughter of their late chief. It would be no
  difficult matter to trace her to Calcutta, to Germany, and finally to
  Dunkelthwaite. He had come, no doubt, with the message that she was not
  forgotten in India, and that a warm welcome awaited her if she chose to join
  her scattered tribesmen. This may seem far-fetched, but it is the opinion
  which I have always entertained upon the matter.


  I began this statement by a quotation from a letter, and I shall end it by
  one. This was from an old friend, Dr. B.C. Haller, a man of encyclopmdic
  knowledge, and particularly well versed in Indian manners and customs. It is
  through his kindness that I am able to reproduce the various native words
  which I heard from time to time from the lips of Miss Warrender, but which I
  should not have been able to recall to my memory had he not suggested them to
  me. This is a letter in which he comments upon the matter, which I had
  mentioned to him in conversation some time previously:

  



  “My dear Lawrence,—I promised to write to you
  re Thuggee, but my time has been so occupied that it is only now that
  I can redeem my pledge. I was much interested in your unique experience, and
  should much like to have further talk with you upon the subject. I may inform
  you that it is most unusual for a woman to be initiated into the mysteries of
  Thuggee, and it arose in this case probably from her having accidently or by
  design tasted the sacred goor, which was the sacrifice offered by the gang
  after each murder. Any one doing this must become an acting Thug, whatever
  the rank, sex, or condition. Being of noble blood she would then rapidly pass
  through the different grades of Tilhaee, or scout, Lughaee, or grave-digger,
  Shumsheea, or holder of the victim’s hands, and finally of Bhuttotee, or
  strangler. In all this she would be instructed by her Gooroo, or spiritual
  adviser, whom she mentions in your account as having been her own father, who
  was a Borka, or an expert Thug. Having once attained this position, I do not
  wonder that her fanatical instincts broke out at times. The Pilhaoo which she
  mentions in one place was the omen on the left hand, which, if it is followed
  by the Thibaoo, or omen on the right, was considered to be an indication that
  all would go well. By the way, you mention that the old coachman saw the
  Hindoo lurking about among the bushes in the morning. Do you know what he was
  doing? I am very much mistaken if he was not digging Copperthorne’s grave,
  for it is quite opposed to Thug customs to kill a man without having some
  receptacle prepared for his body. As far as I know only one English officer
  in India has ever fallen a victim to the fraternity, and that was Lieutenant
  Monsell, in 1812. Since then Colonel Sleeman has stamped it out to a great
  extent, though it is unquestionable that it flourishes far more than the
  authorities suppose. Truly ‘the dark places of the earth are full of
  cruelty,’ and nothing but the Gospel will ever effectually dispel that
  darkness. You are very welcome to publish these few remarks if they seem to
  you to throw any light upon your narrative.


  “Yours very sincerely,


  “B.C. HALLER.”
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  The sun had sunk down behind the distant Griqualand mountains and had left
  a few bright slashes upon the western sky, which faded slowly from scarlet
  into pink and from that into the prevailing grey. A deep purplish haze lay
  over veldt, and kopje, and kloof. Through the gathering twilight the Vaal
  river lay like a silver serpent, winding its way through valley and gorge,
  until it lost itself amid the mists of the horizon. Here and there along its
  course a group of glittering twinkling yellow lights, like golden pendants on
  a silver string, marked the position of the score of hamlets and townships
  which are studded along its banks.


  But how come towns and hamlets to be there? To the north stretch the wilds
  of Bechuanaland, where the savage and the wild beast are still contending
  their world-old quarrel. It is the desolate kingdom of the two-footed man-
  slayer and of the four-footed man-eater. To the south lies a barren and
  unprofitable region, where water is scarce, and the dry withered veldt grass
  can hardly support the flocks of gaunt ill-fed sheep which roam over it. The
  east and west are still the homes of three Kaffir tribes, who have slowly and
  sullenly retreated before the advancing tide of civilisation. How comes it,
  then, that men are so ready to risk their lives and their property in the
  valley of the Vaal? The answer is the old, old one. It is the search for
  riches that brings them there. Of all the thousands who live down there,
  there is not one who does not hope that a single stroke of a pick may send
  him home some day a wealthy man, to take his place among the magnates of his
  native shire. To the eyes of hope these scattered shanties and dilapidated
  huts are the porticos which lead up to honour, position, wealth, all that can
  place a man above his fellows. For in this desolate valley, amid the sordid
  clay and gravel, lies buried that which can lend state to the stately
  monarch, and beauty to the beautiful woman; that which rejoices the soul of
  the covetous and pleases the eyes of the fastidious. As surely as California
  is the home of gold, and Nevada of silver, so is this wild and desolate
  African valley the chosen seat and throne of the most precious of the
  products of nature, the regal diamond.


  Who can say by what convulsion and cataclysm of nature they come to be
  there? those sparkling fragments of carbon, lying scattered broadcast among
  the gneiss and the felspar, and other humbler crystalline brethren. A poor
  Boer, trekking through in his waggon, observes his children playing with a
  glittering stone. Struck by its appearance, he takes it with him to Natal,
  where it is pronounced to be a diamond of the purest water. The news spreads
  fast over the whole habitable globe. There is in very truth a valley as
  marvellous as that of Sindbad, where a king’s ransom may be picked up for the
  stooping. From every country, by land and by water, on foot, on horseback, in
  buggy or in waggon, the searchers after wealth converge upon it. Neither
  savage man nor savage beast can deter them from their purpose. And so the
  mining camps spring up and the pits are dug, and nature’s hidden wealth is
  torn from her, and pressed into the service of restless avaricious man.


  But where money is all other things must come even in the heart of savage
  Africa. The store enlarges and becomes an emporium, while the liquor saloon
  expands into the hotel. The bank, the police-station, and the church are all
  found to be necessary adjuncts of civilisation. Thus, at the time of which I
  write, the hamlet of Dutoitspan had grown into the flourishing city of
  Kimberley, while all the other camps, which extended for sixty miles or more
  along the Vaal river, bore evident signs of prosperity, as befitted a
  settlement which was turning out a million or more of money every year.
  Luxuries were very dear, but they were attainable. Frock coats and felt hats
  were occasionally to be seen in the streets. Now and again the rough
  inhabitants rose superior to the law, and argued with six-shooters, or
  emphasised their remarks with knives, but in spite of these occasional
  outbreaks, Peniel, Winter Rush, Blue Jacket, or Hebron were by no means rowdy
  localities. The work was too hard and constant to allow of dissipation. A
  successful digger might at long intervals indulge in a night’s orgy, and be
  found lying heavy with whisky on the roadway in the morning, but the
  necessity of working his claim was too urgent to allow him to devote much of
  his time to the consumption of alcohol. Vice is not seldom the offspring of
  idleness, and here all were busy.


  A mile or so from the camp at Winter Rush there is a small gulch, or
  ravine, named Boxman’s Drift, which is a mere rocky cleft in the hill, with a
  small stream running down the centre. This locality had been frequently
  prospected, and several experimental pits sunk in it, but with so little
  success that it had long been abandoned as useless. It chanced, however, in
  1872, that two Englishmen, finding every other claim occupied, erected a hut
  in this lonely gulch, and succeeded, either through hard work or good luck,
  in making their workings pay their way. Indeed, after a year or two they
  struck pay gravel, and were able to enlarge their claim and to hire a couple
  of Kaffirs to assist them in the work. They were steady, industrious men,
  quiet in their habits, loyal to each other, and accustomed to work from
  daybreak to sunset during six days out of the seven. On the evening in
  question they had remained in their pit digging and washing, until light
  failed them, when the elder, Bill Stewart, clambered reluctantly out, and
  reaching down a powerful hand, pulled his partner up after him.


  “I’ll tell you what it is, Bill,” said the latter, a slim, flaxen-haired
  man in the prime of life, “if we are going to make this pit much deeper we
  shall need a cord and a windlass. It’s all very well for giants like you, but
  it would take me all my time to get out if I were alone.”


  “We’ll set Pompey to cut steps,” the other answered. “Talking about deep
  places, d’ye see that flaw in the rock?” pointing with his shovel to a dark
  crack which zigzagged along one side of the valley. “That’s deep enough. It’s
  my belief that it extends to somewhere near the centre of the earth—or
  maybe right through to old England. ‘Twould save postage if we could drop our
  letters through.”


  “Aye, it’s very deep,” said his companion. “The day you went to Kimberley
  I tried it with a beer-bottle bent on to a hundred fathoms of string, but I
  never touched bottom.”


  “I’ll try the beer-bottle without the string, for I am as dry as a chip,”
  said Bill Stewart, slinging his tools over his shoulder. “Have you the take,
  Headley?”


  “All safe.”


  “Then come along, and we’ll reckon it up at the hut.”


  The hut in question was a square wooden shanty which had been erected on
  entirely novel architectural principles by Stewart, or Big Bill, as he was
  usually called in the camps. He was a stolid, slow-tempered man; but if there
  was a subject upon which he was thin-skinned it was when any one ventured to
  hint that there was any room for improvement in Azalea Cottage, as he
  grandiloquently termed it. It was in vain to quote against it any obvious
  defect, for Bill would at once proceed to prove that that had been specially
  introduced, and was the result of his own care and forethought.


  “Crooked,” he would say; “yes, it’s not one of your twopenny-halfpenny
  square-faced blocks that look as if they were turned out by a machine at so
  much a dozen. It’s a select house, sir. There is style about it. Chinks! Why,
  yes, sir, I like chinks. They promote ventilation, and all good architects
  aim at that. I took some trouble to work all those chinks in. Holes in the
  roof? Well, it’s an advantage to know when it’s raining without going outside
  to look. Besides, it’s handy when the fire smokes. We’d all have been
  smothered if I hadn’t thought to leave those holes there.” These were Bill
  Stewart’s usual answers to the casual and inquisitive stranger; but should
  the banter proceed too far, an angry light would appear in his big blue eyes.
  “That house, sir,” he would remark, “is good enough for my pard, Headley
  Dean, who is a gentleman born, and so I guess it’s good enough for you!” At
  which descent to personalities the stranger, if he were a wise man, would
  shift the conversation to the price of stones, or the latest blunder of the
  Cape Town Government.


  The two partners, as they sat opposite to one another on either side of
  the blazing fire, were a remarkable contrast to each other. Headley Dean,
  with his crisp, neatly-trimmed hair and beard, his quick, glancing eyes, and
  his nervous, impulsive ways, had something of the Celt, both in his
  appearance and in his manner. Eager, active, energetic, he gave the
  impression of a man who must succeed in the world, but who might be a little
  unscrupulous in his methods of doing so. Big Bill, on the other hand, quiet,
  unimpressionable, and easy-going, with a sweeping yellow beard and open Saxon
  countenance, may have had a stronger and deeper nature than his partner, but
  was inferior to him in fertility of resource, and in decision of character in
  all the minor matters of life. This superior readiness made the big man look
  up to the other and bow to his opinions in a manner that was almost ludicrous
  considering the relative size and physical strength of the pair.


  “Well, and how much have we taken?” asked Stewart, stretching his mud-
  bespattered boots up to the blaze.


  “Not very much,” said the other, stirring his pannikin of tea and looking
  down at the small, flat box in which the day’s takings had been placed.
  “There are fourteen stones of a sort, but there’s not one worth more than a
  few shillings. If we get three pound for the lot it’s as much as they are
  worth.”


  Bill Stewart whistled. “Our working expenses are close on two pound a
  day,” he remarked. “We won’t make a fortune at this rate!”


  Headley Dean took a flat tin case from a shelf, and having unlocked it,
  laid it upon the table. It was divided into compartments, and was half-full
  of diamonds, arranged in their different classes. He proceeded to examine
  each of the stones taken that day, and to assign them to their various
  categories.


  “These three are off-coloured,” said he. “That makes a hundred and
  eighteen off-coloured stones which we hold.”


  “Better sell,” suggested Bill Stewart, lighting his pipe with an
  ember.


  “Better do nothing of the sort!” replied his partner, curtly. “You might
  as well give them away. Why, the market is at its very lowest!”


  “Hold on to them then,” said the other, puffing philosophically.


  “I intend to. Here are twin stones. They are no great shakes. And here are
  four flawed ones, and two smoky. Only one pure coloured stone among the lot,
  and it so small as to be almost worthless. Yet we hear of other fellows
  getting unexpected pieces of luck. Look at that fellow over at Murphy turning
  up a twenty thousand pounder out of a claim that had ruined four men before
  him! Why are we never to have a show? Why are we to be always at this
  drudgery while the best years of our life are passing over our heads? And you
  can sit there and smoke, and look as contented as though we hadn’t a wish
  unsatisfied.” He locked up the box with a vicious snap, and replaced it with
  a bang upon the shelf.


  “Well, pard,” said the big miner, “to tell the truth, I think we have a
  deal to be thankful for. If we don’t win we don’t lose. We pay the boys and
  the licences, and we bank a few hundreds. There’s many a dead-broke down
  there in the valley would be glad to swap with us. If we hang on long enough
  we must come on a streak of luck. You keep your beak in the air and wait for
  it.”


  “It’s a precious long time coming,” the other remarked, peevishly.


  “All the more welcome when it does come. Now, suppose—just suppose
  we was to hit on a real hundred carat pure-water stone, and your share was to
  be ten thousand, and my share was to be ten thousand, what would you do with
  your share, eh?”


  “What would I do?” said Dean, nursing his knee, and staring into the fire
  with glistening eyes. “What would I not do? I would take my natural position
  in the world once more as a gentleman. I would wash the dirt of labour from
  my hands for ever. Is it not the hope of some such chance that spurs me on to
  dig like a mole in this filthy gravel, or to stay day after day knee-deep in
  the mud of the gulches? I should return to society and to the world.”


  “Hum! That’s just it,” Big Bill remarked, ruefully. “You and me’s been
  thick enough in these days, but if our luck were to come you’d mount a play
  hat and a boiled shirt and sail right away into society, which might be glad
  enough to see you, but would look twice at your pardner. It would be Sir
  Edward this, or My Lord that, and goodbye to old Bill Stewart.”


  “Nonsense, man,” said Headley Dean, “success would never alter me. We have
  worked together and we shall rise together. Here’s my hand on it. But
  you—what would you do with your money in case we had any such piece of
  luck?”


  “Build a house,” his companion answered, with decision. “Build a house,
  and boss the job myself. It should be in the country just in the very
  snuggiest and blue-bloodiest bit of England. It should be like the houses of
  the nobles and gentry, big and square, with about half a hundred flagstaffs
  stuck on the roof, and a Union Jack flying from each. None of your grey
  stone, you understand, but the blazing bricks, with ivy and ancestral oaks
  and balconies, and the family tree stuck up above the hall door, all in the
  best o’ taste.”


  Headley Dean laughed languidly at his comrade’s ideal country house.


  “It would be something between a grand-stand and a private lunatic
  asylum,” he remarked. “But I fear you won’t have the chance of building it
  just yet awhile. Have you seen my pipe?”


  “Yes; I seed it lying in the claim just as we struck work.”


  “Strange, I have no remembrance of using it to-day. Well, I suppose I must
  clamber down and fetch it, unless you happen to be going that way.”


  “I don’t leave Azalea Cottage to-night,” said Bill Stewart, with
  decision.


  His partner glanced at him with surprise, for it was seldom that his good-
  natured companion refused to execute his small errands.


  “Then I suppose I must go myself,” he remarked, somewhat sulkily, and
  strode off into the darkness.


  The big miner, left to himself, rose and began pacing up and down the
  room, chuckling softly and rubbing his broad palms together with delight. So
  amused was he that he was compelled at last to lean up against the doorpost
  shaking with suppressed merriment. When, however, the sound of hurrying feet
  announced his companion’s return he managed to resume his gravity, and
  reseated himself on the chair by the fire.


  “Bill!” cried Headley Dean, bursting into the room with a face white with
  emotion. “Bill!”


  “What now, pard?”


  “Come down to the pit with me Bill! Never mind your hat, but come at once.
  Come, come!” He tugged at his companion’s coat with nervous trembling
  fingers.


  “What’s up now?”


  “Don’t ask questions, but come.” With feverish energy he rushed out of the
  hut, half leading, half dragging his friend, and retraced his steps to the
  diamond pit. The night was dark and the path was steep, but the two never
  slackened their pace until they were at the brink of the claim. “Look there!”
  said Headley Dean, pointing downwards with a quivering finger.


  It was indeed a strange and impressive sight. The pit was full of
  light—a vague, greenish, glimmering light, which pervaded its whole
  extent without appearing to radiate from any central point. Every stick and
  stone, and even the missing pipe, were visible in the dim ghostly
  illumination. Had the floor and walls been strewn with phosphorus they could
  not have been brighter.


  Bill Stewart Ove a long whistle as he gazed down at this extraordinary
  phenomenon. “Why, pard,” said he at last, though in no very excited tones,
  “it must be a carbuncle.”


  “An enormous one! A gigantic one!” said the other in a subdued whisper.
  “In letting myself down into the pit I took a grip of the small bush which
  used to grow on the side of the ridge. It came away in my hand, and at once
  the pit was filled with that wondrous light.”


  “Think of that now! The stone must have been under the roots of the bush.
  Suppose I go down and hoist you up on my back, so that you may examine the
  place.”


  “I am almost afraid to,” cried Dean; “what a blow if it should prove to be
  anything else!”


  “Nonsense, man, what else could it be? There’s nothing else in all nature
  that gives a light like that except a carbuncle. Come along down, and we’ll
  soon pick out our little twinkler.”


  The two scrambled down into the pit, and Stewart, picking up his partner
  in his herculean grip, held him up against the side of the wall. With eager
  nervous fingers Dean felt all over the place where the bush had been,
  thrusting his hand into every cleft and cranny. “There’s no stone here,” he
  said at last, in a disconsolate voice.


  “Oh, but there is, though,” cried the other from below. “There must
  be.”


  “I have searched every square inch of it,” Dean answered moodily.


  “Well, if this doesn’t lick cock-fighting! I tell you there is a stone
  there. Look again.”


  “Let me down!” cried Dean, excitedly. “Don’t you see what’s over my head!
  Let me down!”


  “What is it now? What’s over your head?”


  “Why, my shadow! Don’t you see it against the wall?”


  “What then?” asked his slow-witted comrade.


  “If the shadow is above, the light must be below. Why, of course it must
  come from the roots of the fallen bush. What a fool I was not to think of it!
  Here’s the bush—yes, and here’s the stone! Hurrah! hurrah!” He capered
  about the bottom of the pit, holding up above his head a great blazing
  scintillating crystal.


  “It is a beauty, ain’t it?” said Stewart, with his hands in his pockets.
  “I never seed a finer. But there’s one thing it can’t do. It can’t stop us
  from getting cold if we stand all night in this damp hole. We can admire it a
  great deal more at our ease if we march it up to the cottage.”


  This matter-of-fact advice had the effect of steadying his partner’s
  excited nerves. “You are right, Bill,” he said. “We must get it to a place of
  safety.” Clambering to the surface, they made their way back to the hut,
  where they proceeded to make a more minute examination of their prize.


  It was rather larger than a pigeon’s egg in size, and of a lustrous ruby
  tint, save on one side where there was an opaque discolouration. Held up to
  the light it proved to be beautifully transparent, save at that one point.
  Headley Dean produced a delicate pair of scales from a drawer, and weighed it
  with the utmost care and nicety.


  “A hundred and fourteen carats,” he said. “The largest stone that has been
  found during my time. One small flaw at the side, but that can be got over in
  the cutting. It is worth a small fortune in itself.”


  “Of course it is,” said Big Bill gleefully. “There won’t be no more tin
  pannikins for us, pard.”


  Headley Dean had stowed the stone away in his innermost pocket, and was
  sitting lost in thought, his heavy brows drawn down over his keen, shifting
  eyes, and his clenched hand drumming against the table. His partner’s chatter
  fell meaningless upon his heedless ear. A dark thought had come into his
  mind, and he had not cast it out. It had fastened there, and was rapidly
  sprouting and growing until his whole better nature was clouded and
  obscured.


  “It’s too big a stone to sell in these parts,” remarked Stewart. “We must
  realise all we have here, and make tracks for London. That’s the place for
  dealers and big prices! Then you can go straight into your natural
  spear, as I think I’ve heard you call it, and I’ll get started on the
  house. But, bless you! we won’t lose sight of each other on that account. For
  half the time I’ll be in London a-visiting you in your natural spear, and the
  other half you’ll spend with me, a-walking under the oaks.”


  Still the gloom grew deeper upon his partner’s face as the devil of
  avarice whispered in his ear. He put his hand upon the little hard lump where
  the carbuncle lay hid, and his brows grew darker and his eyes more keen.


  “Twenty thousand,” said Big Bill, “or maybe thirty thousand. What’s half
  that? Two’s into thirty—fifteen! Yes, fifteen thousand pounds apiece.
  How much is that at five per cent? Five tens’s fifty, and fifteen
  fifties”—he counted on his great red fingers, like an overgrown
  schoolboy—“seven hundred and fifty pounds a year! How’s that for a
  fortune? But what on earth’s the matter with you, pard? Have a drop. This bit
  o’ excitement has been too much for you.”


  “No, no,” said Headley Dean, pushing back the bottle which his partner
  held towards him. “I don’t want any brandy; I want to put this matter in its
  right light, though, so that we may know exactly how we stand, that there may
  be no misunderstanding. I think you rather mistake our relations to one
  another in the matter. Of course, you know very well that I want everything
  to be honourable between us, and that I would not willingly take advantage of
  you in any way.”


  “In course you wouldn’t!” cried the big miner, heartily.


  “Still, on the other hand, business is business, even between the best of
  friends. If we had been at work together during working hours, and had come
  on this stone, why of course it would have belonged to us both in equal
  shares. But this, you see, is quite a different matter.”


  “Eh?” cried Stewart.


  “Quite a different matter. It was an accident at a time when I was not
  looking for a stone, and when you were not present. You see that, don’t you?
  I’m sure I only want to do what is fair. Suppose you were to pick up a purse
  of gold in the drift, I could not claim half because I was your partner. It
  would be a thing outside our agreement. And so is this a thing outside our
  agreement. Still, of course I would not be mean about it. If I get a fair
  price for the stone you shall certainly have a share. I only wish you to
  understand that you have no right to claim a full half.” He spoke with his
  face averted and his eyes still fixed on the fire, for, clothe it as he would
  with sophistry, he was too sensitive not to feel deeply the ignominy of his
  position.


  His partner sat for some minutes in a silence which was far more
  suggestive then any words. The ticking of the Kimberley-made clock and the
  crackling of the fire appeared to be almost oppressively loud in the complete
  stillness. At last Stewart spoke in a slow, measured voice, very unlike his
  usual cheery tones.


  “You don’t intend that I should have half the price of the stone?” he
  said.


  “You have no right to it.”


  “Oh!” No physical pain could have wrung from the stalwart miner the groan
  which was elicited by this unlooked-for treachery. Not another word passed
  his lips, but, putting on his broad hat and drawing it down over his brows,
  he passed away out of the hut and into the night. His heavy footsteps might
  be heard scrunching their way among the shingle which lined Boxman’s Drift,
  until they slowly died away in the distance.


  Headley Dean continued to sit by the fire and to brood over the incident
  of the evening. What though his innermost conscience told him that he had
  acted shamefully, he was still ready with some sophism, some subtle
  distinction between what should and what should not be divisible between
  partners, to bolster up his misdeed. If his heart failed him for a moment he
  had but to draw the beautiful glowing carbuncle from his pocket to find an
  argument which would silence every doubt. How could he bear to part with half
  of it, he who had discovered it all! What use was a paltry income of seven
  hundred pounds? With fifteen hundred some little show might be kept up. If
  Bill had a share of the money he would only waste it on some tomfoolery.
  Still, he should of course give him something, five hundred down, or even a
  thousand. No one could say that that was not generous.


  This was the train of thought which passed through Dean’s head as he sat
  waiting for his companion’s return. An hour passed, and then another, but
  there were no signs of the absentee. The young miner went to the door and
  peered out into the darkness. All was very still save the melancholy whooping
  of a veldt- owl somewhere down the kloof.


  “What can have become of the fellow?” he muttered to himself. “He must
  have turned sulky, and gone off to Winter Rush or to Peniel for the night.
  Well, anyhow, I can’t sit up all night, for I must be off to Kimberley by the
  early coach in the morning.”


  With this reflection he threw himself down on his bunk without undressing,
  with the precious carbuncle still pressed close to his heart. For an hour or
  more he lay awake, listening for a footstep which never came, but at last he
  sank into a troubled and uneasy sleep.


  He woke in the morning with a strange sense of sadness and depression. The
  door of the hut was half-open, and the keen fresh air of the drift was
  blowing in through it, yet he felt hear and weary. He sat up for a moment
  with his hand on his forehead, endeavouring to collect his thoughts. What
  misfortune had occurred to him that he should feel like this? His eye fell
  upon the empty bunk opposite, where the burly form of his partner was wont to
  lie. Ah, of course, he remembered it all now. It was no misfortune, but a
  crowning piece of good luck. Why, then, should he feel so sad at heart? He
  had never felt like that when he was a poor adventurer. He drew the stone
  again from its place of concealment; and again its lurid brilliance, which
  caught and reflected the clear morning light, reconciled him to the dull
  prickings of his conscience.


  He had determined to set off for Kimberley by the early coach, in order
  that he might submit his stone to an expert, and have a definite opinion as
  to its value. Having ascertained that, his next step would be to convey it to
  London, and there dispose of it. Full of his purpose, he snatched a hurried
  breakfast, and started off down the drift with the precious jewel in his
  hand. As he walked he held it up against the rising sun, and marvelled to see
  how it shimmered and glittered and gleamed. So intent was he upon it that he
  did not observe until he was close upon him that his injured partner was
  standing silent and thoughtful with his arms folded across his broad chest,
  beside the diamond pit.


  “Ah, good morning, Bill,” said Headley Dean, with outstretched hand; “I
  sat up late waiting for you.”


  But Stewart took no notice of the proffered hand. “If any man had told
  me—” he began; “but there! there’s no use talking about it. Are you
  still of the same mind you were in last night?”


  “What, about the stone? Why, Bill, you know miner’s law, and you know you
  have no claim on the stone. Any one would tell you that. Why should you turn
  rusty about it? It’s a mere matter of business. Besides, you shall have a
  thousand—I promise you that. I am going down to Kimberley to have it
  valued.”


  “Look here, Headley Dean,” said Bill Stewart, talking very slowly and
  deliberately. “I’ve known you as an honest man for six years, and if anyone
  had come to me and told me that you were no better than a thief I’d have
  knocked him flat. Yes, thief is the word, though you may colour up at it. I
  won’t believe now that it’s you that’s dishonest. It isn’t the old
  Headley Dean that I knew. It’s some evil spirit that has taken possession of
  him. I shall protect you against it in spite of yourself, pard. You shall not
  do a thing that will be a shame to you for ever. Give me the stone!”


  “What, would you rob me by violence?” cried Dean, for his partner was
  advancing upon him with a very determined expression upon his stolid face. “I
  won’t stand it, Stewart. Keep your hands off me!”


  “Give me the stone!”


  “Never.”


  “Then I shall take it;” and in a moment the big miner had seized his
  companion by the hand which held the diamond. Headley Dean was a far less
  muscular man, but his nervous energy and his strength of purpose enabled him
  to struggle for a few moments with the giant. Then his fingers opened, the
  carbuncle flew out of them, and, bounding down the slope of the valley,
  vanished over the side of the unfathomable volcanic crack.


  For an instant the two stood silent and spellbound, staring at the spot
  where the stone had disappeared. Then, with a cry of rage and disappointment,
  Headley Dean rushed to the head of the fissure and gazed down into the narrow
  cleft. All was black and silent beneath him. Far down in those dark
  inaccessible depths the great Boxman’s Drift carbuncle would flicker and
  gleam at the bottom of the terrible chasm until some fresh convulsion of
  nature would in the course of ages bring it again within the reach of man.
  And he—he had lost his stone, he had lost his honour, he had lost his
  friend, he had lost his self-respect. What was there left to him? He turned
  sharply upon his heel, and with his head sunk upon his breast he went back
  without a word to the cottage.


  Now that the demoralising presence of the stone had been removed he saw
  clearly enough the meanness and unutterable vileness of his own conduct. He
  was not by nature a. dishonest man, nor was he devoid of a code of honour
  from which he had never before deviated. But his principles were not very
  firm, and the sudden temptation had been too strong for him. To do him
  justice, his remorse and grief at his own conduct were now so strong that
  they entirely overcame his sorrow at the loss he had sustained. It was for
  himself he mourned and not for the stone. There was no reparation which he
  would not willingly offer to undo the past and make up for the shameful
  injustice which he had done his partner. Anything to feel the grip of his
  hard hand once more, and to know that he was forgiven. What were all the
  diamonds in Africa compared to one’s own self-respect and the friendship of
  such a man? He could see it clearly enough now that it was too late. With his
  elbows upon his knees, and his face buried in his hands, he racked his brain
  to find some method of showing his sincere repentance and of repairing the
  evil that he had done.


  A heavy footfall was heard outside the cottage, and the big miner came
  lounging in.


  Headley Dean rose and faced him with downcast eyes and trembling lip. “I
  hardly know what to say to you, Bill,” he said, in a low, broken voice. “I
  have behaved abominably—shamefully. The stone was, as you said, like an
  evil spirit, which brought all the bad that is in me to the surface. If I
  could repair the past by cutting my right hand off I would do it without
  hesitation. No doubt you think I am saying this just because I have lost the
  stone. It is only natural you should think so. There’s one thing I’ll do,
  though, to show that I am in earnest. We have in that tin box a thousand
  pounds’ worth of diamonds, which belong to us jointly. You may do what you
  will with my share. You would scorn to take it yourself, no doubt, but you
  may give it to the hospital at Kimberley. I at least shall never touch
  them.”


  Bill walked over to the fire and lit his pipe. “You say if you had the
  stone you would go fair halves?” said he.


  “If I had it you should have the disposing of it,” Dean answered.


  “I bear no malice,” said Stewart. “Shake hands on it.”


  The great red hand of the big miner enclosed the nervous white one of his
  partner. When they separated Headley Dean stood staring and rigid and pale to
  the very lips, for there, in the centre of the palm of his outstretched hand,
  lay the very stone which he had just seen disappear into the bowels of the
  earth.


  “Whoa!” cried Big Bill, supporting him into a chair. “You ain’t strong
  enough to bear up against this sort o’ surprise. There, the colour’s coming
  back to your cheeks. Why, bless you! there’s nothing very wonderful about it.
  That chasm ain’t the same depth all along. Where you measured there’s no
  bottom to it, but where the stone fell in it ain’t more ‘n forty feet deep.
  It was too narrow for me or you to go down, but I got little Kaffir Jim and
  lowered him down with a rope. He got it in no time. He tells me it was
  a-shinin’ as bright as ever, but the curve of the rock hid it from the top.
  So, you see, it ain’t lost yet!”


  Headley Dean could but sit and listen and gaze at the wondrous gem. The
  sudden revulsion of feeling had stupefied him.


  “The fun of the thing,” said Bill Stewart, chuckling heartily to himself,
  “is that this is the third time as that ‘ere stone has been discovered. I
  found it three nights back, but I had often noticed, pard, what a relish and
  a pleasure it was to you to find a stone, and, being myself of a kind o’
  coarse and common nature, that don’t feel these things so much, I made up my
  mind that you should find it for yourself. I therefore put your pipe in the
  pit—like you put the cheese in a mouse-trap—and I pulled the bush
  out, knowing you always use it for getting up and down, and I hid the stone
  amongst the roots. Thinks I, ‘When pard goes down out will come the bush, and
  he’ll be fairly dazzled,’ for I knew the thing would shine in the dark. Well,
  you goes, and you finds it, and then you begins playing a game on your pard,
  and we gets skylarking and the stone gets down the crevice, and Kaffir Jim
  fetches it up, and here we are, all snug and comfortable. Who’s game to come
  to Kimberley and have it valued?”


  “You shall do what you will with the gem,” said Headley Dean, laying it
  upon the table; “I have forfeited all part and share in it.”


  “All right, Boss,” Stewart answered, shoving it away into his trousers
  pocket, “we’ll talk about that during our voyage to London. If this here
  stone is not going to put you into your natural spear, why, souse it goes
  into the Atlantic Ocean, and then what becomes of my house and flagstaff,
  etc. They all depend on the stone of Boxman’s Drift.”
 


  * * * * *


  There is no need to say more. The gem realised even more than had been
  anticipated, and the two partners are now well-to-do country gentlemen in one
  of the inland shires. Big Bill has built a house which is a source of never-
  failing delight to himself, and of wonder to the whole countryside. Headley
  Dean lives hard by, a quiet and contented man. The two old friends are much
  together, and have many a chat about their old African experiences, but it
  may safely be said that they never did, and never will, allude to the one
  eventful estrangement which had occurred between them.
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  Strange it is and wonderful to mark how upon this planet of ours the
  smallest and most insignificant of events set a train of consequences in
  motion which act and react until their final results are portentous and
  incalculable. Set a force rolling, however small; and who can say where it
  shall end, or what it may lead to!Trifles develop into tragedies, and the
  bagatelle of one day ripens into the catastrophe of the next. An oyster
  throws out a secretion to surround a grain of sand, and so a pearl comes into
  being; a pearl diver fishes it up, a merchant buys it and sells it to a
  jeweller, who disposes of it to a customer. The customer is robbed of it by
  two scoundrels who quarrel over the booty. One slays the other, and perishes
  himself upon the scaffold. Here is a direct chain of events with a sick
  mollusc for its first link, and a gallows for its last one. Had that grain of
  sand not chanced to wash in between the shells of the bivalve, two living
  breathing beings with all their potentialities for good and for evil would
  not have been blotted out from among their fellows. Who shall undertake to
  judge what is really small and what is great?


  Thus when in the year 1821 Don Diego Salvador bethought him that if it
  paid the heretics in England to import the bark of his cork oaks, it would
  pay him also to found a factory by which the corks might be cut and sent out
  ready made, surely at first sight no very vital human interests would appear
  to be affected. Yet there were poor folk who would suffer, and suffer acutely
  —women who would weep, and men who would become sallow and
  hungry-looking and dangerous in places of which the Don had never heard, and
  all on account of that one idea which had flashed across him as he strutted,
  cigarettiferous, beneath the grateful shadow of his limes. So crowded is this
  old globe of ours, and so interlaced our interests, that one cannot think a
  new thought without some poor devil being the better or the worse for it.


  Don Diego Salvador was a capitalist, and the abstract thought soon took
  the concrete form of a great square plastered building wherein a couple of
  hundred of his swarthy countrymen worked with deft nimble fingers at a rate
  of pay which no English artisan could have accepted. Within a few months the
  result of this new competition was an abrupt fall of prices in the trade,
  which was serious for the largest firms and disastrous for the smaller ones.
  A few old-established houses held on as they were, others reduced their
  establishments and cut down their expenses, while one or two put up their
  shutters and confessed themselves beaten. In this last unfortunate category
  was the ancient and respected firm of Fairbairn Brothers of Brisport.


  Several causes had led up to this disaster, though Don Diego’s debut as a
  corkcutter had brought matters to a head. When a couple of generations back
  the original Fairbairn had founded the business, Brisport was a little
  fishing town with no outlet or occupation for her superfluous population. Men
  were glad to have safe and continuous work upon any terms. All this was
  altered now, for the town was expanding into the centre of a large district
  in the west, and the demand for labour and its remuneration had
  proportionately increased. Again, in the old days, when carriage was ruinous
  and communication slow, the vintners of Exeter and of Barnstaple were glad to
  buy their corks from their neighbour of Brisport; but now the large London
  houses sent down their travellers, who competed with each other to gain the
  local custom, until profits were cut down to the vanishing point. For a long
  time the firm had been in a precarious position, but this further drop in
  prices settled the matter, and compelled Mr. Charles Fairbairn, the acting
  manager, to close his establishment.


  It was a murky, foggy Saturday afternoon in November when the hands were
  paid for the last time, and the old building was to be finally abandoned. Mr.
  Fairbairn, an anxious-faced, sorrow-worn man, stood on a raised dais by the
  cashier while he handed the little pile of hardly-earned shillings and
  coppers to each successive workman as the long procession filed past his
  table. It was usual with the employes to clatter away the instant that they
  had been paid, like so many children let out of school; but to-day they
  waited, forming little groups over the great dreary room, and discussing in
  subdued voices the misfortune which had come upon their employers, and the
  future which awaited themselves. When the last pile of coins had been handed
  across the table, and the last name checked by the cashier, the whole throng
  faced silently round to the man who had been their master, and waited
  expectantly for any words which he might have to say to them.


  Mr. Charles Fairbairn had not expected this, and it embarrassed him. He
  had waited as a matter of routine duty until the wages were paid, but he was
  a taciturn, slow-witted man, and he had not foreseen this sudden call upon
  his oratorical powers. He stroked his thin cheek nervously with his long
  white fingers, and looked down with weak watery eyes at the mosaic of
  upturned serious faces.


  “I am sorry that we have to part, my men,” he said at last in a crackling
  voice. “It’s a bad day for all of us, and for Brisport too. For three years
  we have been losing money over the works. We held on in the hope of a change
  coming, but matters are going from bad to worse. There’s nothing for it but
  to give it up before the balance of our fortune is swallowed up. I hope you
  may all be able to get work of some sort before very long. Good-bye, and God
  bless you!”


  “God bless you, sir!God bless you!” cried a chorus of rough voices. “Three
  cheers for Mr. Charles Fairbairn!” shouted a bright-eyed, smart young fellow,
  springing up upon a bench and waving his peaked cap in the air. The crowd
  responded to the call, but their huzzas wanted the true ring which only a
  joyous heart can give. Then they began to flock out into the sunlight,
  looking back as they went at the long deal tables and the cork-strewn floor
  —above all at the sad-faced, solitary man, whose cheeks were flecked
  with colour at the rough cordiality of their farewell.


  “Huxford,” said the cashier, touching on the shoulder the young fellow who
  had led the cheering; “the governor wants to speak to you. ”


  The workman turned back and stood swinging his cap awkwardly in front of
  his ex-employer, while the crowd pushed on until the doorway was clear, and
  the heavy fog-wreaths rolled unchecked into the deserted tactory.


  “Ah, John!” said Mr. Fairbairn, coming suddenly out of his reverie and
  taking up a letter from the table. “You have been in my service since you
  were a boy, and you have shown that you merited the trust which I have placed
  in you. From what I have heard I think I am right in saying that this sudden
  want of work will affect your plans more than it will many of my other hands.
  ”


  “I was to be married at Shrovetide,” the man answered, tracing a pattern
  upon the table with his horny forefinger. “I’ll have to find work first.
  ”


  “And work, my poor fellow, is by no means easy to find. You see you have
  been in this groove all your life, and are unfit for anything else. It’s true
  you’ve been my foreman, but even that won’t help you, for the factories all
  over England are discharging hands, and there’s not a vacancy to be had. It’s
  a bad outlook for you and such as you. ”


  “What would you advise, then, sir?“asked John Huxford.


  “That’s what I was coming to. I have a letter here from Sheridan and
  Moore, of Montreal, asking for a good hand to take charge of a workroom. If
  you think it will suit you, you can go out by the next boat. The wages are
  far in excess of anything which I have been able to give you. ”


  “Why, sir, this is real kind of you,” the young workman said earnestly.
  “She—my girl—Mary, will be as grateful to you as I am. I know
  what you say is right, and that if I had to look for work I should be likely
  to spend the little that I have laid by towards housekeeping before I found
  it. But, sir, with your leave I’d like to speak to her about it before I made
  up my mind. Could you leave it open for a few hours?”


  “The mail goes out to-morrow,” Mr. Fairbairn answered. “If you decide to
  accept you can write tonight. Here is their letter, which will give you their
  address. ”


  John Huxford took the precious paper with a grateful heart. An hour ago
  his future had been all black, but now this rift of light had broken in the
  west, giving promise of better things. He would have liked to have said
  something expressive of his feelings to his employer, but the English nature
  is not effusive, and he could not get beyond a few choking awkward words
  which were as awkwardly received by his benefactor. With a scrape and a bow,
  he turned on his heel, and plunged out into the foggy street.


  So thick was the vapour that the houses over the way were only a vague
  loom, but the foreman hurried on with springy steps through side streets and
  winding lanes, past walls where the fishermen’s nets were drying, and over
  cobble-stoned alleys redolent of herring, until he reached a modest line of
  whitewashed cottages fronting the sea. At the door of one of these the young
  man tapped, and then without waiting for a response, pressed down the latch
  and walked in.


  An old silvery-haired woman and a young girl hardly out of her teens were
  sitting on either side of the fire, and the latter sprang to her feet as he
  entered.


  “You’ve got some good news, John,” she cried, putting her hands upon his
  shoulders, and looking into his eyes. “I can tell it from your step. Mr.
  Fairbairn is going to carry on after all. ”


  “No, dear, not so good as that,” John Huxford answered, smoothing back her
  rich brown hair; “but I have an offer of a place in Canada, with good money,
  and if you think as I do, I shall go out to it, and you can follow with the
  granny whenever I have made all straight for you at the other side. What say
  you to that, my lass?”


  “Why, surely, John, what you think is right must be for the best,” said
  the girl quietly, with trust and confidence in her pale plain face and loving
  hazel eyes. “But poor granny, how is she to cross the seas?”


  “Oh, never mind about me,” the old woman broke in cheerfully. “I’ll be no
  drag on you. If you want granny, granny’s not too old to travel; and if you
  don’t want her, why she can look after the cottage, and have an English home
  ready for you whenever you turn back to the old country. ”


  “Of course we shall need you, granny,” John Huxford said, with a cheery
  laugh. “Fancy leaving granny behind!That would never do! Mary!But if you both
  come out, and if we are married all snug and proper at Montreal, we’ll look
  through the whole city until we find a house something like this one, and
  we’ll have creepers on the outside just the same, and when the doors are shut
  and we sit round the fire on the winter’s nights, I’m hanged if we’ll be able
  to tell that we’re not at home. Besides, Mary, it’s the same speech out
  there, and the same king and the same flag; it’s not like a foreign country.
  ”


  “No, of course not,” Mary answered with conviction. She was an orphan with
  no living relation save her old grandmother, and no thought in life but to
  make a helpful and worthy wife to the man she loved. Where these two were she
  could not fail to find happiness. If John went to Canada, then Canada became
  home to her, for what had Brisport to offer when he was gone?


  “I’m to write to-night then and accept?“the young man asked. “I knew you
  would both be of the same mind as myself, but of course I couldn’t close with
  the offer until we had talked it over. I can get started in a week or two,
  and then in a couple of months I’ll have all ready for you on the other side.
  ”


  “It will be a weary, weary time until we hear from you, dear John,” said
  Mary, clasping his hand; “but it’s God’s will, and we must be patient. Here’s
  pen and ink. You can sit at the table and write the letter which is to take
  the three of us across the Atlantic.” Strange how Don Diego’s thoughts were
  moulding human lives in the little Devon village.


  The acceptance was duly despatched, and John Huxford began immediately to
  prepare for his departure, for the Montreal firm had intimated that the
  vacancy was a certainty, and that the chosen man might come out without delay
  to take over his duties. In a very few days his scanty outfit was completed,
  and he started off in a coasting vessel for Liverpool, where he was to catch
  the passenger ship for Quebec.


  “Remember, John,” Mary whispered, as he pressed her to his heart upon the
  Brisport quay, “the cottage is our own, and come what may, we have always
  that to fall back upon. If things should chance to turn out badly over there,
  we have always a roof to cover us. There you will find me until you send word
  to us to come. ”


  “And that will be very soon, my lass,” he answered cheerfully, with a last
  embrace. “Good-bye, granny, good-bye. “The ship was a mile and more from the
  land before he lost sight of the figures of the straight slim girl and her
  old companion, who stood watching and waving to him from the end of the grey
  stone quay. It was with a sinking heart and a vague feeling of impending
  disaster that he saw them at last as minute specks in the distance, walking
  townward and disappearing amid the crowd who lined the beach.


  From Liverpool the old woman and her granddaughter received a letter from
  John announcing that he was just starting in the barque St. Lawrence, and six
  weeks afterwards a second longer epistle informed them of his safe arrival at
  Quebec, and gave them his first impressions of the country. After that a long
  unbroken silence set in. Week after week and month after month passed by, and
  never a word came from across the seas. A year went over their heads, and yet
  another, but no news of the absentee. Sheridan and Moore were written to, and
  replied that though John Huxford’s letter had reached them, he had never
  presented himself, and they had been forced to fill up the vacancy as best
  they could. Still Mary and her grandmother hoped against hope, and looked out
  for the letter-carrier every morning with such eagerness, that the
  kind-hearted man would often make a detour rather than pass the two pale
  anxious faces which peered at him from the cottage window. At last, three
  years after the young foreman’s disappearance, old granny died, and Mary was
  left alone, a broken sorrowful woman, living as best she might on a small
  annuity which had descended to her, and eating her heart out as she brooded
  over the mystery which hung over the fate of her lover.


  Among the shrewd west-country neighbours there had long, however, ceased
  to be any mystery in the matter. Huxford arrived safely in Canada—so
  much was proved by his letter. Had he met with his end in any sudden way
  during the journey between Quebec and Montreal, there must have been some
  official inquiry, and his luggage would have sufficed to have established his
  identity. Yet the Canadian police had been communicated with, and had
  returned a positive answer that no inquest had been held, or any body found,
  which could by any possibility be that of the young Englishman. The only
  alternative appeared to be that he had taken the first opportunity to break
  all the old ties, and had slipped away to the backwoods or to the States to
  commence life anew under an altered name. Why he should do this no one
  professed to know, but that he had done it appeared only too probable from
  the facts. Hence many a deep growl of righteous anger rose from the brawny
  smacksmen when Mary with her pale face and sorrow-sunken head passed along
  the quays on her way to her daily marketing; and it is more than likely that
  if the missing man had turned up in Brisport he might have met with some
  rough words or rougher usage, unless he could give some very good reason for
  his strange conduct. This popular view of the case never, however, occurred
  to the simple trusting heart of the lonely girl, and as the years rolled by
  her grief and her suspense were never for an instant tinged with a doubt as
  to the good faith of the missing man. From youth she grew into middle age,
  and from that into the autumn of her life, patient, long-suffering, and
  faithful, doing good as far as lay in her power, and waiting humbly until
  fate should restore either in this world or the next that which it had so
  mysteriously deprived her of.


  In the meantime neither the opinion held by the minority that John Huxford
  was dead, nor that of the majority, which pronounced him to be faithless,
  represented the true state of the case. Still alive, and of stainless honour,
  he had yet been singled out by fortune as her victim in one of those strange
  freaks which are of such rare occurrence, and so beyond the general
  experience, that they might be put by as incredible, had we not the most
  trustworthy evidence of their occasional possibility.


  Landing at Quebec, with his heart full of hope and courage, John selected
  a dingy room in a back street, where the terms were less exorbitant than
  elsewhere, and conveyed thither the two boxes which contained his worldly
  goods. After taking up his quarters there he had half a mind to change again,
  for the landlady and the fellow-lodgers were by no means to his taste; but
  the Montreal coach started within a day or two, and he consoled himself by
  the thought that the discomfort would only last for that short time. Having
  written home to Mary to announce his safe arrival, he employed himself in
  seeing as much of the town as was possible, walking about all day, and only
  returning to his room at night.


  It happened, however, that the house on which the unfortunate youth had
  pitched was one which was notorious for the character of its inmates. He had
  been directed to it by a pimp, who found regular employment in hanging about
  the docks and decoying new-comers to this den. The fellow’s specious manner
  and proffered civility had led the simple-hearted west-countryman into the
  toils, and though his instinct told him that he was in unsafe company, he
  refrained, unfortunately, from at once making his escape. He contented
  himself with staying out all day, and associating as little as possible with
  the other inmates. From the few words which he did let drop, however, the
  landlady gathered that he was a stranger without a single friend in the
  country to inquire after him should misfortune overtake him.


  The house had an evil reputation for the hocussing of sailors, which was
  done not only for the purpose of plundering them, but also to supply outgoing
  ships with crews, the men being carried on board insensible, and not coming
  to until the ship was well down the St. Lawrence. This trade caused the
  wretches who followed it to be experts in the use of stupefying drugs, and
  they determined to practise their arts upon their friendless lodger, so as to
  have an opportunity of ransacking his effects, and of seeing what it might be
  worth their while to purloin. During the day he invariably locked his door
  and carried off the key in his pocket, but if they could render him
  insensible for the night they could examine his boxes at their leisure, and
  deny afterwards that he had ever brought with him the articles which he
  missed. It happened, therefore, upon the eve of Huxford’s departure from
  Quebec, that he found, upon returning to his lodgings, that his landlady and
  her two ill-favoured sons, who assisted her in her trade, were waiting up for
  him over a bowl of punch, which they cordially invited him to share. It was a
  bitterly cold night, and the fragrant steam overpowered any suspicions which
  the young Englishman may have entertained, so he drained off a bumper, and
  then, retiring to his bedroom, threw himself upon his bed without undressing,
  and fell straight into a dreamless slumber, in which he still lay when the
  three conspirators crept into his chamber, and, having opened his boxes,
  began to investigate his effects.


  It may have been that the speedy action of the drug caused its effect to
  be evanescent, or, perhaps, that the strong constitution of the victim threw
  it off with unusual rapidity. Whatever the cause, it is certain that John
  Huxford suddenly came to himself, and found the foul trio squatted round
  their booty, which they were dividing into the two categories of what was of
  value and should be taken, and what was valueless and might therefore be
  left. With a bound he sprang out of bed, and seizing the fellow nearest him
  by the collar, he slung him through the open doorway. His brother rushed at
  him, but the young Devonshire man met him with such a facer that he dropped
  in a heap upon the ground. Unfortunately, the violence of the blow caused him
  to overbalance himself, and, tripping over his prostrate antagonist, he came
  down heavily upon his face. Before he could rise, the old hag sprang upon his
  back and clung to him, shrieking to her son to bring the poker. John managed
  to shake himself clear of them both, but before he could stand on his guard
  he was felled from behind by a crashing blow from an iron bar, which
  stretched him senseless upon the floor.


  “You’ve hit too hard, Joe,” said the old woman, looking down at the
  prostrate figure. “I heard the bone go. ”


  “If I hadn’t fetched him down he’d ha’ been too many for us,” said the
  young villain sulkily.


  “Still, you might ha’ done it without killing him, clumsy,” said his
  mother. She had had a large experience of such scenes, and knew the
  difference between a stunning blow and a fatal one.


  “He’s still breathing,” the other said, examining him; “the back o’ his
  head’s like a bag o’ dice though. The skull’s all splintered. He can’t last.
  What are we to do?”


  “He’ll never come to himself again,” the other brother remarked. “Sarve
  him right. Look at my face!Let’s see, mother; who’s in the house?”


  “Only four drunk sailors. ”


  “They wouldn’t turn out for any noise. It’s all quiet in the street. Let’s
  carry him down a bit, Joe, and leave him there. He can die there, and no one
  think the worse of us. ”


  “Take all the papers out of his pocket, then,” the mother suggested; “they
  might help the police to trace him. His watch, too, and his money—.L3
  odd; better than nothing. Now carry him softly and don’t slip. ”


  Kicking off their shoes, the two brothers carried the dying man down
  stairs and along the deserted street for a couple of hundred yards. There
  they laid him among the snow, where he was found by the night patrol, who
  carried him on a shutter to the hospital. He was duly examined by the
  resident surgeon, who bound up the wounded head, but gave it as his opinion
  that the man could not possibly live for more than twelve hours.


  Twelve hours passed, however, and yet another twelve, but John Huxford
  still struggled hard for his life. When at the end of three days he was found
  to be still breathing, the interest of the doctors became aroused at his
  extraordinary vitality, and they bled him, as the fashion was in those days,
  and surrounded his shattered head with icebags. It may have been on account
  of these measures, or it may have been in spite of them, but at the end of a
  week’s deep trance the nurse in charge was astonished to hear a gabbling
  noise, and to find the stranger sitting up upon the couch and staring about
  him with wistful, wondering eyes. The surgeons were summoned to behold the
  phenomenon, and warmly congratulated each other upon the success of their
  treatment.


  “You have been on the brink of the grave, my man,” said one of them,
  pressing the bandaged head back on to the pillow; “you must not excite
  yourself. What is your name?”


  No answer, save a wild stare.


  “Where do you come from?”


  Again no answer.


  “He is mad,” one suggested. “Or a foreigner,” said another. “There were no
  papers on him when he came in. His linen is marked ‘J. H. ‘Let us try him in
  French and German. ”


  They tested him with as many tongues as they could muster among them, but
  were compelled at last to give the matter over and to leave their silent
  patient, still staring up wild-eyed at the whitewashed hospital ceiling.


  For many weeks John lay in the hospital, and for many weeks efforts were
  made to gain some clue as to his antecedents, but in vain. He showed, as the
  time rolled by, not only by his demeanour, but also by the intelligence with
  which he began to pick up fragments of sentences, like a clever child
  learning to talk, that his mind was strong enough in the present, though it
  was a complete blank as to the past. The man’s memory of his whole life
  before the fatal blow was entirely and absolutely erased. He neither knew his
  name, his language, his home, his business, nor anything else. The doctors
  held learned consultations upon him, and discoursed upon the centre of memory
  and depressed tables, deranged nerve-cells and cerebral congestions, but all
  their polysyllables began and ended at the fact that the man’s memory was
  gone, and that it was beyond the power of science to restore it. During the
  weary months of his convalescence he picked up reading and writing, but with
  the return of his strength came no return of his former life. England,
  Devonshire, Brisport, Mary, Granny—the words brought no recollection to
  his mind. All was absolute darkness. At last he was discharged, a friendless,
  tradeless, penniless man, without a past, and with very little to look to in
  the future. His very name was altered, for it had been necessary to invent
  one. John Huxford had passed away, and John Hardy took his place among
  mankind. Here was a strange outcome of a Spanish gentleman’s tobacco-inspired
  meditations.


  John’s case had aroused some discussion and curiosity in Quebec, so that
  he was not suffered to drift into utter helplessness upon emerging from the
  hospital. A Scotch manufacturer named M’Kinlay found him a post as porter in
  his establishment, and for a long time he worked at seven dollars a week at
  the loading and unloading of vans. In the course of years it was noticed,
  however, that his memory, however defective as to the past, was extremely
  reliable and accurate when concerned with anything which had occurred since
  his accident. From the factory he was promoted into the counting-house, and
  the year 1835 found him a junior clerk at a salary of .L120 a year. Steadily
  and surely John Hardy fought his way upward from post to post, with his whole
  heart and mind devoted to the business. In 1840 he was third clerk, in 1845
  he was second, and in 1852 he became manager of the whole vast establishment,
  and second only to Mr. M’Kinlay himself.


  There were few who grudged John this rapid advancement, for it was
  obviously due to neither chance nor favouritism, but entirely to his
  marvellous powers of application and industry. From early morning until late
  in the night he laboured hard in the service of his employer, checking,
  overlooking, superintending, setting an example to all of cheerful devotion
  to duty. As he rose from one post to another his salary increased, but it
  caused no alteration in his mode of living, save that it enabled him to be
  more open-handed to the poor. He signalised his promotion to the managership
  by a donation of .L1000 to the hospital in which he had been treated a
  quarter of a century before. The remainder of his earnings he allowed to
  accumulate in the business, drawing a small sum quarterly for his sustenance,
  and still residing in the humble dwelling which he had occupied when he was a
  warehouse porter. In spite of his success he was a sad, silent, morose man,
  solitary in his habits, and possessed always of a vague undefined yearning, a
  dull feeling of dissatisfaction and of craving which never abandoned him.
  Often he would strive with his poor crippled brain to pierce the curtain
  which divided him from the past, and to solve the enigma of his youthful
  existence, but though he sat many a time by the fire until his head throbbed
  with his efforts, John Hardy could never recall the least glimpse of John
  Huxford’s history.


  On one occasion he had, in the interests of the firm, to journey to
  Quebec, and to visit the very cork factory which had tempted him to leave
  England. Strolling through the workroom with the foreman, John automatically,
  and without knowing what he was doing, picked up a square piece of the bark,
  and fashioned it with two or three deft cuts of his penknife into a smooth
  tapering cork. His companion picked it out of his hand and examined it with
  the eye of an expert. “This is not the first cork which you have cut by many
  a hundred, Mr. Hardy,” he remarked. “Indeed you are wrong,” John answered,
  smiling; “I never cut one before in my life.““Impossible!” cried the foreman.
  “Here’s another bit of cork. Try again. “John did his best to repeat the
  performance, but the brains of the manager interfered with the trained
  muscles of the corkcutter. The latter had not forgotten their cunning, but
  they needed to be left to themselves, and not directed by a mind which knew
  nothing of the matter. Instead of the smooth graceful shape, he could produce
  nothing but rough-hewn clumsy cylinders. “It must have been chance,” said the
  foreman, “but I could have sworn that it was the work of an old hand!”


  As the years passed John’s smooth English skin had warped and crinkled
  until he was as brown and as seamed as a walnut. His hair, too, after many
  years of iron-grey, had finally become as white as the winters of his adopted
  country. Yet he was a hale and upright old man, and when he at last retired
  from the manager-ship of the firm with which he had been so long connected,
  he bore the weight of his seventy years lightly and bravely. He was in the
  peculiar position himself of not knowing his own age, as it was impossible
  for him to do more than guess at how old he was at the time of his
  accident.


  The Franco-German War came round, and while the two great rivals were
  destroying each other, their more peaceful neighbours were quietly ousting
  them out of their markets and their commerce. Many English ports benefited by
  this condition of things, but none more than Brisport. It had long ceased to
  be a fishing village, but was now a large and prosperous town, with a great
  breakwater in place of the quay on which Mary had stood, and a frontage of
  terraces and grand hotels where all the grandees of the west country came
  when they were in need of a change. All these extensions had made Brisport
  the centre of a busy trade, and her ships found their way into every harbour
  in the world. Hence it was no wonder, especially in that very busy year of
  1870, that several Brisport vessels were lying in the river and alongside the
  wharves of Quebec.


  One day John Hardy, who found time hang a little on his hands since his
  retirement from business, strolled along by the water’s edge listening to the
  clanking of the steam winches, and watching the great barrels and cases as
  they were swung ashore and piled upon the wharf. He had observed the coming
  in of a great ocean steamer, and having waited until she was safely moored,
  he was turning away, when a few words fell upon his ear uttered by some one
  on board a little weather-beaten barque close by him. It was only some
  commonplace order that was bawled out, but the sound fell upon the old man’s
  ears with a strange mixture of disuse and familiarity. He stood by the vessel
  and heard the seamen at their work, all speaking with the same broad,
  pleasant jingling accent. Why did it send such a thrill through his nerves to
  listen to it? He sat down upon a coil of rope and pressed his hands to his
  temples, drinking in the long-forgotten dialect, and trying to piece together
  in his mind the thousand half-formed nebulous recollections which were
  surging up in it. Then he rose, and walking along to the stern he read the
  name of the ship, The Sunlight, Brisport. Brisport!Again that flush and
  tingle through every nerve. Why was that word and the men’s speech so
  familiar to him? He walked moodily home, and all night he lay tossing and
  sleepless, pursuing a shadowy something which was ever within his reach, and
  yet which ever evaded him.


  Early next morning he was up and down on the wharf listening to the talk
  of the west-country sailors. Every word they spoke seemed to him to revive
  his memory and bring him nearer to the light. From time to time they paused
  in their work, and seeing the white-haired stranger sitting so silently and
  attentively, they laughed at him and broke little jests upon him. And even
  these jests had a familiar sound to the exile, as they very well might,
  seeing that they were the same which he had heard in his youth, for no one
  ever makes a new joke in England. So he sat through the long day, bathing
  himself in the west-country speech, and waiting for the light to break.


  And it happened that when the sailors broke off for their mid-day meal,
  one of them, either out of curiosity or good nature, came over to the old
  watcher and greeted him. So John asked him to be seated on a log by his side,
  and began to put many questions to him about the country from which he came,
  and the town. All which the man answered glibly enough, for there is nothing
  in the world that a sailor loves to talk of so much as of his native place,
  for it pleases him to show that he is no mere wanderer, but that he has a
  home to receive him whenever he shall choose to settle down to a quiet life.
  So the seaman prattled away about the Town Hall and the Martello Tower, and
  the Esplanade, and Pitt Street and the High Street, until his companion
  suddenly shot out a long eager arm and caught him by the wrist. “Look here,
  man,” he said, in a low quick whisper. “Answer me truly as you hope for
  mercy. Are not the streets that run out of the High Street, Fox Street,
  Caroline Street, and George Street, in the order named? ““They are,” the
  sailor answered, shrinking away from the wild flashing eyes. And at that
  moment John’s memory came back to him, and he saw clear and distinct his life
  as it had been and as it should have been, with every minutest detail traced
  as in letters of fire. Too stricken to cry out, too stricken to weep, he
  could only hurry away homewards wildly and aimlessly; hurry as fast as his
  aged limbs would carry him, as if, poor soul! there were some chance yet of
  catching up the fifty years which had gone by. Staggering and tremulous he
  hastened on until a film seemed to gather over his eyes, and throwing his
  arms into the air with a great cry, “Oh, Mary, Mary!Oh, my lost, lost life!”
  he fell senseless upon the pavement.


  The storm of emotion which had passed through him, and the mental shock
  which he had undergone, would have sent many a man into a raging fever, but
  John was too strong-willed and too practical to allow his strength to be
  wasted at the very time when he needed it most. Within a few days he realised
  a portion of his property, and starting for New York, caught the first mail
  steamer to England. Day and night, night and day, he trod the quarter-deck,
  until the hardy sailors watched the old man with astonishment, and marvelled
  how any human being could do so much upon so little sleep. It was only by
  this unceasing exercise, by wearing down his vitality until fatigue brought
  lethargy, that he could prevent himself from falling into a very frenzy of
  despair. He hardly dared ask himself what was the object of this wild
  journey? What did he expect? Would Mary be still alive? She must be a very
  old woman. If he could but see her and mingle his tears with hers he would be
  content. Let her only know that it had been no fault of his, and that they
  had both been victims to the same cruel fate. The cottage was her own, and
  she had said that she would wait for him there until she heard from him. Poor
  lass, she had never reckoned on such a wait as this.


  At last the Irish lights were sighted and passed, Land’s End lay like a
  blue fog upon the water, and the great steamer ploughed its way along the
  bold Cornish coast until it dropped its anchor in Plymouth Bay. John hurried
  to the railway station, and within a few hours he found himself back once
  more in his native town, which he had quitted a poor corkcutter, half a
  century before.


  But was it the same town? Were it not for the name engraved all over the
  station and on the hotels, John might have found a difficulty in believing
  it. The broad, well-paved streets, with the tram lines laid down the centre,
  were very different from the narrow winding lanes which he could remember.
  The spot upon which the station had been built was now the very centre of the
  town, but in the old days it would have been far out in the fields. In every
  direction, lines of luxurious villas branched away in streets and crescents
  bearing names which were new to the exile. Great warehouses, and long rows of
  shops with glittering fronts, showed him how enormously Brisport had
  increased in wealth as well as in dimensions. It was only when he came upon
  the old High Street that John began to feel at home. It was much altered, but
  still it was recognisable, and some few of the buildings were just as he had
  left them. There was the place where Fairbairn’s cork works had been. It was
  now occupied by a great brand-new hotel. And there was the old grey Town
  Hall. The wanderer turned down beside it, and made his way with eager steps
  but a sinking heart in the direction of the line of cottages which he used to
  know so well.


  It was not difficult for him to find where they had been. The sea at least
  was as of old, and from it he could tell where the cottages had stood. But
  alas, where were they now!In their place an imposing crescent of high stone
  houses reared their tall front to the beach. John walked wearily down past
  their palatial entrances, feeling heart-sore and despairing, when suddenly a
  thrill shot through him, followed by a warm glow of excitement and of hope,
  for, standing a little back from the line, and looking as much out of place
  as a bumpkin in a ballroom, was an old whitewashed cottage, with wooden porch
  and walls bright with creeping plants. He rubbed his eyes and stared again,
  but there it stood with its diamond-paned windows and white muslin curtains,
  the very same down to the smallest details, as it had been on the day when he
  last saw it. Brown hair had become white, and fishing hamlets had changed
  into cities, but busy hands and a faithful heart had kept granny’s cottage
  unchanged and ready for the wanderer.


  And now, when he had reached his very haven of rest, John Huxford’s mind
  became more filled with apprehension than ever, and he came over so deadly
  sick, that he had to sit down upon one of the beach benches which faced the
  cottage. An old fisherman was perched at one end of it, smoking his black
  clay pipe, and he remarked upon the wan face and sad eyes of the
  stranger.


  “You have overtired yourself,” he said. “It doesn’t do for old chaps like
  you and me to forget our years. ”


  “I’m better now, thank you,” John answered. “Can you tell me, friend, how
  that one cottage came among all those fine houses?”


  “Why,” said the old fellow, thumping his crutch energetically upon the
  ground, “that cottage belongs to the most obstinate woman in all England.
  That woman, if you’ll believe me, has been offered the price of the cottage
  ten times over, and yet she won’t part with it. They have even promised to
  remove it stone by stone, and put it up on some more convenient place, and
  pay her a good round sum into the bargain, but, God bless you! she wouldn’t
  so much as hear of it. ”


  “And why was that?“asked John.


  “Well, that’s just the funny part of it. It’s all on account of a mistake.
  You see her spark went away when I was a youngster, and she’s got it into her
  head that he may come back some day, and that he won’t know where to go
  unless the cottage is there. Why, if the fellow were alive he would be as old
  as you, but I’ve no doubt he’s dead long ago. She’s well quit of him, for he
  must have been a scamp to abandon her as he did. ”


  “Oh, he abandoned her, did he?”


  “Yes—went off to the States, and never so much as sent a word to bid
  her good-bye. It was a cruel shame, it was, for the girl has been a-waiting
  and a-pining for him ever since. It’s my belief that it’s fifty years’
  weeping that blinded her. ”


  “She is blind!” cried John, half rising to his feet.


  “Worse than that,” said the fisherman. “She’s mortal ill, and not expected
  to live. Why, look ye, there’s the doctor’s carriage a-waiting at her door.
  ”


  At this evil tidings old John sprang up and hurried over to the cottage,
  where he met the physician returning to his brougham.


  “How is your patient, doctor?“he asked in a trembling voice.


  “Very bad, very bad,” said the man of medicine pompously. “If she
  continues to sink she will be in great danger; but if, on the other hand, she
  takes a turn, it is possible that she may recover,” with which oracular
  answer he drove away in a cloud of dust.


  John Huxford was still hesitating at the doorway, not knowing how to
  announce himself, or how far a shock might be dangerous to the sufferer, when
  a gentleman in black came bustling up.


  “Can you tell me, my man, if this is where the sick woman is?“he
  asked.


  John nodded, and the clergyman passed in, leaving the door half open. The
  wanderer waited until he had gone into the inner room, and then slipped into
  the front parlour, where he had spent so many happy hours. All was the same
  as ever, down to the smallest ornaments, for Mary had been in the habit
  whenever anything was broken of replacing it with a duplicate, so that there
  might be no change in the room. He stood irresolute, looking about him, until
  he heard a woman’s voice from the inner chamber, and stealing to the door he
  peeped in.


  The invalid was reclining upon a couch, propped up with pillows, and her
  face was turned full towards John as he looked round the door. He could have
  cried out as his eyes rested upon it, for there were Mary’s pale, plain,
  sweet homely features as smooth and as unchanged as though she were still the
  half child, half woman, whom he had pressed to his heart on the Brisport
  quay. Her calm, eventless, unselfish life had left none of those rude traces
  upon her countenance which are the outward emblems of internal conflict and
  an unquiet soul. A chaste melancholy had refined and softened her expression,
  and her loss of sight had been compensated for by that placidity which comes
  upon the faces of the blind. With her silvery hair peeping out beneath her
  snow-white cap, and a bright smile upon her sympathetic face, she was the old
  Mary improved and developed, with something ethereal and angelic
  superadded.


  “You will keep a tenant in the cottage,” she was saying to the clergyman,
  who sat with his back turned to the observer. “Choose some poor deserving
  folk in the parish who will be glad of a home free. And when he comes you
  will tell him that I have waited for him until I have been forced to go on,
  but that he will find me on the other side still faithful and true. There’s a
  little money too—only a few pounds—but I should like him to have
  it when he comes, for he may need it, and then you will tell the folk you put
  in to be kind to him, for he will be grieved, poor lad, and to tell him that
  I was cheerful and happy up to the end. Don’t let him know that I ever
  fretted, or he may fret too. ”


  Now John listened quietly to all this from behind the door, and more than
  once he had to put his hand to his throat, but when she had finished, and
  when he thought of her long, blameless, innocent life, and saw the dear face
  looking straight at him, and yet unable to see him, it became too much for
  his manhood, and he burst out into an irrepressible choking sob which shook
  his very frame. And then occurred a strange thing, for though he had spoken
  no word, the old woman stretched out her arms to him, and cried, “Oh, Johnny,
  Johnny!Oh dear, dear Johnny, you have come back to me again,” and before the
  parson could at all understand what had happened, those two faithful lovers
  were in each other’s arms, weeping over each other, and patting each other’s
  silvery heads, with their hearts so full of joy that it almost compensated
  for all that weary fifty years of waiting.


  It is hard to say how long they rejoiced together. It seemed a very short
  time to them and a very long one to the reverend gentleman, who was thinking
  at last of stealing away, when Mary recollected his presence and the courtesy
  which was due to him. “My heart is full of joy, sir,” she said; “it is God’s
  will that I should not see my Johnny, but I can call his image up as clear as
  if I had my eyes. Now stand up, John, and I will let the gentleman see how
  well I remember you. He is as tall, sir, as the second shelf, as straight as
  an arrow, his face brown, and his eyes bright and clear. His hair is well-
  nigh black, and his moustache the same—I shouldn’t wonder if he had
  whiskers as well by this time. Now, sir, don’t you think I can do without my
  sight? “The clergyman listened to her description, and looking at the
  battered, white-haired man before him, he hardly knew whether to laugh or to
  cry.


  But it all proved to be a laughing matter in the end, for, whether it was
  that her illness had taken some natural turn, or that John’s return had
  startled it away, it is certain that from that day Mary steadily improved
  until she was as well as ever. “No special license for me,” John had said
  sturdily. “It looks as if we were ashamed of what we are doing, as though we
  hadn’t the best right to be married of any two folk in the parish. “So the
  banns were put up accordingly, and three times it was announced that John
  Huxford, bachelor, was going to be united to Mary Howden, spinster, after
  which, no one objecting, they were duly married accordingly. “We may not have
  very long in this world,” said old John, “but at least we shall start fair
  and square in the next. ”


  John’s share in the Quebec business was sold out, and gave rise to a very
  interesting legal question as to whether, knowing that his name was Huxford,
  he could still sign that of Hardy, as was necessary for the completion of the
  business. It was decided, however, that on his producing two trustworthy
  witnesses to his identity all would be right, so the property was duly
  realised and produced a very handsome fortune. Part of this John devoted to
  building a pretty villa just outside Brisport, and the heart of the
  proprietor of Beach Terrace leaped within him when he learned that the
  cottage was at last to be abandoned, and that it would no longer break the
  symmetry and impair the effect of his row of aristocratic mansions.


  And there in their snug new home, sitting out on the lawn in the summer-
  time, and on either side of the fire in the winter, that worthy old couple
  continued for many years to live as innocently and as happily as two
  children. Those who knew them well say that there was never a shadow between
  them, and that the love which burned in their aged hearts was as high and as
  holy as that of any young couple who ever went to the altar. And through all
  the country round, if ever man or woman were in distress and fighting against
  hard times, they had only to go up to the villa to receive help, and that
  sympathy which is more precious than help. So when at last John and Mary fell
  asleep in their ripe old age, within a few hours of each other, they had all
  the poor and the needy and the friendless of the parish among their mourners,
  and in talking over the troubles which these two had faced so bravely, they
  learned that their own miseries also were but passing things, and that faith
  and truth can never miscarry, either in this existence or the next.
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  Mr. John Vansittart Smith, F.R.S. , of 147-A Gower Street, was a man whose
  energy of purpose and clearness of thought might have placed him in the very
  first rank of scientific observers. He was the victim, however, of a
  universal ambition which prompted him to aim at distinction in many subjects
  rather than preeminence in one.


  In his early days he had shown an aptitude for zoology and for botany
  which caused his friends to look upon him as a second Darwin, but when a
  professorship was almost within his reach he had suddenly discontinued his
  studies and turned his whole attention to chemistry. Here his researches upon
  the spectra of the metals had won him his fellowship in the Royal Society;
  but again he played the coquette with his subject, and after a year’s absence
  from the laboratory he joined the Oriental Society, and delivered a paper on
  the Hieroglyphic and Demotic inscriptions of El Kab, thus giving a crowning
  example both of the versatility and of the inconstancy of his talents.


  The most fickle of wooers, however, is apt to be caught at last, and so it
  was with John Vansittart Smith. The more he burrowed his way into Egyptology
  the more impressed he became by the vast field which it opened to the
  inquirer, and by the extreme importance of a subject which promised to throw
  a light upon the first germs of human civilisation and the origin of the
  greater part of our arts and sciences. So struck was Mr. Smith that he
  straightway married an Egyptological young lady who had written upon the
  sixth dynasty, and having thus secured a sound base of operations he set
  himself to collect materials for a work which should unite the research of
  Lepsius and the ingenuity of Champollion. The preparation of this magnum opus
  entailed many hurried visits to the magnificent Egyptian collections of the
  Louvre, upon the last of which, no longer ago than the middle of last
  October, he became involved in a most strange and noteworthy adventure.


  The trains had been slow and the Channel had been rough, so that the
  student arrived in Paris in a somewhat befogged and feverish condition. On
  reaching the Hotel de France, in the Rue Laffitte, he had thrown himself upon
  a sofa for a couple of hours, but finding that he was unable to sleep, he
  determined, in spite of his fatigue, to make his way to the Louvre, settle
  the point which he had come to decide, and take the evening train back to
  Dieppe. Having come to this conclusion, he donned his greatcoat, for it was a
  raw rainy day, and made his way across the Boulevard des Italiens and down
  the Avenue de l’Opera. Once in the Louvre he was on familiar ground, and he
  speedily made his way to the collection of papyri which it was his intention
  to consult.


  The warmest admirers of John Vansittart Smith could hardly claim for him
  that he was a handsome man. His high-beaked nose and prominent chin had
  something of the same acute and incisive character which distinguished his
  intellect. He held his head in a birdlike fashion, and birdlike, too, was the
  pecking motion with which, in conversation, he threw out his objections and
  retorts. As he stood, with the high collar of his greatcoat raised to his
  ears, he might have seen from the reflection in the glass-case before him
  that his appearance was a singular one. Yet it came upon him as a sudden jar
  when an English voice behind him exclaimed in very audible tones, “What a
  queer-looking mortal!”


  The student had a large amount of petty vanity in his composition which
  manifested itself by an ostentatious and overdone disregard of all personal
  considerations. He straightened his lips and looked rigidly at the roll of
  papyrus, while his heart filled with bitterness against the whole race of
  travelling Britons.


  “Yes,” said another voice, “he really is an extraordinary fellow. ”


  “Do you know,” said the first speaker, “one could almost believe that by
  the continual contemplation of mummies the chap has become half a mummy
  himself?”


  “He has certainly an Egyptian cast of countenance,” said the other.


  John Vansittart Smith spun round upon his heel with the intention of
  shaming his countrymen by a corrosive remark or two. To his surprise and
  relief, the two young fellows who had been conversing had their shoulders
  turned towards him, and were gazing at one of the Louvre attendants who was
  polishing some brass-work at the other side of the room.


  “Carter will be waiting for us at the Palais Royal,” said one tourist to
  the other, glancing at his watch, and they clattered away, leaving the
  student to his labours.


  “I wonder what these chatterers call an Egyptian cast of countenance,”
  thought John Vansittart Smith, and he moved his position slightly in order to
  catch a glimpse of the man’s face. He started as his eyes fell upon it. It
  was indeed the very face with which his studies had made him familiar. The
  regular statuesque features, broad brow, well-rounded chin, and dusky
  complexion were the exact counterpart of the innumerable statues,
  mummy-cases, and pictures which adorned the walls of the apartment.


  The thing was beyond all coincidence. The man must be an Egyptian.


  The national angularity of the shoulders and narrowness of the hips were
  alone sufficient to identify him.


  John Vansittart Smith shuffled towards the attendant with some intention
  of addressing him. He was not light of touch in conversation, and found it
  difficult to strike the happy mean between the brusqueness of the superior
  and the geniality of the equal. As he came nearer, the man presented his side
  face to him, but kept his gaze still bent upon his work. Vansittart Smith,
  fixing his eyes upon the fellow’s skin, was conscious of a sudden impression
  that there was something inhuman and preternatural about its appearance. Over
  the temple and cheek-bone it was as glazed and as shiny as varnished
  parchment. There was no suggestion of pores. One could not fancy a drop of
  moisture upon that arid surface. From brow to chin, however, it was
  cross-hatched by a million delicate wrinkles, which shot and interlaced as
  though Nature in some Maori mood had tried how wild and intricate a pattern
  she could devise.


  “Ou est la collection de Memphis?“asked the student, with the awkward air
  of a man who is devising a question merely for the purpose of opening a
  conversation.


  “C’est la,” replied the man brusquely, nodding his head at the other side
  of the room.


  “Vous etes un Egyptien, n’est-ce pas?“asked the Englishman.


  The attendant looked up and turned his strange dark eyes upon his
  questioner. They were vitreous, with a misty dry shininess, such as Smith had
  never seen in a human head before. As he gazed into them he saw some strong
  emotion gather in their depths, which rose and deepened until it broke into a
  look of something akin both to horror and to hatred.


  “Non, monsieur; je suis Fransais. “The man turned abruptly and bent low
  over his polishing. The student gazed at him for a moment in astonishment,
  and then turning to a chair in a retired corner behind one of the doors he
  proceeded to make notes of his researches among the papyri. His thoughts,
  however refused to return into their natural groove. They would run upon the
  enigmatical attendant with the sphinx-like face and the parchment skin.


  “Where have I seen such eyes?“said Vansittart Smith to himself. “There is
  something saurian about them, something reptilian. There’s the membrana
  nictitans of the snakes,” he mused, bethinking himself of his zoological
  studies. “It gives a shiny effect. But there was something more here. There
  was a sense of power, of wisdom—so I read them—and of weariness,
  utter weariness, and ineffable despair. It may be all imagination, but I
  never had so strong an impression. By Jove, I must have another look at
  them!” He rose and paced round the Egyptian rooms, but the man who had
  excited his curiosity had disappeared.


  The student sat down again in his quiet corner, and continued to work at
  his notes. He had gained the information which he required from the papyri,
  and it only remained to write it down while it was still fresh in his memory.
  For a time his pencil travelled rapidiy over the paper, but soon the lines
  became less level, the words more blurred, and finally the pencil tinkled
  down upon the floor, and the head of the student dropped heavily forward upon
  his chest.


  Tired out by his journey, he slept so soundly in his lonely post behind
  the door that neither the clanking civil guard, nor the footsteps of
  sightseers, nor even the loud hoarse bell which gives the signal for closing,
  were sufficient to arouse him.


  Twilight deepened into darkness, the bustle from the Rue de Rivoli waxed
  and then waned, distant Notre Dame clanged out the hour of midnight, and
  still the dark and lonely figure sat silently in the shadow. It was not until
  close upon one in the morning that, with a sudden gasp and an intaking of the
  breath, Vansittart Smith returned to consciousness. For a moment it flashed
  upon him that he had dropped asleep in his study-chair at home. The moon was
  shining fitfully through the unshuttered window, however, and, as his eye ran
  along the lines of mummies and the endless array of polished cases, he
  remembered clearly where he was and how he came there. The student was not a
  nervous man. He possessed that love of a novel situation which is peculiar to
  his race. Stretching out his cramped limbs, he looked at his watch, and burst
  into a chuckle as he observed the hour. The episode would make an admirable
  anecdote to be introduced into his next paper as a relief to the graver and
  heavier speculations. He was a little cold, but wide awake and much
  refreshed. It was no wonder that the guardians had overlooked him, for the
  door threw its heavy black shadow right across him.


  The complete silence was impressive. Neither outside nor inside was there
  a creak or a murmur. He was alone with the dead men of a dead civilisation.
  What though the outer city reeked of the garish nineteenth century!In all
  this chamber there was scarce an article, from the shrivelled ear of wheat to
  the pigment-box of the painter, which had not held its own against four
  thousand years. Here was the flotsam and jetsam washed up by the great ocean
  of time from that far-off empire. From stately Thebes, from lordly Luxor,
  from the great temples of Heliopolis, from a hundred rifled tombs, these
  relics had been brought. The student glanced round at the long silent figures
  who flickered vaguely up through the gloom, at the busy toilers who were now
  so restful, and he fell into a reverent and thoughtful mood. An unwonted
  sense of his own youth and insignificance came over him. Leaning back in his
  chair, he gazed dreamily down the long vista of rooms, all silvery with the
  moonshine, which extend through the whole wing of the widespread building.
  His eyes fell upon the yellow glare of a distant lamp.


  John Vansittart Smith sat up on his chair with his nerves all on edge. The
  light was advancing slowly towards him, pausing from time to time, and then
  coming jerkily onwards. The bearer moved noiselessly. In the utter silence
  there was no suspicion of the pat of a footfall. An idea of robbers entered
  the Englishman’s head. He snuggled up further into the corner. The light was
  two rooms off. Now it was in the next chamber, and still there was no sound.
  With something approaching to a thrill of fear the student observed a face,
  floating in the air as it were, behind the flare of the lamp. The figure was
  wrapped in shadow, but the light fell full upon the strange eager face. There
  was no mistaking the metallic glistening eyes and the cadaverous skin. It was
  the attendant with whom he had conversed.


  Vansittart Smith’s first impulse was to come forward and address him. A
  few words of explanation would set the matter clear, and lead doubtless to
  his being conducted to some side door from which he might make his way to his
  hotel. As the man entered the chamber, however, there was something so
  stealthy in his movements, and so furtive in his expression, that the
  Englishman altered his intention. This was clearly no ordinary official
  walking the rounds. The fellow wore felt-soled slippers, stepped with a
  rising chest, and glanced quickly from left to right, while his hurried
  gasping breathing thrilled the flame of his lamp. Vansittart Smith crouched
  silently back into the corner and watched him keenly, convinced that his
  errand was one of secret and probably sinister import.


  There was no hesitation in the other’s movements. He stepped lightly and
  swiftly across to one of the great cases, and, drawing a key from his pocket,
  he unlocked it. From the upper shelf he pulled down a mummy, which he bore
  away with him, and laid it with much care and solicitude upon the ground. By
  it he placed his lamp, and then squatting down beside it in Eastern fashion
  he began with long quivering fingers to undo the cerecloths and bandages
  which girt it round. As the crackling rolls of linen peeled off one after the
  other, a strong aromatic odour filled the chamber, and fragments of scented
  wood and of spices pattered down upon the marble floor.


  It was clear to John Vansittart Smith that this mummy had never been
  unswathed before. The operation interested him keenly. He thrilled all over
  with curiosity, and his birdlike head protruded further and further from
  behind the door. When, however, the last roll had been removed from the
  four-thousand-year-old head, it was all that he could do to stifle an outcry
  of amazement. First, a cascade of long, black, glossy tresses poured over the
  workman’s hands and arms. A second turn of the bandage revealed a low, white
  forehead, with a pair of delicately arched eyebrows. A third uncovered a pair
  of bright, deeply fringed eyes, and a straight, well-cut nose, while a fourth
  and last showed a sweet, full, sensitive mouth, and a beautifully curved
  chin. The whole face was one of extraordinary loveliness, save for the one
  blemish that in the centre of the forehead there was a single irregular,
  coffee-coloured splotch. It was a triumph of the embalmer’s art. Vansittart
  Smith’s eyes grew larger and larger as he gazed upon it, and he chirruped in
  his throat with satisfaction.


  Its effect upon the Egyptologist was as nothing, however, compared with
  that which it produced upon the strange attendant. He threw his hands up into
  the air, burst into a harsh clatter of words, and then, hurling himself down
  upon the ground beside the mummy, he threw his arms round her, and kissed her
  repeatedly upon the lips and brow. “Ma petite!” he groaned in French. “Ma
  pauvre petite!” His voice broke with emotion, and his innumerable wrinkles
  quivered and writhed, but the student observed in the lamplight that his
  shining eyes were still as dry and tearless as two beads of steel. For some
  minutes he lay, with a twitching face, crooning and moaning over the
  beautiful head. Then he broke into a sudden smile, said some words in an
  unknown tongue, and sprang to his feet with the vigorous air of one who has
  braced himself for an effort.


  In the centre of the room there was a large circular case which contained,
  as the student had frequently remarked, a magnificent collection of early
  Egyptian rings and precious stones. To this the attendant strode, and,
  unlocking it, he threw it open. On the ledge at the side he placed his lamp,
  and beside it a small earthenware jar which he had drawn from his pocket. He
  then took a handful of rings from the case, and with a most serious and
  anxious face he proceeded to smear each in turn with some liquid substance
  from the earthen pot, holding them to the light as he did so. He was clearly
  disappointed with the first lot, for he threw them petulantly back into the
  case, and drew out some more. One of these, a massive ring with a large
  crystal set in it, he seized and eagerly tested with the contents of the jar.
  Instantly he uttered a cry of joy, and threw out his arms in a wild gesture
  which upset the pot and sent the liquid streaming across the floor to the
  very feet of the Englishman. The attendant drew a red handkerchief from his
  bosom, and, mopping up the mess, he followed it into the corner, where in a
  moment he found himself face to face with his observer.


  “Excuse me,” said John Vansittart Smith, with all imaginable politeness;
  “I have been unfortunate enough to fall asleep behind this door. ”


  “And you have been watching me?“the other asked in English, with a most
  venomous look on his corpse-like face.


  The student was a man of veracity. “I confess,” said he, “that I have
  noticed your movements, and that they have aroused my curiosity and interest
  in the highest degree. ”


  The man drew a long flamboyant-bladed knife from his bosom. “You have had
  a very narrow escape,” he said; “had I seen you ten minutes ago, I should
  have driven this through your heart. As it is, if you touch me or interfere
  with me in any way you are a dead man. ”


  “I have no wish to interfere with you,” the student answered. “My presence
  here is entirely accidental. All I ask is that you will have the extreme
  kindness to show me out through some side door.“He spoke with great suavity,
  for the man was still pressing the tip of his dagger against the palm of his
  left hand, as though to assure himself of its sharpness, while his face
  preserved its malignant expression.


  “If I thought—” said he. “But no, perhaps it is as well. What is
  your name?”


  The Englishman gave it.


  “Vansittart Smith,” the other repeated. “Are you the same Vansittart Smith
  who gave a paper in London upon El Kab? I saw a report of it. Your knowledge
  of the subject is contemptible. ”


  “Sir!” cried the Egyptologist.


  “Yet it is superior to that of many who make even greater pretensions. The
  whole keystone of our old life in Egypt was not the inscriptions or monuments
  of which you make so much, but was our hermetic philosophy and mystic
  knowledge, of which you say little or nothing. ”


  “Our old life!” repeated the scholar, wide-eyed; and then suddenly, “Good
  God, look at the mummy’s face!”


  The strange man turned and flashed his light upon the dead woman, uttering
  a long doleful cry as he did so. The action of the air had already undone all
  the art of the embalmer. The skin had fallen away, the eyes had sunk inwards,
  the discoloured lips had writhed away from the yellow teeth, and the brown
  mark upon the forehead alone showed that it was indeed the same face which
  had shown such youth and beauty a few short minutes before.


  The man flapped his hands together in grief and horror. Then mastering
  himself by a strong effort he turned his hard eyes once more upon the
  Englishman.


  “It does not matter,” he said, in a shaking voice. “It does not really
  matter. I came here to-night with the fixed determination to do something. It
  is now done. All else is as nothing. I have found my quest. The old curse is
  broken. I can rejoin her. What matter about her inanimate shell so long as
  her spirit is awaiting me at the other side of the veil!”


  “These are wild words,” said Vansittart Smith. He was becoming more and
  more convinced that he had to do with a madman.


  “Time presses, and I must go,” continued the other. “The moment is at hand
  for which I have waited this weary time. But I must show you out first. Come
  with me. ”


  Taking up the lamp, he turned from the disordered chamber, and led the
  student swiftly through the long series of the Egyptian, Assyrian, and
  Persian apartments. At the end of the latter he pushed open a small door let
  into the wall and descended a winding stone stair. The Englishman felt the
  cold fresh air of the night upon his brow. There was a door opposite him
  which appeared to communicate with the street. To the right of this another
  door stood ajar, throwing a spurt of yellow light across the passage. “Come
  in here!” said the attendant shortly.


  Vansittart Smith hesitated. He had hoped that he had come to the end of
  his adventure. Yet his curiosity was strong within him. He could not leave
  the matter unsolved, so he followed his strange companion into the lighted
  chamber.


  It was a small room, such as is devoted to a concierge. A wood fire
  sparkled in the grate. At one side stood a truckle bed, and at the other a
  coarse wooden chair, with a round table in the centre, which bore the remains
  of a meal. As the visitor’s eye glanced round he could not but remark with an
  ever-recurring thrill that all the small details of the room were of the most
  quaint design and antique workmanship. The candlesticks, the vases upon the
  chimney-piece, the fire-irons, the ornaments upon the walls, were all such as
  he had been wont to associate with the remote past. The gnarled heavy-eyed
  man sat himself down upon the edge of the bed, and motioned his guest into
  the chair.


  “There may be design in this,” he said, still speaking excellent English.
  “It may be decreed that I should leave some account behind as a warning to
  all rash mortals who would set their wits up against workings of Nature. I
  leave it with you. Make such use as you will of it. I speak to you now with
  my feet upon the threshold of the other world.


  “I am, as you surmised, an Egyptian—not one of the down-trodden race
  of slaves who now inhabit the Delta of the Nile, but a survivor of that
  fiercer and harder people who tamed the Hebrew, drove the Ethiopian back into
  the southern deserts, and built those mighty works which have been the envy
  and the wonder of all after generations. It was in the reign of Tuthmosis,
  sixteen hundred years before the birth of Christ, that I first saw the light.
  You shrink away from me. Wait, and you will see that I am more to be pitied
  than to be feared.


  “My name was Sosra. My father had been the chief priest of Osiris in the
  great temple of Abaris, which stood in those days upon the Bubastic branch of
  the Nile. I was brought up in the temple and was trained in all those mystic
  arts which are spoken of in your own Bible. I was an apt pupil. Before I was
  sixteen I had learned all which the wisest priest could teach me. From that
  time on I studied Nature’s secrets for myself, and shared my knowledge with
  no man.


  “Of all the questions which attracted me there were none over which I
  laboured so long as over those which concern themselves with the nature of
  life. I probed deeply into the vital principle. The aim of medicine had been
  to drive away disease when it appeared. It seemed to me that a method might
  be devised which should so fortify the body as to prevent weakness or death
  from ever taking hold of it. It is useless that I should recount my
  researches. You would scarce comprehend them if I did. They were carried out
  partly upon animals, partly upon slaves, and partly on myself. Suffice it
  that their result was to furnish me with a substance which, when injected
  into the blood, would endow the body with strength to resist the effects of
  time, of violence, or of disease. It would not indeed confer immortality, but
  its potency would endure for many thousands of years. I used it upon a cat,
  and afterwards drugged the creature with the most deadly poisons. That cat is
  alive in Lower Egypt at the present moment. There was nothing of mystery or
  magic in the matter. It was simply a chemical discovery, which may well be
  made again.


  “Love of life runs high in the young. It seemed to me that I had broken
  away from all human care now that I had abolished pain and driven death to
  such a distance. With a light heart I poured the accursed stuff into my
  veins. Then I looked round for some one whom I could benefit. There was a
  young priest of Thoth, Parmes by name, who had won my goodwill by his earnest
  nature and his devotion to his studies. To him I whispered my secret, and at
  his request I injected him with my elixir. I should now, I reflected, never
  be without a companion of the same age as myself.


  “After this grand discovery I relaxed my studies to some extent, but
  Parmes continued his with redoubled energy. Every day I could see him working
  with his flasks and his distiller in the Temple of Thoth, but he said little
  to me as to the result of his labours. For my own part, I used to walk
  through the city and look around me with exultation as I reflected that all
  this was destined to pass away, and that only I should remain. The people
  would bow to me as they passed me, for the fame of my knowledge had gone
  abroad.


  “There was war at this time, and the Great King had sent down his soldiers
  to the eastern boundary to drive away the Hyksos. A Governor, too, was sent
  to Abaris, that he might hold it for the King. I had heard much of the beauty
  of the daughter of this Governor, but one day as I walked out with Parmes we
  met her, borne upon the shoulders of her slaves. I was struck with love as
  with lightning. My heart went out from me. I could have thrown myself beneath
  the feet of her bearers. This was my woman. Life without her was impossible.
  I swore by the head of Horus that she should be mine. I swore it to the
  Priest of Thoth. He turned away from me with a brow which was as black as
  midnight.


  “There is no need to tell you of our wooing. She came to love me even as I
  loved her. I learned that Parmes had seen her before I did, and had shown her
  that he too loved her, but I could smile at his passion, for I knew that her
  heart was mine. The white plague had come upon the city and many were
  stricken, but I laid my hands upon the sick and nursed them without fear or
  scathe. She marvelled at my daring. Then I told her my secret, and begged her
  that she would let me use my art upon her.


  “‘Your flower shall then be unwithered, Atma,’ I said. ‘Other things may
  pass away, but you and I, and our great love for each other, shall outlive
  the tomb of King Chefru. ’


  “But she was full of timid, maidenly objections. ‘Was it right? ‘ she
  asked, ‘was it not a thwarting of the will of the gods? If the great Osiris
  had wished that our years should be so long, would he not himself have
  brought it about? ’


  “With fond and loving words I overcame her doubts, and yet she hesitated.
  It was a great question, she said. She would think it over for this one
  night. In the morning I should know her resolution. Surely one night was not
  too much to ask. She wished to pray to Isis for help in her decision.


  “With a sinking heart and a sad foreboding of evil I left her with her
  tirewomen. In the morning, when the early sacrifice was over, I hurried to
  her house. A frightened slave met me upon the steps. Her mistress was ill,
  she said, very ill. In a frenzy I broke my way through the attendants, and
  rushed through hall and corridor to my Atma’s chamber. She lay upon her
  couch, her head high upon the pillow, with a pallid face and a glazed eye. On
  her forehead there blazed a single angry purple patch. I knew that hell-mark
  of old. It was the scar of the white plague, the sign-manual of death.


  “Why should I speak of that terrible time? For months I was mad, fevered,
  delirious, and yet I could not die. Never did an Arab thirst after the sweet
  wells as I longed after death. Could poison or steel have shortened the
  thread of my existence, I should soon have rejoined my love in the land with
  the narrow portal. I tried, but it was of no avail. The accursed influence
  was too strong upon me. One night as I lay upon my couch, weak and weary,
  Parmes, the priest of Thoth, came to my chamber. He stood in the circle of
  the lamplight, and he looked down upon me with eyes which were bright with a
  mad joy.


  “‘Why did you let the maiden die? ‘ he asked; ‘why did you not strengthen
  her as you strengthened me? ’


  “‘I was too late,’ I answered. ‘But I had forgot. You also loved her. You
  are my fellow in misfortune. Is it not terrible to think of the centuries
  which must pass ere we look upon her again? Fools, fools, that we were to
  take death to be our enemy!’


  “‘You may say that,’ he cried with a wild laugh; ‘the words come well from
  your lips. For me they have no meaning. ’


  “‘What mean you? ‘ I cried, raising myself upon my elbow. ‘Surely, friend,
  this grief has turned your brain. ‘His face was aflame with joy, and he
  writhed and shook like one who hath a devil.


  “‘Do you know whither I go? ‘ he asked.


  “‘Nay,’ I answered, ‘I cannot tell. ’


  “‘I go to her,’ said he. ‘She lies embalmed in the further tomb by the
  double palm-tree beyond the city wall. ’


  “‘Why do you go there? ‘ I asked.


  “‘To die!’ he shrieked, ‘to die!I am not bound by earthen fetters. ’


  “‘But the elixir is in your blood,’ I cried.


  “‘I can defy it,’ said he; ‘I have found a stronger principle which will
  destroy it. It is working in my veins at this moment, and in an hour I shall
  be a dead man. I shall join her, and you shall remain behind. ’


  “As I looked upon him I could see that he spoke words of truth. The light
  in his eye told me that he was indeed beyond the power of the elixir.


  “‘You will teach me!’ I cried.


  “‘Never!’ he answered.


  “‘I implore you, by the wisdom of Thoth, by the majesty of Anubis!’


  “‘It is useless,’ he said coldly.


  “‘Then I will find it out,’ I cried.


  “‘You cannot,’ he answered; ‘it came to me by chance. There is one
  ingredient which you can never get. Save that which is in the ring of Thoth,
  none will ever more be made.


  “‘In the ring of Thoth!’ I repeated; ‘where then is the ring of Thoth?
  ’


  “‘That also you shall never know,’ he answered. ‘You won her love.


  Who has won in the end? I leave you to your sordid earth life. My chains
  are broken. I must go!‘He turned upon his heel and fled from the chamber. In
  the morning came the news that the Priest of Thoth was dead.


  “My days after that were spent in study. I must find this subtle poison
  which was strong enough to undo the elixir. From early dawn to midnight I
  bent over the test-tube and the furnace. Above all, I collected the papyri
  and the chemical flasks of the Priest of Thoth. Alas! they taught me little.
  Here and there some hint or stray expression would raise hope in my bosom,
  but no good ever came of it. Still, month after month, I struggled on. When
  my heart grew faint I would make my way to the tomb by the palm-trees.


  There, standing by the dead casket from which the jewel had been rifled, I
  would feel her sweet presence, and would whisper to her that I would rejoin
  her if mortal wit could solve the riddle.


  “Parmes had said that his discovery was connected with the ring of Thoth.
  I had some remembrance of the trinket. It was a large and weighty circlet,
  made, not of gold, but of a rarer and heavier metal brought from the mines of
  Mount Harbal. Platinum, you call it. The ring had, I remembered, a hollow
  crystal set in it, in which some few drops of liquid might be stored. Now,
  the secret of Parmes could not have to do with the metal alone, for there
  were many rings of that metal in the Temple. Was it not more likely that he
  had stored his precious poison within the cavity of the crystal? I had scarce
  come to this conclusion before, in hunting through his papers, I came upon
  one which told me that it was indeed so, and that there was still some of the
  liquid unused.


  “But how to find the ring? It was not upon him when he was stripped for
  the embalmer. Of that I made sure. Neither was it among his private effects.
  In vain I searched every room that he had entered, every box, and vase, and
  chattel that he had owned. I sifted the very sand of the desert in the places
  where he had been wont to walk; but, do what I would, I could come upon no
  traces of the ring of Thoth. Yet it may be that my labours would have
  overcome all obstacles had it not been for a new and unlooked-for
  misfortune.


  “A great war had been waged against the Hyksos, and the Captains of the
  Great King had been cut off in the desert, with all their bowmen and
  horsemen. The shepherd tribes were upon us like the locusts in a dry year.
  From the wilderness of Shur to the great bitter lake there was blood by day
  and fire by night. Abaris was the bulwark of Egypt, but we could not keep the
  savages back. The city fell. The Governor and the soldiers were put to the
  sword, and I, with many more, was led away into captivity.


  “For years and years I tended cattle in the great plains by the Euphrates.
  My master died, and his son grew old, but I was still as far from death as
  ever. At last I escaped upon a swift camel, and made my way back to Egypt.
  The Hyksos had settled in the land which they had conquered, and their own
  King ruled over the country Abaris had been torn down, the city had been
  burned, and of the great Temple there was nothing left save an unsightly
  mound. Everywhere the tombs had been rifled and the monuments destroyed. Of
  my Atma’s grave no sign was left. It was buried in the sands of the desert,
  and the palm-trees which marked the spot had long disappeared. The papers of
  Parmes and the remains of the Temple of Thoth were either destroyed or
  scattered far and wide over the deserts of Syria. All search after them was
  vain.


  “From that time I gave up all hope of ever finding the ring or discovering
  the subtle drug. I set myself to live as patiently as might be until the
  effect of the elixir should wear away. How can you understand how terrible a
  thing time is, you who have experience only of the narrow course which lies
  between the cradle and the grave!I know it to my cost, I who have floated
  down the whole stream of history. I was old when Ilium fell. I was very old
  when Herodotus came to Memphis. I was bowed down with years when the new
  gospel came upon earth. Yet you see me much as other men are, with the cursed
  elixir still sweetening my blood, and guarding me against that which I would
  court. Now at last, at last I have come to the end of it!


  “I have travelled in all lands and I have dwelt with all nations. Every
  tongue is the same to me. I learned them all to help pass the weary time. I
  need not tell you how slowly they drifted by, the long dawn of modern
  civilisation, the dreary middle years, the dark times of barbarism. They are
  all behind me now, I have never looked with the eyes of love upon another
  woman. Atma knows that I have been constant to her.


  “It was my custom to read all that the scholars had to say upon Ancient
  Egypt. I have been in many positions, sometimes affluent, sometimes poor, but
  I have always found enough to enable me to buy the journals which deal with
  such matters. Some nine months ago I was in San Francisco, when I read an
  account of some discoveries made in the neighbourhood of Abaris. My heart
  leapt into my mouth as I read it. It said that the excavator had busied
  himself in exploring some tombs recently unearthed. In one there had been
  found an unopened mummy with an inscription upon the outer case setting forth
  that it contained the body of the daughter of the Governor of the city in the
  days of Tuthmosis. It added that on removing the outer case there had been
  exposed a large platinum ring set with a crystal, which had been laid upon
  the breast of the embalmed woman. This, then was where Parmes had hid the
  ring of Thoth. He might well say that it was safe, for no Egyptian would ever
  stain his soul by moving even the outer case of a buried friend.


  “That very night I set off from San Francisco, and in a few weeks I found
  myself once more at Abaris, if a few sand-heaps and crumbling walls may
  retain the name of the great city. I hurried to the Frenchmen who were
  digging there and asked them for the ring. They replied that both the ring
  and the mummy had been sent to the Boulak Museum at Cairo. To Boulak I went,
  but only to be told that Mariette Bey had claimed them and had shipped them
  to the Louvre. I followed them, and there at last, in the Egyptian chamber, I
  came, after close upon four thousand years, upon the remains of my Atma, and
  upon the ring for which I had sought so long.


  “But how was I to lay hands upon them? How was I to have them for my very
  own? It chanced that the office of attendant was vacant. I went to the
  Director. I convinced him that I knew much about Egypt. In my eagerness I
  said too much. He remarked that a Professor’s chair would suit me better than
  a seat in the Conciergerie. I knew more, he said, than he did. It was only by
  blundering, and letting him think that he had over-estimated my knowledge,
  that I prevailed upon him to let me move the few effects which I have
  retained into this chamber. It is my first and my last night here.


  “Such is my story, Mr. Vansittart Smith. I need not say more to a man of
  your perception. By a strange chance you have this night looked upon the face
  of the woman whom I loved in those far-off days. There were many rings with
  crystals in the case, and I had to test for the platinum to be sure of the
  one which I wanted. A glance at the crystal has shown me that the liquid is
  indeed within it, and that I shall at last be able to shake off that accursed
  health which has been worse to me than the foulest disease. I have nothing
  more to say to you. I have unburdened myself. You may tell my story or you
  may withhold it at your pleasure. The choice rests with you. I owe you some
  amends, for you have had a narrow escape of your life this night. I was a
  desperate man, and not to be baulked in my purpose. Had I seen you before the
  thing was done, I might have put it beyond your power to oppose me or to
  raise an alarm. This is the door. It leads into the Rue de Rivoli. Good
  night!”


  The Englishman glanced back. For a moment the lean figure of Sosra the
  Egyptian stood framed in the narrow doorway. The next the door had slammed,
  and the heavy rasping of a bolt broke on the silent night.


  It was on the second day after his return to London that Mr. John
  Vansittart Smith saw the following concise narrative in the Paris
  correspondence of the Times:—


  “Curious Occurrence in the Louvre.—Yesterday
  morning a strange discovery was made in the principal Egyptian Chamber. The
  ouvriers who are employed to clean out the rooms in the morning found one of
  the attendants lying dead upon the floor with his arms round one of the
  mummies. So close was his embrace that it was only with the utmost difficulty
  that they were separated. One of the cases containing valuable rings had been
  opened and rifled. The authorities are of opinion that the man was bearing
  away the mummy with some idea of selling it to a private collector, but that
  he was struck down in the very act by long-standing disease of the heart. It
  is said that he was a man of uncertain age and eccentric habits, without any
  living relations to mourn over his dramatic and untimely end. ”
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  Professor Ainslie Grey had not come down to breakfast at the usual hour.
  The presentation chiming-clock which stood between the terra-cotta busts of
  Claude Bernard and of John Hunter upon the dining-room mantelpiece had rung
  out the half-hour and the three-quarters. Now its golden hand was verging
  upon the nine, and yet there were no signs of the master of the house.


  It was an unprecedented occurrence. During the twelve years that she had
  kept house for him, his youngest sister had never known him a second behind
  his time. She sat now in front of the high silver coffee-pot, uncertain
  whether to order the gong to be resounded or to wait on in silence. Either
  course might be a mistake. Her brother was not a man who permitted
  mistakes.


  Miss Ainslie Grey was rather above the middle height, thin, with peering,
  puckered eyes, and the rounded shoulders which mark the bookish woman. Her
  face was long and spare, flecked with colour above the cheek-bones, with a
  reasonable, thoughtful forehead, and a dash of absolute obstinacy in her thin
  lips and prominent chin. Snow white cuffs and collar, with a plain dark
  dress, cut with almost Quaker-like simplicity, bespoke the primness of her
  taste. An ebony cross hung over her flattened chest. She sat very upright in
  her chair, listening with raised eyebrows, and swinging her eye-glasses
  backwards and forwards with a nervous gesture which was peculiar to her.


  Suddenly she gave a sharp, satisfied jerk of the head, and began to pour
  out the coffee. From outside there came the dull thudding sound of heavy feet
  upon thick carpet. The door swung open, and the Professor entered with a
  quick, nervous step. He nodded to his sister, and seating himself at the
  other side of the table, began to open the small pile of letters which lay
  beside his plate.


  Professor Ainslie Grey was at that time forty-three years of age—
  nearly twelve years older than his sister. His career had been a brilliant
  one. At Edinburgh, at Cambridge, and at Vienna he had laid the foundations of
  his great reputation, both in physiology and in zoology.


  His pamphlet, On the Mesoblastic Origin of Excitomotor Nerve Roots, had
  won him his fellowship of the Royal Society; and his researches, Upon the
  Nature of Bathybius, with some Remarks upon Lithococci, had been translated
  into at least three European languages. He had been referred to by one of the
  greatest living authorities as being the very type and embodiment of all that
  was best in modern science. No wonder, then, that when the commercial city of
  Birchespool decided to create a medical school, they were only too glad to
  confer the chair of physiology upon Mr. Ainslie Grey. They valued him the
  more from the conviction that their class was only one step in his upward
  journey, and that the first vacancy would remove him to some more illustrious
  seat of learning.


  In person he was not unlike his sister. The same eyes, the same contour,
  the same intellectual forehead. His lips, however, were firmer, and his long,
  thin, lower jaw was sharper and more decided. He ran his finger and thumb
  down it from time to time, as he glanced over his letters.


  “Those maids are very noisy,” he remarked, as a clack of tongues sounded
  in the distance.


  “It is Sarah,” said his sister; “I shall speak about it.”


  She had handed over his coffee-cup, and was sipping at her own, glancing
  furtively through her narrowed lids at the austere face of her brother.


  “The first great advance of the human race,” said the Professor, “was
  when, by the development of their left frontal convolutions, they attained
  the power of speech. Their second advance was when they learned to control
  that power. Woman has not yet attained the second stage.”


  He half closed his eyes as he spoke, and thrust his chin forward, but as
  he ceased he had a trick of suddenly opening both eyes very wide and staring
  sternly at his interlocutor.


  “I am not garrulous, John,” said his sister.


  “No, Ada; in many respects you approach the superior or male type.”


  The Professor bowed over his egg with the manner of one who utters a
  courtly compliment; but the lady pouted, and gave an impatient little shrug
  of her shoulders.


  “You were late this morning, John,” she remarked, after a pause.


  “Yes, Ada; I slept badly. Some little cerebral congestion, no doubt due to
  over-stimulation of the centers of thought. I have been a little disturbed in
  my mind.”


  His sister stared across at him in astonishment. The Professor’s mental
  processes had hitherto been as regular as his habits. Twelve years’ continual
  intercourse had taught her that he lived in a serene and rarefied atmosphere
  of scientific calm, high above the petty emotions which affect humbler
  minds.


  “You are surprised, Ada,” he remarked. “Well, I cannot wonder at it. I
  should have been surprised myself if I had been told that I was so sensitive
  to vascular influences. For, after all, all disturbances are vascular if you
  probe them deep enough. I am thinking of getting married.”


  “Not Mrs. O’James” cried Ada Grey, laying down her egg-spoon.


  “My dear, you have the feminine quality of receptivity very remarkably
  developed. Mrs. O’James is the lady in question.”


  “But you know so little of her. The Esdailes themselves know so little.
  She is really only an acquaintance, although she is staying at The Lindens.
  Would it not be wise to speak to Mrs. Esdaile first, John?”


  “I do not think, Ada, that Mrs. Esdaile is at all likely to say anything
  which would materially affect my course of action. I have given the matter
  due consideration. The scientific mind is slow at arriving at conclusions,
  but having once formed them, it is not prone to change. Matrimony is the
  natural condition of the human race. I have, as you know, been so engaged in
  academical and other work, that I have had no time to devote to merely
  personal questions. It is different now, and I see no valid reason why I
  should forego this opportunity of seeking a suitable helpmate.”


  “And you are engaged?”


  “Hardly that, Ada. I ventured yesterday to indicate to the lady that I was
  prepared to submit to the common lot of humanity. I shall wait upon her after
  my morning lecture, and learn how far my proposals meet with her
  acquiescence. But you frown, Ada!”


  His sister started, and made an effort to conceal her expression of
  annoyance. She even stammered out some few words of congratulation, but a
  vacant look had come into her brother’s eyes, and he was evidently not
  listening to her.


  “I am sure, John, that I wish you the happiness which you deserve. If I
  hesitated at all, it is because I know how much is at stake, and because the
  thing is so sudden, so unexpected.” Her thin white hand stole up to the black
  cross upon her bosom. “These are moments when we need guidance, John. If I
  could persuade you to turn to spiritual—”


  The Professor waved the suggestion away with a deprecating hand.


  “It is useless to reopen that question,” he said. “We cannot argue upon
  it. You assume more than I can grant. I am forced to dispute your premises.
  We have no common basis.”


  His sister sighed.


  “You have no faith,” she said.


  “I have faith in those great evolutionary forces which are leading the
  human race to some unknown but elevated goal.”


  “You believe in nothing.”


  “On the contrary, my dear Ada, I believe in the differentiation of
  protoplasm.”


  She shook her head sadly. It was the one subject upon which she ventured
  to dispute her brother’s infallibility.


  “This is rather beside the question,” remarked the Professor, folding up
  his napkin. “If I am not mistaken, there is some possibility of another
  matrimonial event occurring in the family. Eh, Ada? What!”


  His small eyes glittered with sly facetiousness as he shot a twinkle at
  his sister. She sat very stiff, and traced patterns upon the cloth with the
  sugar-tongs.


  “Dr. James M’Murdo O’Brien—“said the Professor, sonorously.


  “Don’t, John, don’t!” cried Miss Ainslie Grey.


  “Dr. James M’Murdo O’Brien,” continued her brother inexorably, “is a man
  who has already made his mark upon the science of the day. He is my first and
  my most distinguished pupil. I assure you, Ada, that his ‘Remarks upon the
  Bile-Pigments, with special reference to Urobilin,’ is likely to live as a
  classic. It is not too much to say that he has revolutionised our views about
  urobilin.”


  He paused, but his sister sat silent, with bent head and flushed cheeks.
  The little ebony cross rose and fell with her hurried breathings.


  “Dr. James M’Murdo O’Brien has, as you know, the offer of the
  physiological chair at Melbourne. He has been in Australia five years, and
  has a brilliant future before him. To-day he leaves us for Edinburgh, and in
  two months’ time, he goes out to take over his new duties. You know his
  feeling towards you. It, rests with you as to whether he goes out alone.
  Speaking for myself, I cannot imagine any higher mission for a woman of
  culture than to go through life in the company of a man who is capable of
  such a research as that which Dr. James M’Murdo O’Brien has brought to a
  successful conclusion.”


  “He has not spoken to me,” murmured the lady.


  “Ah, there are signs which are more subtle than speech,” said her brother,
  wagging his head. “But you are pale. Your vasomotor system is excited. Your
  arterioles have contracted. Let me entreat you to compose yourself. I think I
  hear the carriage. I fancy that you may have a visitor this morning, Ada. You
  will excuse me now.”


  With a quick glance at the clock he strode off into the hall, and within a
  few minutes he was rattling in his quiet, well-appointed brougham through the
  brick-lined streets of Birchespool.


  His lecture over, Professor Ainslie Grey paid a visit to his laboratory,
  where he adjusted several scientific instruments, made a note as to the
  progress of three separate infusions of bacteria, cut half-a-dozen sections
  with a microtome, and finally resolved the difficulties of seven different
  gentlemen, who were pursuing researches in as many separate lines of inquiry.
  Having thus conscientiously and methodically completed the routine of his
  duties, he returned to his carriage and ordered the coachman to drive him to
  The Lindens. His face as he drove was cold and impassive, but he drew his
  fingers from time to time down his prominent chin with a jerky, twitchy
  movement.


  The Lindens was an old-fashioned, ivy-clad house which had once been in
  the country, but was now caught in the long, red-brick feelers of the growing
  city. It still stood back from the road in the privacy of its own grounds. A
  winding path, lined with laurel bushes, led to the arched and porticoed
  entrance. To the right was a lawn, and at the far side, under the shadow of a
  hawthorn, a lady sat in a garden-chair with a book in her hands. At the click
  of the gate she started, and the Professor, catching sight of her, turned
  away from the door, and strode in her direction.


  “What! won’t you go in and see Mrs. Esdaile?” she asked, sweeping out from
  under the shadow of the hawthorn.


  She was a small woman, strongly feminine, from the rich coils of her
  light-coloured hair to the dainty garden slipper which peeped from under her
  cream-tinted dress. One tiny well-gloved hand was outstretched in greeting,
  while the other pressed a thick, green-covered volume against her side. Her
  decision and quick, tactful manner bespoke the mature woman of the world; but
  her upraised face had preserved a girlish and even infantile expression of
  innocence in its large, fearless, grey eyes, and sensitive, humorous mouth.
  Mrs. O’James was a widow, and she was two-and-thirty years of age; but
  neither fact could have been deduced from her appearance.


  “You will surely go in and see Mrs. Esdaile,” she repeated, glancing up at
  him with eyes which had in them something between a challenge and a
  caress.


  “I did not come to see Mrs. Esdaile,” he answered, with no relaxation of
  his cold and grave manner; “I came to see you.”


  “I am sure I should be highly honoured,” she said, with just the slightest
  little touch of brogue in her accent. “What are the students to do without
  their Professor?”


  “I have already completed my academic duties. Take my arm, and we shall
  walk in the sunshine. Surely we cannot wonder that Eastern people should have
  made a deity of the sun. It is the great beneficent force of Nature—
  man’s ally against cold, sterility, and all that is abhorrent to him. What
  were you reading?”


  “Hale’s Matter and Life.”


  The Professor raised his thick eyebrows.


  “Hale!” he said, and then again in a kind of whisper, “Hale!”


  “You differ from him?” she asked.


  “It is not I who differ from him. I am only a monad—a thing of no
  moment. The whole tendency of the highest plane of modern thought differs
  from him. He defends the indefensible. He is an excellent observer, but a
  feeble reasoner. I should not recommend you to found your conclusions upon
  Hale.”


  “I must read Nature’s Chronicle to counteract his pernicious influence,”
  said Mrs. O’James, with a soft, cooing laugh.


  Nature’s Chronicle was one of the many books in which Professor Ainslie
  Grey had enforced the negative doctrines of scientific agnosticism.


  “It is a faulty work,” said he; “I cannot recommend it. I would rather
  refer you to the standard writings of some of my older and more eloquent
  colleagues.”


  There was a pause in their talk as they paced up and down on the green,
  velvet-like lawn in the genial sunshine.


  “Have you thought at all,” he asked at last, “of the matter upon which I
  spoke to you last night?”


  She said nothing, but walked by his side with her eyes averted and her
  face aslant.


  “I would not hurry you unduly,” he continued. “I know that it is a matter
  which can scarcely be decided off-hand. In my own case, it cost me some
  thought before I ventured to make the suggestion. I am not an emotional man,
  but I am conscious in your presence of the great evolutionary instinct which
  makes either sex the complement of the other.”


  “You believe in love, then?” she asked, with a twinkling, upward
  glance.


  “I am forced to.”


  “And yet you can deny the soul?”


  “How far these questions are psychic and how far material is still sub
  judice,” said the Professor, with an air of toleration. “Protoplasm may prove
  to be the physical basis of love as well as of life.”


  “How inflexible you are!” she exclaimed; “you would draw love down to the
  level of physics.”


  “Or draw physics up to the level of love.”


  “Come, that is much better,” she cried, with her sympathetic laugh. “That
  is really very pretty, and puts science in quite a delightful light.”


  Her eyes sparkled, and she tossed her chin with the pretty, wilful air of
  a woman who is mistress of the situation.


  “I have reason to believe,” said the Professor, “that my position here
  will prove to be only a stepping-stone to some wider scene of scientific
  activity. Yet, even here, my chair brings me in some fifteen hundred pounds a
  year, which is supplemented by a few hundreds from my books. I should
  therefore be in a position to provide you with those comforts to which you
  are accustomed. So much for my pecuniary position. As to my constitution, it
  has always been sound. I have never suffered from any illness in my life,
  save fleeting attacks of cephalalgia, the result of too prolonged a
  stimulation of the centres of cerebration. My father and mother had no sign
  of any morbid diathesis, but I will not conceal from you that my grandfather
  was afflicted with podagra.”


  Mrs. O’James looked startled.


  “Is that very serious?” she asked.


  “It is gout,” said the Professor.


  “Oh, is that all? It sounded much worse than that.”


  “It is a grave taint, but I trust that I shall not be a victim to atavism.
  I have laid these facts before you because they are factors which cannot be
  overlooked in forming your decision. May I ask now whether you see your way
  to accepting my proposal?”


  He paused in his walk, and looked earnestly and expectantly down at
  her.


  A struggle was evidently going on in her mind. Her eyes were cast down,
  her little slipper tapped the lawn, and her fingers played nervously with her
  chatelain. Suddenly, with a sharp, quick gesture which had in it something of
  ABANDON and recklessness, she held out her hand to her companion.


  “I accept,” she said.


  They were standing under the shadow of the hawthorn. He stooped gravely
  down, and kissed her glove-covered fingers.


  “I trust that you may never have cause to regret your decision,” he
  said.


  “I trust that you never may,” she cried, with a heaving breast.


  There were tears in her eyes, and her lips twitched with some strong
  emotion.


  “Come into the sunshine again,” said he. “It is the great restorative.
  Your nerves are shaken. Some little congestion of the medulla and pons. It is
  always instructive to reduce psychic or emotional conditions to their
  physical equivalents. You feel that your anchor is still firm in a bottom of
  ascertained fact.”


  “But it is so dreadfully unromantic,” said Mrs. O’James, with her old
  twinkle.


  “Romance is the offspring of imagination and of ignorance. Where science
  throws her calm, clear light there is happily no room for romance.”


  “But is not love romance?” she asked.


  “Not at all. Love has been taken away from the poets, and has been brought
  within the domain of true science. It may prove to be one of the great cosmic
  elementary forces. When the atom of hydrogen draws the atom of chlorine
  towards it to form the perfected molecule of hydrochloric acid, the force
  which it exerts may be intrinsically similar to that which draws me to you.
  Attraction and repulsion appear to be the primary forces. This is
  attraction.”


  “And here is repulsion,” said Mrs. O’James, as a stout, florid lady came
  sweeping across the lawn in their direction. “So glad you have come out, Mrs.
  Esdaile! Here is Professor Grey.”


  “How do you do, Professor?” said the lady, with some little pomposity of
  manner. “You were very wise to stay out here on so lovely a day. Is it not
  heavenly?”


  “It is certainly very fine weather,” the Professor answered.


  “Listen to the wind sighing in the trees!” cried Mrs. Esdaile, holding up
  one finger. “it is Nature’s lullaby. Could you not imagine it, Professor
  Grey, to be the whisperings of angels?”


  “The idea had not occurred to me, madam.”


  “Ah, Professor, I have always the same complaint against you. A want of
  rapport with the deeper meanings of nature. Shall I say a want of
  imagination. You do not feel an emotional thrill at the singing of that
  thrush?”


  “I confess that I am not conscious of one, Mrs. Esdaile.”


  “Or at the delicate tint of that background of leaves? See the rich
  greens!”


  “Chlorophyll,” murmured the Professor.


  “Science is so hopelessly prosaic. It dissects and labels, and loses sight
  of the great things in its attention to the little ones. You have a poor
  opinion of woman’s intellect, Professor Grey. I think that I have heard you
  say so.”


  “It is a question of avoirdupois,” said the Professor, closing his eyes
  and shrugging his shoulders. “The female cerebrum averages two ounces less in
  weight than the male. No doubt there are exceptions. Nature is always
  elastic.”


  “But the heaviest thing is not always the strongest,” said Mrs. O’James,
  laughing. “Isn’t there a law of compensation in science? May we not hope to
  make up in quality for what we lack in quantity?”


  “I think not,” remarked the Professor, gravely. “But there is your
  luncheon-gong. No, thank you, Mrs. Esdaile, I cannot stay. My carriage is
  waiting. Good-bye. Good-bye, Mrs. O’James.”


  He raised his hat and stalked slowly away among the laurel bushes.


  “He has no taste,” said Mrs. Esdaile—“no eye for beauty.”


  “On the contrary,” Mrs. O’James answered, with a saucy little jerk of the
  chin. “He has just asked me to be his wife.”


  As Professor Ainslie Grey ascended the steps of his house, the hall-door
  opened and a dapper gentleman stepped briskly out. He was somewhat sallow in
  the face, with dark, beady eyes, and a short, black beard with an aggressive
  bristle. Thought and work had left their traces upon his face, but he moved
  with the brisk activity of a man who had not yet bade good-bye to his
  youth.


  “I’m in luck’s way,” he cried. “I wanted to see you.”


  “Then come back into the library,” said the Professor; “you must stay and
  have lunch with us.”


  The two men entered the hall, and the Professor led the way into his
  private sanctum. He motioned his companion into an arm-chair.


  “I trust that you have been successful, O’Brien,” said he. “I should be
  loath to exercise any undue pressure upon my sister Ada; but I have given her
  to understand that there is no one whom I should prefer for a brother-in-law
  to my most brilliant scholar, the author of Some Remarks upon the
  Bile-Pigments, with special reference to Urobilin.”


  “You are very kind, Professor Grey—you have always been very kind,”
  said the other. “I approached Miss Grey upon the subject; she did not say
  No.”


  “She said Yes, then?”


  “No; she proposed to leave the matter open until my return from Edinburgh.
  I go to-day, as you know, and I hope to commence my research to- morrow.”


  “On the comparative anatomy of the vermiform appendix, by James M’Murdo
  O’Brien,” said the Professor, sonorously. “It is a glorious subject—a
  subject which lies at the very root of evolutionary philosophy.”


  “Ah! she is the dearest girl,” cried O’Brien, with a sudden little spurt
  of Celtic enthusiasm—“she is the soul of truth and of honour.”


  “The vermiform appendix—” began the Professor.


  “She is an angel from heaven,” interrupted the other. “I fear that it is
  my advocacy of scientific freedom in religious thought which stands in my way
  with her.”


  “You must not truckle upon that point. You must be true to your
  convictions; let there be no compromise there.”


  “My reason is true to agnosticism, and yet I am conscious of a void
  —a vacuum. I had feelings at the old church at home between the scent
  of the incense and the roll of the organ, such as I have never experienced in
  the laboratory or the lecture-room.”


  “Sensuous-purely sensuous,” said the Professor, rubbing his chin. “Vague
  hereditary tendencies stirred into life by the stimulation of the nasal and
  auditory nerves.”


  “Maybe so, maybe so,” the younger man answered thoughtfully. “But this was
  not what I wished to speak to you about. Before I enter your family, your
  sister and you have a claim to know all that I can tell you about my career.
  Of my worldly prospects I have already spoken to you. There is only one point
  which I have omitted to mention. I am a widower.”


  The Professor raised his eyebrows.


  “This is news indeed,” said he.


  “I married shortly after my arrival in Australia. Miss Thurston was her
  name. I met her in society. It was a most unhappy match.”


  Some painful emotion possessed him. His quick, expressive features
  quivered, and his white hands tightened upon the arms of the chair. The
  Professor turned away towards the window.


  “You are the best judge,” he remarked “but I should not think that it was
  necessary to go into details.”


  “You have a right to know everything—you and Miss Grey. It is not a
  matter on which I can well speak to her direct. Poor Jinny was the best of
  women, but she was open to flattery, and liable to be misled by designing
  persons. She was untrue to me, Grey. It is a hard thing to say of the dead,
  but she was untrue to me. She fled to Auckland with a man whom she had known
  before her marriage. The brig which carried them foundered, and not a soul
  was saved.”


  “This is very painful, O’Brien,” said the Professor, with a deprecatory
  motion of his hand. “I cannot see, however, how it affects your relation to
  my sister.”


  “I have eased my conscience,” said O’Brien, rising from his chair; “I have
  told you all that there is to tell. I should not like the story to reach you
  through any lips but my own.”


  “You are right, O’Brien. Your action has been most honourable and
  considerate. But you are not to blame in the matter, save that perhaps you
  showed a little precipitancy in choosing a life-partner without due care and
  inquiry.”


  O’Brien drew his hand across his eyes.


  “Poor girl!” he cried. “God help me, I love her still! But I must go.”


  “You will lunch with us?”


  “No, Professor; I have my packing still to do. I have already bade Miss
  Grey adieu. In two months I shall see you again.”


  “You will probably find me a married man.”


  “Married!”


  “Yes, I have been thinking of it.”


  “My dear Professor, let me congratulate you with all my heart. I had no
  idea. Who is the lady?”


  “Mrs. O’James is her name—a widow of the same nationality as
  yourself. But to return to matters of importance, I should be very happy to
  see the proofs of your paper upon the vermiform appendix. I may be able to
  furnish you with material for a footnote or two.”


  “Your assistance will be invaluable to me,” said O’Brien, with enthusiasm,
  and the two men parted in the hall. The Professor walked back into the
  dining-room, where his sister was already seated at the luncheon-table.


  “I shall be married at the registrar’s,” he remarked; “I should strongly
  recommend you to do the same.”


  Professor Ainslie Grey was as good as his word. A fortnight’s cessation of
  his classes gave him an opportunity which was too good to let pass. Mrs.
  O’James was an orphan, without relations and almost without friends in the
  country. There was no obstacle in the way of a speedy wedding. They were
  married, accordingly, in the quietest manner possible, and went off to
  Cambridge together, where the Professor and his charming wife were present at
  several academic observances, and varied the routine of their honeymoon by
  incursions into biological laboratories and medical libraries. Scientific
  friends were loud in their congratulations, not only upon Mrs. Grey’s beauty,
  but upon the unusual quickness and intelligence which she displayed in
  discussing physiological questions. The Professor was himself astonished at
  the accuracy of her information. “You have a remarkable range of knowledge
  for a woman, Jeannette,” he remarked upon more than one occasion. He was even
  prepared to admit that her cerebrum might be of the normal weight.


  One foggy, drizzling morning they returned to Birchespool, for the next
  day would re-open the session, and Professor Ainslie Grey prided himself upon
  having never once in his life failed to appear in his lecture-room at the
  very stroke of the hour. Miss Ada Grey welcomed them with a constrained
  cordiality, and handed over the keys of office to the new mistress. Mrs. Grey
  pressed her warmly to remain, but she explained that she had already accepted
  an invitation which would engage her for some months. The same evening she
  departed for the south of England.


  A couple of days later the maid carried a card just after breakfast into
  the library where the Professor sat revising his morning lecture. It
  announced the re-arrival of Dr. James M’Murdo O’Brien. Their meeting was
  effusively genial on the part of the younger man, and coldly precise on that
  of his former teacher.


  “You see there have been changes,” said the Professor.


  “So I heard. Miss Grey told me in her letters, and I read the notice in
  the British Medical Journal. So it’s really married you are. How quickly and
  quietly you have managed it all!”


  “I am constitutionally averse to anything in the nature of show or
  ceremony. My wife is a sensible woman—I may even go the length of
  saying that, for a woman, she is abnormally sensible. She quite agreed with
  me in the course which I have adopted.”


  “And your research on Vallisneria?”


  “This matrimonial incident has interrupted it, but I have resumed my
  classes, and we shall soon be quite in harness again.”


  “I must see Miss Grey before I leave England. We have corresponded, and I
  think that all will be well. She must come out with me. I don’t think I could
  go without her.”


  The Professor shook his head.


  “Your nature is not so weak as you pretend,” he said. “Questions of this
  sort are, after all, quite subordinate to the great duties of life.”


  O’Brien smiled.


  “You would have me take out my Celtic soul and put in a Saxon one,” he
  said. “Either my brain is too small or my heart is too big. But when may I
  call and pay my respects to Mrs. Grey? Will she be at home this
  afternoon?”


  “She is at home now. Come into the morning-room. She will be glad to make
  your acquaintance.”


  They walked across the linoleum-paved hall. The Professor opened the door
  of the room, and walked in, followed by his friend. Mrs. Grey was sitting in
  a basket-chair by the window, light and fairy-like in a loose-flowing, pink
  morning-gown. Seeing a visitor, she rose and swept towards them. The
  Professor heard a dull thud behind him. O’Brien had fallen back into a chair,
  with his hand pressed tight to his side.


  “Jinny!” he gasped—“Jinny!”


  Mrs. Grey stopped dead in her advance, and stared at him with a face from
  which every expression had been struck out, save one of astonishment and
  horror. Then with a sharp intaking of the breath she reeled, and would have
  fallen had the Professor not thrown his long, nervous arm round her.


  “Try this sofa,” said he.


  She sank back among the cushions with the same white, cold, dead look upon
  her face. The Professor stood with his back to the empty fireplace and
  glanced from the one to the other.


  “So, O’Brien,” he said at last, “you have already made the acquaintance of
  my wife!”


  “Your wife, ” cried his friend hoarsely. “She is no wife of yours. God
  help me, she is MY wife.”


  The Professor stood rigidly upon the hearthrug. His long, thin fingers
  were intertwined, and his head sunk a little forward. His two companions had
  eyes only for each other.


  “Jinny!” said he.


  “James!”


  “How could you leave me so, Jinny? How could you have the heart to do it?
  I thought you were dead. I mourned for your death—ay, and you have made
  me mourn for you living. You have withered my life.”


  She made no answer, but lay back among her cushions with her eyes still
  fixed upon him.


  “Why do you not speak?”


  “Because you are right, James. I HAVE treated you cruelly—
  shamefully. But it is not as bad as you think.”


  “You fled with De Horta.”


  “No, I did not. At the last moment my better nature prevailed. He went
  alone. But I was ashamed to come back after what I had written to you. I
  could not face you. I took passage alone to England under a new name, and
  here I have lived ever since. It seemed to me that I was beginning life
  again. I knew that you thought I was drowned. Who could have dreamed that
  fate would throw us together again! When the Professor asked me—”


  She stopped and gave a gasp for breath.


  “You are faint,” said the Professor—“keep the head low; it aids the
  cerebral circulation.” He flattened down the cushion. “I am sorry to leave
  you, O’Brien; but I have my class duties to look to. Possibly I may find you
  here when I return.”


  With a grim and rigid face he strode out of the room. Not one of the three
  hundred students who listened to his lecture saw any change in his manner and
  appearance, or could have guessed that the austere gentleman in front of them
  had found out at last how hard it is to rise above one’s humanity. The
  lecture over, he performed his routine duties in the laboratory, and then
  drove back to his own house. He did not enter by the front door, but passed
  through the garden to the folding glass casement which led out of the
  morning-room. As he approached he heard his wife’s voice and O’Brien’s in
  loud and animated talk. He paused among the rose-bushes, uncertain whether to
  interrupt them or no. Nothing was further from his nature than play the
  eavesdropper; but as he stood, still hesitating, words fell upon his ear
  which struck him rigid and motionless.


  “You are still my wife, Jinny,” said O’Brien; “I forgive you from the
  bottom of my heart. I love you, and I have never ceased to love you, though
  you had forgotten me.”


  “No, James, my heart was always in Melbourne. I have always been yours. I
  thought that it was better for you that I should seem to be dead.”


  “You must choose between us now, Jinny. If you determine to remain here, I
  shall not open my lips. There shall be no scandal. If, on the other hand, you
  come with me, it’s little I care about the world’s opinion. Perhaps I am as
  much to blame as you. I thought too much of my work and too little of my
  wife.”


  The Professor heard the cooing, caressing laugh which he knew so well.


  “I shall go with you, James,” she said.


  “And the Professor——?”


  “The poor Professor! But he will not mind much, James; he has no
  heart.”


  “We must tell him our resolution.”


  “There is no need,” said Professor Ainslie Grey, stepping in through the
  open casement. “I have overheard the latter part of your conversation. I
  hesitated to interrupt you before you came to a conclusion.”


  O’Brien stretched out his hand and took that of the woman. They stood
  together with the sunshine on their faces. The Professor paused at the
  casement with his hands behind his back, and his long black shadow fell
  between them.


  “You have come to a wise decision,” said he. “Go back to Australia
  together, and let what has passed be blotted out of your lives.”


  “But you—you—“stammered O’Brien.


  The Professor waved his hand.


  “Never trouble about me,” he said.


  The woman gave a gasping cry.


  “What can I do or say?” she wailed. “How could I have foreseen this? I
  thought my old life was dead. But it has come back again, with all its hopes
  and its desires. What can I say to you, Ainslie? I have brought shame and
  disgrace upon a worthy man. I have blasted your life. How you must hate and
  loathe me! I wish to God that I had never been born!”


  “I neither hate nor loathe you, Jeannette,” said the Professor, quietly.
  “You are wrong in regretting your birth, for you have a worthy mission before
  you in aiding the life-work of a man who has shown himself capable of the
  highest order of scientific research. I cannot with justice blame you
  personally for what has occurred. How far the individual monad is to be held
  responsible for hereditary and engrained tendencies, is a question upon which
  science has not yet said her last word.”


  He stood with his finger-tips touching, and his body inclined as one who
  is gravely expounding a difficult and impersonal subject. O’Brien had stepped
  forward to say something, but the other’s attitude and manner froze the words
  upon his lips. Condolence or sympathy would be an impertinence to one who
  could so easily merge his private griefs in broad questions of abstract
  philosophy.


  “It is needless to prolong the situation,” the Professor continued, in the
  same measured tones. “My brougham stands at the door. I beg that you will use
  it as your own. Perhaps it would be as well that you should leave the town
  without unnecessary delay. Your things, Jeannette, shall be forwarded.”


  O’Brien hesitated with a hanging head.


  “I hardly dare offer you my hand,” he said.


  “On the contrary. I think that of the three of us you come best out of the
  affair. You have nothing to be ashamed of.”


  “Your sister—”


  “I shall see that the matter is put to her in its true light. Good-bye!
  Let me have a copy of your recent research. Good-bye, Jeannette!”


  “Good-bye!”


  Their hands met, and for one short moment their eyes also. It was only a
  glance, but for the first and last time the woman’s intuition cast a light
  for itself into the dark places of a strong man’s soul. She gave a little
  gasp, and her other hand rested for an instant, as white and as light as
  thistle-down, upon his shoulder.


  “James, James!” she cried. “Don’t you see that he is stricken to the
  heart?”


  He turned her quietly away from him.


  “I am not an emotional man,” he said. “I have my duties—my research
  on Vallisneria. The brougham is there. Your cloak is in the hall. Tell John
  where you wish to be driven. He will bring you anything you need. Now
  go.”


  His last two words were so sudden, so volcanic, in such contrast to his
  measured voice and mask-like face, that they swept the two away from him. He
  closed the door behind them and paced slowly up and down the room. Then he
  passed into the library and looked out over the wire blind. The carriage was
  rolling away. He caught a last glimpse of the woman who had been his wife. He
  saw the feminine droop of her head, and the curve of her beautiful
  throat.


  Under some foolish, aimless impulse, he took a few quick steps towards the
  door. Then he turned, and throwing himself into his study-chair he plunged
  back into his work.


  There was little scandal about this singular domestic incident. The
  Professor had few personal friends, and seldom went into society. His
  marriage had been so quiet that most of his colleagues had never ceased to
  regard him as a bachelor. Mrs. Esdaile and a few others might talk, but their
  field for gossip was limited, for they could only guess vaguely at the cause
  of this sudden separation.


  The Professor was as punctual as ever at his classes, and as zealous in
  directing the laboratory work of those who studied under him. His own private
  researches were pushed on with feverish energy. It was no uncommon thing for
  his servants, when they came down of a morning, to hear the shrill
  scratchings of his tireless pen, or to meet him on the staircase as he
  ascended, grey and silent, to his room. In vain his friends assured him that
  such a life must undermine his health. He lengthened his hours until day and
  night were one long, ceaseless task.


  Gradually under this discipline a change came over his appearance. His
  features, always inclined to gauntness, became even sharper and more
  pronounced. There were deep lines about his temples and across his brow. His
  cheek was sunken and his complexion bloodless. His knees gave under him when
  he walked; and once when passing out of his lecture-room he fell and had to
  be assisted to his carriage.


  This was just before the end of the session and soon after the holidays
  commenced the professors who still remained in Birchespool were shocked to
  hear that their brother of the chair of physiology had sunk so low that no
  hopes could be entertained of his recovery. Two eminent physicians had
  consulted over his case without being able to give a name to the affection
  from which he suffered. A steadily decreasing vitality appeared to be the
  only symptom—a bodily weakness which left the mind unclouded. He was
  much interested himself in his own case, and made notes of his subjective
  sensations as an aid to diagnosis. Of his approaching end he spoke in his
  usual unemotional and somewhat pedantic fashion. “It is the assertion,” he
  said, “of the liberty of the individual cell as opposed to the cell-commune.
  It is the dissolution of a co-operative society. The process is one of great
  interest.”


  And so one grey morning his co-operative society dissolved. Very quietly
  and softly he sank into his eternal sleep. His two physicians felt some
  slight embarrassment when called upon to fill in his certificate.


  “It is difficult to give it a name,” said one.


  “Very,” said the other.


  “If he were not such an unemotional man, I should have said that he had
  died from some sudden nervous shock—from, in fact, what the vulgar
  would call a broken heart.”


  “I don’t think poor Grey was that sort of a man at all.”


  “Let us call it cardiac, anyhow,” said the older physician.


  So they did so.
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  CHAPTER 1


  HOW THE WOMAN CAME TO KIRKBY-MALHOUSE


  Bleak and wind-swept is the little town of Kirkby-Malhouse, harsh and
  forbidding are the fells upon which it stands. It stretches in a single line
  of grey-stone, slate-roofed houses, dotted down the furze-clad slope of the
  rolling moor.


  In this lonely and secluded village, I, James Upperton, found myself in
  the summer of ‘85. Little as the hamlet had to offer, it contained that for
  which I yearned above all things—seclusion and freedom from all which
  might distract my mind from the high and weighty subjects which engaged it.
  But the inquisitiveness of my landlady made my lodgings undesirable and I
  determined to seek new quarters.


  As it chanced, I had in one of my rambles come upon an isolated dwelling
  in the very heart of these lonely moors, which I at once determined should be
  my own. It was a two-roomed cottage, which had once belonged to some
  shepherd, but had long been deserted, and was crumbling rapidly to ruin. In
  the winter floods, the Gaster Beck, which runs down Gaster Fell, where the
  little dwelling stood, had overswept its banks and torn away a part of the
  wall. The roof was in ill case, and the scattered slates lay thick amongst
  the grass. Yet the main shell of the house stood firm and true; and it was no
  great task for me to have all that was amiss set right.


  The two rooms I laid out in a widely different manner—my own tastes
  are of a Spartan turn, and the outer chamber was so planned as to accord with
  them. An oil-stove by Rippingille of Birmingham furnished me with the means
  of cooking; while two great bags, the one of flour, and the other of
  potatoes, made me independent of all supplies from without. In diet I had
  long been a Pythagorean, so that the scraggy, long-limbed sheep which browsed
  upon the wiry grass by the Gaster Beck had little to fear from their new
  companion. A nine-gallon cask of oil served me as a sideboard; while a square
  table, a deal chair and a truckle-bed completed the list of my domestic
  fittings. At the head of my couch hung two unpainted shelves—the lower
  for my dishes and cooking utensils, the upper for the few portraits which
  took me back to the little that was pleasant in the long, wearisome toiling
  for wealth and for pleasure which had marked the life I had left behind.


  If this dwelling-room of mine were plain even to squalor, its poverty was
  more than atoned for by the luxury of the chamber which was destined to serve
  me as my study. I had ever held that it was best for my mind to be surrounded
  by such objects as would be in harmony with the studies which occupied it,
  and that the loftiest and most ethereal conditions of thought are only
  possible amid surroundings which please the eye and gratify the senses. The
  room which I had set apart for my mystic studies was set forth in a style as
  gloomy and majestic as the thoughts and aspirations with which it was to
  harmonise. Both walls and ceilings were covered with a paper of the richest
  and glossiest black, on which was traced a lurid and arabesque pattern of
  dead gold. A black velvet curtain covered the single diamond-paned window;
  while a thick, yielding carpet of the same material prevented the sound of my
  own footfalls, as I paced backward and forward, from breaking the current of
  my thought. Along the cornices ran gold rods, from which depended six
  pictures, all of the sombre and imaginative caste, which chimed best with my
  fancy.


  And yet it was destined that ere ever I reached this quiet harbour I
  should learn that I was still one of humankind, and that it is an ill thing
  to strive to break the bond which binds us to our fellows. It was but two
  nights before the date I had fixed upon for my change of dwelling, when I was
  conscious of a bustle in the house beneath, with the bearing of heavy burdens
  up the creaking stair, and the harsh voice of my landlady, loud in welcome
  and protestations of joy. From time to time, amid the whirl of words, I could
  hear a gentle and softly modulated voice, which struck pleasantly upon my ear
  after the long weeks during which I had listened only to the rude dialect of
  the dalesmen. For an hour I could hear the dialogue beneath—the high
  voice and the low, with clatter of cup and clink of spoon, until at last a
  light, quick step passed my study door, and I knew that my new fellow-lodger
  had sought her room.


  On the morning after this incident I was up betimes, as is my wont; but I
  was surprised, on glancing from my window, to see that our new inmate was
  earlier still. She was walking down the narrow pathway, which zigzags over
  the fell—a tall woman, slender, her head sunk upon her breast, her arms
  filled with a ‘bristle of wild flowers, which she had gathered in her morning
  rambles. The white and pink of her dress, and the touch of deep red ribbon in
  her broad, drooping hat, formed a pleasant dash of colour against the
  dun-tinted landscape. She was some distance off when I first set eyes upon
  her, yet I knew that this wandering woman could be none other than our
  arrival of last night, for there was a grace and refinement in her bearing
  which marked her from the dwellers of the fells. Even as I watched she passed
  swiftly and lightly down the pathway, and turning through the wicket gate, at
  the farther end of our cottage garden, she seated herself upon the green bank
  which faced my window, and strewing her flowers in front of her, set herself
  to arrange them.


  As she sat there, with the rising sun at her back, and the glow of the
  morning spreading like an aureole around her stately and well-poised head, I
  could see that she was a woman of extraordinary personal beauty. Her face was
  Spanish rather than English in its type—oval, olive, with black,
  sparkling eyes, and a sweetly sensitive mouth. From under the broad straw hat
  two thick coils of blue-black hair curved down on either side of her
  graceful, queenly neck. I was surprised, as I watched her, to see that her
  shoes and skirt bore witness to a journey rather than to a mere morning
  ramble. Her light dress was stained, wet and bedraggled; while her boots were
  thick with the yellow soil of the fells. Her face, too, wore a weary
  expression, and her young beauty seemed to be clouded over by the shadow of
  inward trouble. Even as I watched her, she burst suddenly into wild weeping,
  and throwing down her bundle of flowers, ran swiftly into the house.


  Distrait as I was and weary of the ways of the world, I was conscious of a
  sudden pang of sympathy and grief as I looked upon the spasm of despair which
  seemed to convulse this strange and beautiful woman. I bent to my books, and
  yet my thoughts would ever turn to her proud, clear-cut face, her weather-
  stained dress, her drooping head, and the sorrow which lay in each line and
  feature of her pensive face.


  Mrs. Adams, my landlady, was wont to carry up my frugal breakfast; yet it
  was very rarely that I allowed her to break the current of my thoughts, or to
  draw my mind by her idle chatter from weightier things. This morning,
  however, for once, she found me in a listening mood, and with little
  prompting, proceeded to pour into my ears all that she knew of our beautiful
  visitor.


  “Miss Eva Cameron be her name, sir,” she said “but who she be, or where
  she came fra, I know little more than yoursel’. Maybe it was the same reason
  that brought her to Kirkby-Malhouse as fetched you there yoursel’, sir.”


  “Possibly,” said I, ignoring ‘the covert question; “but I should hardly
  have thought that Kirkby-Malhouse was a place which offered any great
  attractions to a young lady.”


  “Heh, sir!” she cried, “there’s the wonder of it. The leddy has just come
  fra France; and how her folk come to learn of me is just a wonder. A week
  ago, up comes a man to my door—a fine man, sir, and a gentleman, as one
  could see with half an eye. ‘You are Mrs. Adams,’ says he. ‘I engage your
  rooms for Miss Cameron,’ says he. She will be here in a week,’ says he; and
  then off without a word of terms. Last night there comes the young leddy
  hersel’—soft-spoken and downcast, with a touch of the French in her
  speech. But my sakes, sir I must away and mak’ her some tea, for she’ll feel
  lonesome-like, poor lamb, when she wakes under a strange roof.”
 


  CHAPTER 2


  HOW I WENT FORTH TO GASTER FELL


  I was still engaged upon my breakfast when I heard the clatter of dishes
  and the landlady’s footfall as she passed toward her new lodger’s room. An
  instant afterward she had rushed down the passage and burst in upon me with
  uplifted hand and startled eyes. “Lord ‘a mercy, sir!” she cried, “and asking
  your pardon for troubling you, but I’m feared o’ the young leddy, sir; she is
  not in her room.”


  “Why, there she is,” said I, standing up and glancing through the
  casement. “She has gone back for the flowers she left upon the bank.”


  “Oh, sir, see her boots and her dress!” cried the landlady wildly. “I wish
  her mother was here, sir—I do. Where she has been is more than I ken,
  but her bed has not been lain on this night.”


  “She has felt restless, doubtless, and went for a walk, though the hour
  was certainly a strange one.”


  Mrs. Adams pursed her lip and shook her head. But then as she stood at the
  casement, the girl beneath looked smilingly up aeher and beckoned to her with
  a merry gesture to open the window.


  “Have you my tea there?” she asked in a rich, clear voice, with a touch of
  the mincing French accent. “It is in your room, miss.”


  “Look at my boots, Mrs. Adams!” she cried, thrusting them out from under
  her skirt. “These fells of yours are dreadful places—_effroyable_
  —one inch, two inch; never have I seen such mud! My dress, too—
  _voila_!”


  “Eh, miss, but you are in a pickle,” cried the landlady, as she gazed down
  at the bedraggled gown. “But you must be main weary and heavy for sleep.”


  “No, no,” she answered laughingly, “I care not for sleep. What is sleep?
  it is a little death—_voila tout_. But for me to walk, to run, to
  breathe the air—that is to live. I was not tired, and so all night I
  have explored these fells of Yorkshire.”


  “Lord ‘a mercy, miss, and where did you go?” asked Mrs. Adams.


  She waved her hand round in a sweeping gesture which included the whole
  western horizon. “There,” she cried. “O comme elles sont tristes et sauvages,
  ces collines! But I have flowers here. You will give me ‘water, will you not?
  They will wither else.” She gathered her treasures in her lap, and a moment
  later we heard her light, springy footfall upon the stair.


  So she had been out all night, this strange woman. What motive could have
  taken her from her snug room on to the bleak, wind-swept hills? Could it be
  merely the restlessness, the love of adventure of a young girl? Or was there,
  possibly, some deeper meaning in this nocturnal journey?


  Deep as were the mysteries which my studies had taught me to solve, here
  was a human problem which for the moment at least was beyond my
  comprehension. I had walked out on the moor in the forenoon, and on my
  return, as I topped the brow that overlooks the little town, I saw my
  fellow-lodger some little distance off amongst the gorse. She had raised a
  light easel in front of her, and, with papered board laid across it, was
  preparing to paint the magnificent landscape of rock and moor which stretched
  away in front of her. As I watched her I saw that she was looking anxiously
  to right and left. Close by me a pool of water had formed in a hollow.
  Dipping the cup of my pocket-flask into it, I carried it across to her.


  “Miss Cameron, I believe,” said I. “I am your fellow-lodger. Upperton is
  my name. We must introduce ourselves in these wilds if we are not to be for
  ever strangers.”


  “Oh, then, you live also with Mrs. Adams!” she cried. “I had thought that
  there were none but peasants in this strange place.”


  “I am a visitor, like yourself,” I answered. “I am a student, and have
  come for quiet and repose, which my studies demand.”


  “Quiet, indeed!” said she, glancing round at the vast circle of silent
  moors, with the one tiny line of grey cottages which sloped down beneath
  us.


  “And yet not quiet enough,” I answered, laughing, “for I have been forced
  to move farther into the fells for the absolute peace which I require.”


  “Have you, then, built a house upon the fells?” she asked, arching her
  eyebrows.


  “I have, and hope, within a few days, to occupy it.”


  “Ah, but that is triste,” she cried. “And where is it, then, this house
  which you have built?”


  “It is over yonder,” I answered. “See that stream which lies like a silver
  band upon the distant moor? It is the Gaster Beck, and it runs through Gaster
  Fell.”


  She started, and turned upon me her great, dark, questioning eyes with a
  look in which surprise, incredulity, and something akin to horror seemed to
  be struggling for mastery.


  “And you will live on the Gaster Fell?” she cried.


  “So I have planned. But what do you know of Gaster Fell, Miss Cameron?” I
  asked. “I had thought that you were a stranger in these parts.”


  “Indeed, I have never been here before,” she answered. “But I have heard
  my brother talk of these Yorkshire moors; and, if I mistake not, I have heard
  him name this very one as the wildest and most savage of them all.”


  “Very likely,” said I carelessly. “It is indeed a dreary place.”


  “Then why live there?” she cried eagerly. “Consider the loneliness, the
  barrenness, the want of all comfort and of all aid, should aid be
  needed.”


  “Aid! What aid should be needed on Gaster Fell?”


  She looked down and shrugged her shoulders. “Sickness may come in all
  places,” said she. “If I were a man I do not think I would live alone on
  Gaster Fell.”


  “I have braved worse dangers than that,” said I, laughing; “but I fear
  that your picture will be spoiled, for the clouds are banking up, and already
  I feel a few raindrops.”


  Indeed, it was high time we were on our way to shelter, for even as I
  spoke there came the sudden, steady swish of the shower. Laughing merrily, my
  companion threw her light shawl over her head, and, seizing picture and
  easel, ran with the lithe grace of a young fawn down the furze-clad slope,
  while I followed after with camp-stool and paint-box.


  * * * * *


  It was the eve of my departure from Kirkby-Malhouse that we sat upon the
  green bank in the garden, she with dark, dreamy eyes looking sadly ogt over
  the sombre fells; while I, with a book upon my knee, glanced covertly at her
  lovely profile and marvelled to myself how twenty years of life could have
  stamped so sad and wistful an expression upon it.


  “You have read much,” I remarked at last. “Women have opportunities now
  such as their mothers never knew. Have you ever thought of going further
  —or seeking a course of college or even a learned profession?”


  She smiled wearily at the thought.


  “I have no aim, no ambition,” she said. “My future is black—
  confused—a chaos. My life is like to one of these paths upon the fells.
  You have seen them, Monsieur Upperton. They are smooth and straight and clear
  where they begin; but soon they wind to left and wind to right, and so mid
  rocks and crags until they lose themselves in some quagmire. At Brussels my
  path was straight; but now, mon Dieu! who is there can tell me where it
  leads?”


  “It might take no prophet to do that, Miss Cameron,” quoth I, with the
  fatherly manner which two-score years may show toward one. “If I may read
  your life, I would venture to say that you were destined to fulfil the lot of
  women—to make some good man happy, and to shed around, in some wider
  circle, the pleasure which your society has given me since first I knew
  you.”


  “I will never marry,” said she, with a sharp decision, which surprised and
  somewhat amused me.


  “Not marry—and why?”


  A strange look passed over her sensitive features, and she plucked
  nervously at the grass on the bank beside her.


  “I dare not,” said she in a voice that quivered with emotion.


  “Dare not?”


  “It is not for me. I have other things to do. That path of which I spoke
  is one which I must tread alone.”


  “But this is morbid,” said I. “Why should your lot, Miss Cameron, be
  separated from that of my own sisters, or the thousand other young ladies
  whom every season brings out into the world? But perhaps it is that you have
  a fear and distrust of mankind. Marriage brings a risk as well as a
  happiness.”


  “The risk would be with the man who married me,” she cried. And then in an
  instant, as though she had said too much, she sprang to her feet and drew her
  mantle round her. “The night air is chill, Mr. Upperton,” said she, and so
  swept swiftly away, laving me to muse over the strange words which had fallen
  from her lips. Clearly, it was time that I should go. I set my teeth and
  vowed that another day should not have passed before I should have snapped
  this newly formed tie and sought the lonely retreat which awaited me upon the
  moors. Breakfast was hardly over in the morning before a peasant dragged up
  to the door the rude handcart which was to convey my few personal belongings
  to my new dwelling. My fellow-lodger had kept her room; and, steeled as my
  mind was against her influence, I was yet conscious of a little throb of
  disappointment that she should allow me to depart without a word of farewell.
  My hand-cart with its load of books had already started, and I, having shaken
  hands with Mrs. Adams, was about to follow it, when there was a quick scurry
  of feet on the stair, and there she was beside me all panting with her own
  haste.


  “Then you go—you really go?” said she.


  “My studies call me.”


  “And to Gaster Fell?” she asked.


  “Yes; to the cottage which I have built there.”


  “And you will live alone there?”


  “With my hundred companions who lie in that cart.”


  “Ah, books!” she cried, with a pretty shrug of her graceful shoulders.
  “But you will make me a promise?”


  “What is it?” I asked, in surprise.


  “It is a small thing. You will not refuse me?”


  “You have but to ask it.”


  She bent forward her beautiful face with an expression of the most intense
  earnestness. “You will bolt your door at night?” said she; and was gone ere I
  could say a word in answer to her extraordinary request.


  It was a strange thing for me to find myself at last duly installed in my
  lonely dwelling. For me, now, the horizon was bounded by the barren circle of
  wiry, unprofitable grass, patched over with furze bushes and scarred by the
  profusion of Nature’s gaunt and granite ribs. A duller, wearier waste I have
  never seen; but its dullness was its very charm.


  And yet the very first night which I spent at Gaster Fell there came a
  strange incident to lead my thoughts back once more to the world which I had
  left behind me.


  It had been a sullen and sultry evening, with great, livid cloud-banks
  mustering in the west. As the night wore on, the air within my little cabin
  became closer and more oppressive. A weight seemed to rest upon my brow and
  my chest. From far away the low rumble of thunder came moaning over the moor.
  Unable to sleep, I dressed, and standing at my cottage door, looked on the
  black solitude which surrounded me.


  Taking the narrow sheep path which ran by this stream, I strolled along it
  for some hundred yards, and had turned to retrace my steps, when the moon was
  finally buried beneath an ink-black cloud, and the darkness deepened so
  suddenly that I could see neither the path at my feet, the stream upon my
  right, nor the rocks upon my left. I was standing groping about in the thick
  gloom, when there came a crash of thunder with a flash of lightning which
  lighted up the whole, vast fell, so that every bush and rock stood out clear
  and hard in the vivid light. It was but for an instant, and yet that
  momentary view struck a thrill of fear and astonishment through me, for in my
  very path, not twenty yards before me, there stood a woman, the livid light
  beating upon her face and showing up every detail of her dress and
  features.


  There was no mistaking those dark eyes, that tall, graceful figure. It was
  she—Eva Cameron, the woman whom I thought I had for ever left. For an
  instant I stood petrified, marvelling whether this could indeed be she, or
  whether it was some figment conjured up by my excited brain. Then I ran
  swiftly forward in the direction where I had seen her, calling loudly upon
  her, but without reply. Again I called, and again no answer came back, save
  the melancholy wail of the owl. A second flash illuminated the landscape, and
  the moon burst out from behind its cloud. But I could not, though I climbed
  upon a knoll which overlooked the whole moor, see any sign of this strange,
  midnight wanderer. For an hour or more I traversed the fell, and at last
  found myself back at my little cabin, still uncertain as to whether it had
  been a woman or a shadow upon which I gazed.
 


  CHAPTER 3


  OF THE GREY COTTAGE IN THE GLEN


  It was either on the fourth or the fifth day after I had taken possession
  of my cottage that I was astonished to hear footsteps upon the grass outside,
  quickly followed by a crack, as from a stick upon the door. The explosion of
  an infernal machine would hardly have surprised or discomfited me more. I had
  hoped to have shaken off all intrusion for ever yet here was somebody beating
  at my door with as little ceremony as if it had been a village ale-house. Hot
  with anger, I flung down my book and withdrew the bolt just as my visitor had
  raised his stick to renew his rough application for admittance. He was a
  tall, powerful man, tawny-bearded and deep-chested, clad in a loose-fitting
  suit of tweed, cut for comfort rather than elegance. As he stood in the
  shimmering sunlight, I took in every feature of his face. The large, fleshy
  nose; the steady, blue eyes, with their thick thatch of overhanging brows;
  the broad forehead, all knitted and lined with furrows which were strangely
  at variance with his youthful bearing. In spite of his weather-stained felt
  hat, and the coloured handkerchief slung round his muscular brown neck, I
  could see at a glance he was a man of breeding and education. I had been
  prepared for some wandering shepherd or uncouth tramp, but this apparition
  fairly disconcerted me.


  “You look astonished,” said he, with a smile. “Did you think, then, that
  you were the only man in the world with a taste for solitude? You see that
  there are other hermits in the wilderness besides yourself.”


  “Do you mean to say that you live here?” I asked in no conciliatory
  voice.


  “Up yonder,” he answered, tossing his head backward. “I thought as we were
  neighbours, Mr. Upperton, that I could not do less than look in and see if I
  could assist you in any way.”


  “Thank you,” I said coldly, standing with my hand upon the latch of the
  door. “I am a man of simple tastes, and you can do nothing for me. You have
  the advantage of me in knowing my name.”


  He appeared to be chilled by my ungracious manner. “I learned it from the
  masons who were at work here,” he said. “As for me, I am a surgeon, the
  surgeon of Gaster Fell. That is the name I have gone by in these parts, and
  it serves as well as another.”


  “Not much room for practice here?” I observed. “Not a soul except yourself
  for miles on either side.”


  “You appear to have had need of some assistance yourself,” I remarked,
  glancing at a broad, white splash, as from the recent action of some powerful
  acid, upon his sunburnt cheek.


  “That is nothing,” he answered, curtly, turning his face half round to
  hide the mark. “I must get back, for I have a companion who is waiting for
  me. If I can ever do anything for you, pray let me know. You have only to
  follow the beck upward for a mile or so to find my place. Have you a bolt on
  the inside of your door?”


  “Yes,” I answered, rather startled at this question.


  “Keep it bolted, then,” he said. “The fell is a strange place. You never
  know who may be about. It is as well to be on the safe side. Good-bye.”


  He raised his hat, turned on his heel and lounged away along the bank of
  the little stream.


  I was still standing with my hand upon the latch, gazing after my
  unexpected visitor, when I became aware of yet another dweller in the
  wilderness. Some distance along the path which the stranger was taking there
  lay a great, grey boulder, and leaning against this was a small, wizened man,
  who stood erect as the other approached, and advanced to meet him. The two
  talked for a minute or more, the taller man nodding his head frequently in my
  direction, as though describing what had passed between us. Then they walked
  on together, and disappeared in a dip of the fell. Presently I saw them
  ascending once more some rising ground farther on. My acquaintance had thrown
  his arm round his elderly friend, either from affection or from a desire to
  aid him up the steep incline. The square, burly figure and its shrivelled,
  meagre companion stood out against the skyline, and turning their fades, they
  looked back at me. At the sight, I slammed the door, lest they should be
  encouraged to return. But when I peeped from the window some minutes
  afterward, I perceived that they were gone.


  All day I bent over the Egyptian papyrus upon which I was engaged but
  neither the subtle reasonings of the ancient philosopher of Memphis, nor the
  mystic meaning which lay in his pages, could raise my mind from the things of
  earth. Evening was drawing in before I threw my work aside in despair. My
  heart was bitter against this man for his intrusion. Standing by the beck
  which purled past the door of my cabin, I cooled my heated brow, and thought
  the matter over. Clearly it was the small mystery hanging over these
  neighbours of mine which had caused my mind to run so persistently on them.
  That cleared up, they would no longer cause an obstacle to my studies. What
  was to hinder me, then, from walking in the direction of their dwelling, and
  observing for myself, without permitting them to suspect my presence, what
  manner of men they might be? Doubtless, their mode of life would be found to
  admit of some simple and prosaic explanation. In any case, the evening was
  fine, and a walk would be bracing for mind and body. Lighting my pipe, I set
  off over the moors in the direction which they had taken.


  About half-way down a wild glen there stood a small clump of gnarled and
  stunted oak trees. From behind these, a thin, dark column of smoke rose into
  the still evening air. Clearly this marked the position of my neighbour’s
  house. Trending away to the left, I was able to gain the shelter of a line of
  rocks, and so reach a spot from which I could command a view of the building
  without exposing myself to any risk of being observed. It was a small, slate-
  covered cottage, hardly larger than the boulders among which it lay. Like my
  own cabin, it showed signs of having been constructed for the use of some
  shepherd; but, unlike mine, no pains had been taken by the tenants to improve
  and enlarge it. Two little peeping windows, a cracked and weather-beaten
  door, and a discoloured barrel for catching the rainwater, were the only
  external objects from which I might draw deductions as to the dwellers
  within. Yet even in these there was food for thought, for as I drew nearer,
  still concealing myself behind the ridge, I daw that thick bars of iron
  covered the windows, while the old door was slashed and plated with the same
  metal. These strange precautions, together with the wild surroundings and
  unbroken solitude, gave an indescribably ill omen and fearsome character to
  the solitary building. Thrusting my pipe into my pocket, I crawled upon my
  hands and knees through the gorse and ferns until I was within a hundred
  yards of my neighbour’s door. There, finding that I could not approach nearer
  without fear of detection, I crouched down, and set myself to watch.


  I had hardly settled into my hiding-place, when the door of the cottage
  swung open, and the man who had introduced himself to me as the surgeon of
  Gaster Fell came out, bareheaded, with a spade in his hands. In front of the
  door, there was a small, cultivated patch containing potatoes, peas and other
  forms of green stuff, and here he proceeded to busy himself, trimming,
  weeding and arranging, singing the while in a powerful though not very
  musical voice. He was all engrossed in his work, with his back to the
  cottage, when there emerged from the half-open door the same attenuated
  creature whom I had seen in the morning. I could perceive now that he was a
  man of sixty, wrinkled, bent, and feeble, with sparse, grizzled hair, and
  long, colourless face. With a cringing, sidelong gait, he shuffled toward his
  companion, who was unconscious of his approach until he was close upon him.
  His light footfall or his breathing may have finally given notice of his
  proximity, for the worker sprang round and faced him. Each made a quick step
  toward the other, as though in greeting, and then—even now I feel the
  horror of the instant—the tall man rushed upon and knocked his
  companion to the earth, then whipping up his body, ran with great speed over
  the intervening ground and disappeared with his burden into the house.


  Case-hardened as I was by my varied life, the suddenness and violence of
  the thing made me shudder. The man’s age, his feeble frame, his humble and
  deprecating manner, all cried shame against the deed. So hot was my anger,
  that I was on the point of striding up to the cabin, unarmed as I was, when
  the sound of voices from within showed me that the victim had recovered. The
  sun had sunk beneath the horizon, and all was grey, save a red feather in the
  cap of Pennigent. Secure in the failing light, I approached near and strained
  my ears to catch what was passing. I could hear the high, querulous voice of
  the elder man and the deep, rough monotone of his assailant, mixed with a
  strange metallic jangling and clanking. Presently the surgeon came out,
  locked the door behind him and stamped up and down in the twilight, pulling
  at his hair and brandishing his arms, like a man demented. Then he set off,
  walking rapidly up the valley, and I soon lost sight of him among the
  rocks.


  When his footsteps had died away in the distance, I drew nearer to the
  cottage. The prisoner within was still pouring forth a stream of words, and
  moaning from time to time like a man in pain. These words resolved
  themselves, as I approached, into prayers—shrill, voluble prayers,
  pattered forth with the intense earnestness of one who sees impending and
  imminent danger. There was to me something inexpressibly awesome in this gush
  of solemn entreaty from the lonely sufferer, meant for no human ear, and
  jarring upon the silence of the night. I was still pondering whether I should
  mix myself in the affair or not, when I heard in the distance the sound of
  the surgeon’s returning footfall. At that I drew myself up quickly by the
  iron bars and glanced in through the diamond-paned window. The interior of
  the cottage was lighted up by a lurid glow, coming from what I afterward
  discovered to be a chemical furnace. By its rich light I could distinguish a
  great litter of retorts, test tubes and condensers, which sparkled over the
  table, and threw strange, grotesque shadows on the wall. On the farther side
  of the room was a wooden framework resembling a hen-coop, and in this, still
  absorbed in prayer, knelt the man whose voice I heard. The red glow beating
  upon his upturned face made it stand out from the shadow like a painting from
  Rembrandt, showing up every wrinkle upon the parchment-like skin. I had but
  time for a fleeting glance; then, dropping from the window, I made off
  through the rocks and the heather, nor slackened my pace until I found myself
  back in my cabin once more. There I threw myself upon my couch, more
  disturbed and shaken than I had ever thought to feel again.


  Such doubts as I might have had as to whether I had indeed seen my former
  fellow-lodger upon the night of the thunderstorm were resolved the next
  morning. Strolling along down the path which led to the fell, I saw in one
  spot where the ground was soft the impressions of a foot—the small,
  dainty foot of a well-booted woman. That tiny heel and high instep could have
  belonged to none other than my companion of Kirkby-Malhouse. I followed her
  trail for some distance, till it still pointed, so far as I could discern it,
  to the lonely and ill-omened cottage. What power could there be to draw this
  tender girl, through wind and rain and darkness, across the fearsome moors to
  that strange rendezvous?


  I have said that a little beck flowed down the valley and past my very
  door. A week or so after the doings which I have described, I was seated by
  my window when I perceived something white drifting slowly down the stream.
  My first thought was that it was a drowning sheep; but picking up my stick, I
  strolled to the bank and hooked it ashore. On examination it proved to be a
  large sheet, torn and tattered, with the initials J. C. in the corner. What
  gave it its sinister significance, however, was that from hem to hem it was
  all dabbled and discoloured.


  Shutting the door of my cabin, I set off up the glen in the direction of
  the surgeon’s cabin. I had not gone far before I perceived the very man
  himself. He was walking rapidly along the hillside, beating the furze bushes
  with a cudgel and bellowing like a madman. Indeed, at the sight of him, the
  doubts as to his sanity which had risen in my mind were strengthened and
  confirmed.


  As he approached I noticed that his left arm was suspended in a sling. On
  perceiving me he stood irresolute, as though uncertain whether to come over
  to me or not. I had no desire for an interview with him, however, so I
  hurried past him, on which he continued on his way, still shouting and
  striking about with his club. When he had disappeared over the fells, I made
  my way down to his cottage, determined to find some clue to what had
  occurred. I was surprised, on reaching it, to find the iron-plated door flung
  wide open. The ground immediately outside it was marked with the signs of a
  struggle. The chemical apparatus within and the furniture were all dashed
  about and shattered. Most suggestive of all, the sinister, wooden cage was
  stained with blood-marks and its unfortunate occupant had disappeared. My
  heart was heavy for the little man, for I was assured I should never see him
  in this world more.


  There was nothing in the cabin to throw any light upon the identity of my
  neighbours. The room was stuffed with chemical instruments. In one corner a
  small book-case contained a choice selection of works of science. In another
  was a pile of geological specimens collected from the limestone.


  I caught no glimpse of the surgeon upon my homeward journey; but when I
  reached my cottage I was astonished and indignant to find that somebody had
  entered it in my absence. Boxes had been pulled out from under the bed, the
  curtains disarranged, the chairs drawn out from the wall. Even my study had
  not been safe from this rough intruder, for the prints of a heavy boot were
  plainly visible on the ebony-black carpet.


  CHAPTER 4


  OF THE MAN WHO CAME IN THE NIGHT


  The night set in gusty and tempestuous, and the moon was all girt with
  ragged clouds. The wind blew in melancholy gusts, sobbing and sighing over
  the moor, and setting all the gorse bushes a-groaning. From time to time a
  little sputter of rain pattered up against the window-pane. I sat until near
  midnight, glancing over the fragment on immortality by Iamblichus, the
  Alexandrian platonist, of whom the Emperor Julian said that he was posterior
  to Plato in time but not in genius. At last, shutting up my book, I opened my
  door and took a last look at the dreary fell and still more dreary sky. As I
  protruded my head, a swoop of wind caught me and sent the red ashes of my
  pipe sparkling and dancing through the darkness. At the same moment the moon
  shone brilliantly out from between two clouds and I saw, sitting on the
  hillside, not two hundred yards from my door, the man who called himself the
  surgeon of Gaster Fell. He was squatted among the heather, his elbows upon
  his knees, and his chin resting upon his hands, as motionless as a stone,
  with his gaze fixed steadily upon the door of my dwelling.


  At the sight of this ill-omened sentinel, a chill of horror and of fear
  shot through me, for his gloomy and mysterious associations had cast a
  glamour round the man, and the hour and place were in keeping with his
  sinister presence. In a moment, however, a manly glow of resentment and
  self-confidence drove this petty emotion from my mind, and I strode
  fearlessly in his direction. He rose as I approached and faced me, with the
  moon shining on his grave, bearded face and glittering on his eyeballs. “What
  is the meaning of this?” I cried, as I came upon him. “What right have you to
  play the spy on me?”


  I could see the flush of anger rise on his face. “Your stay in the country
  has made you forget your manners,” he said. “The moor is free to all.”


  “You will say next that my house is free to all,” I said, hotly. “You have
  had the impertinence to ransack it in my absence this afternoon.”


  He started, and his features showed the most intense excitement. “I swear
  to you that I had no hand in it!” he cried. “I have never set foot in your
  house in my life. Oh, sir, sir, if you will but believe me, there is a danger
  hanging over you, and you would do well to be careful.”


  “I have had enough of you,” I said. “I saw that cowardly blow you struck
  when you thought no human eye rested upon you. I have been to your cottage,
  too, and know all that it has to tell. If there is a law in England, you
  shall hang for what you have done. As to me, I am an old soldier, sir, and I
  am armed. I shall not fasten my door. But if you or any other villain attempt
  to cross my threshold it shall be at your own risk.” With these words, I
  swung round upon my heel and strode into my cabin.


  For two days the wind freshened and increased, with constant squalls of
  rain until on the third night the most furious storm was raging which I can
  ever recollect in England. I felt that it was positively useless to go to
  bed, nor could I concentrate my mind sufficiently to read a book. I turned my
  lamp half down to moderate the glare, and leaning back in my chair, I gave
  myself up to reverie. I must have lost all perception of time, for I have no
  recollection how long I sat there on the borderland betwixt thought and
  slumber. At last, about 3 or possibly 4 o’clock, I came to myself with a
  start—not only came to myself, but with every sense and nerve upon the
  strain. Looking round my chamber in the dim light, I could not see anything
  to justify my sudden trepidation. The homely room, the rain-blurred window
  and the rude wooden door were all as they had been. I had begun to persuade
  myself that some half-formed dream, had sent that vague thrill through my
  nerves, when in a moment I became conscious of what it was. It was a
  sound—the sound of a human step outside my solitary cottage.


  Amid the thunder and the rain and the wind I could hear it—a dull,
  stealthy footfall, now on the grass, now on the stones—occasionally
  stopping entirely, then resumed, and ever drawing nearer. I sat breathlessly,
  listening to the eerie sound. It had stopped now at my very door, and was
  replaced by a panting and gasping, as of one who has travelled fast and
  far.


  By the flickering light of the expiring lamp I could see that the latch of
  my door was twitching, as though a gentle pressure was exerted on it from
  without. Slowly, slowly, it rose, until it was free of the catch, and then
  there was a pause of a quarter minute or more, while I still sat silent with
  dilated eyes and drawn sabre. Then, very slowly, the door began to revolve
  upon its hinges, and the keen air of the night came whistling through the
  slit. Very cautiously it was pushed open, so that never a sound came from the
  rusty hinges. As the aperture enlarged, I became aware of a dark, shadowy
  figure upon my threshold, and of a pale face that looked in at me. The
  features were human, but the eyes were not. They seemed to burn through the
  darkness with a greenish brilliancy of their own; and in their baleful,
  shifty glare I was conscious of the very spirit of murder. Springing from my
  chair, I had raised my naked sword, when, with a wild shouting, a second
  figure dashed up to my door. At its approach my shadowy visitant uttered a
  shrill cry, and fled away across the fells, yelping like a beaten hound.


  Tingling with my recent fear, I stood at my door, peering through the
  night with the discordant cry of the fugitives still ringing in my ears. At
  that moment a vivid flash of lightning illuminated the whole landscape and
  made it as clear as day. By its light I saw far away upon the hillside two
  dark figures pursuing each other with extreme rapidity across the fells. Even
  at that distance the contrast between them forbid all doubt as to their
  identity. The first was the small, elderly man, whom I had supposed to be
  dead; the second was my neighbour, the surgeon. For an instant they stood out
  clear and hard in the unearthly light in the next, the darkness had closed
  over them, and they were gone. As I turned to re-enter my chamber, my foot
  rattled against something on my threshold. Stooping, I found it was a
  straight knife, fashioned entirely of lead, and so soft and brittle that it
  was a strange choice for a weapon. To render it more harmless, the top had
  been cut square off. The edge, however, had been assiduously sharpened
  against a stone, as was evident from the markings upon it, so that it was
  still a dangerous implement in the grasp of a determined man.


  And what was the meaning of it all? you ask. Many a drama which I have
  come across in my wandering life, some as strange and as striking as this
  one, has lacked the ultimate explanation which you demand. Fate is a grand
  weaver of tales; but she ends them, as a rule, in defiance of all artistic
  laws, and with an unbecoming want of regard for literary propriety. As it
  happens, however, I have a letter before me as I write which I may add
  without comment, and which will clear all that may remain dark.


  KIRKBY LUNATIC ASYLUM,


  September 4th, 1885.


  I am deeply conscious that some apology and explanation is
  due to you for the very startling and, in your eyes, mysterious events which
  have recently occurred, and which have so seriously interfered with the
  retired existence which you desire to lead. I should have called upon you on
  the morning after the recapture of my father, but my knowledge of your
  dislike to visitors and also of—you will excuse my saying it—
  your very violent temper, led me to think that it was better to communicate
  with you by letter.


  My poor father was a hard-working general practitioner in
  Birmingham, where his name is still remembered and respected. About ten years
  ago he began to show signs of mental aberration, which we were inclined to
  put down to overwork and the effects of ‘a sunstroke. Feeling my own
  incompetence to pronounce upon a case of such importance, I at once sought
  the highest advice in Birmingham and London. Among others we consulted the
  eminent alienist, Mr. Fraser-Brown, who pronounced my father’s case to be
  intermittent in its nature, but dangerous during the paroxysms. ‘It may take
  a homicidal, or it may take a religious turn,’ he said; ‘or it may prove to
  be a mixture of both. For months he may be as well as you Or me, and then in
  a moment he may break out. You will incur a great responsibility if you leave
  him without supervision.’


  I need say no more, sir. You will understand the terrible
  task which has fallen upon my poor sister and me in endeavouring to save my
  father from the asylum which in his sane moments filled him with horror. I
  can only regret that your peace has been disturbed by our misfortunes, and I
  offer you in my sister’s name and my own our apologies.


  Yours truly,


  J. CAMERON.
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  Far above the level of the Lake of Constance, nestling in a little corner
  of the Tyrolese Alps, lies the quiet town of Feldkirch. It is remarkable for
  nothing save for the presence of a large and well-conducted Jesuit school and
  for the extreme beauty of its situation. There is no more lovely spot in the
  whole of the Vorarlberg. From the hills which rise behind the town, the great
  lake glimmers some fifteen miles off, like a broad sea of quicksilver. Down
  below in the plains the Rhine and the Danube prattle along, flowing swiftly
  and merrily, with none of the dignity which they assume as they grow from
  brooks into rivers. Five great countries or
  principalities,—Switzerland, Austria, Baden, Wurtemburg, and
  Bavaria—are visible from the plateau of Feldkirch.


  Feldkirch is the centre of a large tract of hilly and pastoral country.
  The main road runs through the centre of the town, and then on as far as
  Anspach, where it divides into two branches, one of which is larger than the
  other. This more important one runs through the valleys across Austrian Tyrol
  into Tyrol proper, going as far, I believe, as the capital of Innsbruck. The
  lesser road runs for eight or ten miles amid wild and rugged glens to the
  village of Laden, where it breaks up into a network of sheep-tracks. In this
  quiet spot, I, John Hudson, spent nearly two years of my life, from the June
  of ‘65 to the March of ‘67, and it was during that time that those events
  occurred which for some weeks brought the retired hamlet into an unholy
  prominence, and caused its name for the first, and probably for the last
  time, to be a familiar word to the European press. The short account of these
  incidents which appeared in the English papers was, however, inaccurate and
  misleading, besides which, the rapid advance of the Prussians, culminating in
  the battle of Sadowa, attracted public attention away from what might have
  moved it deeply in less troublous times. It seems to me that the facts may be
  detailed now, and be new to the great majority of readers, especially as I
  was myself intimately connected with the drama, and am in a position to give
  many particulars which have never before been made public.


  And first a few words as to my own presence in this out of the way spot.
  When the great city firm of Sprynge, Wilkinson, and Spragge failed, and paid
  their creditors rather less than eighteen-pence in the pound, a number of
  humble individuals were ruined, including myself. There was, however, some
  legal objection which held out a chance of my being made an exception to the
  other creditors, and being paid in full. While the case was being brought out
  I was left with a very small sum for my subsistance.


  I determined, therefore, to take up my residence abroad in the interim,
  since I could live more economically there, and be spared the mortification
  of meeting those who had known me in my more prosperous days. A friend of
  mine had described Laden to me some years before as being the most isolated
  place which he had ever come across in all his experience, and as isolation
  and cheap living are usually synonymous, I bethought use of his words.
  Besides, I was in a cynical humour with my fellow-man, and desired to see as
  little of him as possible for some time to come. Obeying, then, the guidances
  of poverty and of misanthropy, I made my way to Laden, where my arrival
  created the utmost excitement among the simple inhabitants. The manners and
  customs of the red- bearded Englander, his long walks, his check suit, and
  the reasons which had led him to abandon his fatherland, were all fruitful
  sources of gossip to the topers who frequented the Gruner Mann and the
  Schwartzer Bar—the two alehouses of the village.


  I found myself very happy at Laden. The surroundings were magnificent, and
  twenty years of Brixton had sharpened my admiration for nature as an olive
  improves the flavour of wine. In my youth I had been a fair German scholar,
  and I found myself able, before I had been many months abroad, to converse
  even on scientific and abstruse subjects with the new curé of the
  parish.


  This priest was a great godsend to me, for he was a most learned man and a
  brilliant conversationalist. Father Verhagen—for that was his
  name—though little more than forty years of age, had made his
  reputation as an author by a brilliant monograph upon the early Popes—a
  work which eminent critics have compared favourably with Von Ranke’s. I
  shrewdly suspect that it was owing to some rather unorthodox views advanced
  in this book that Verhagen was relegated to the obscurity of Laden. His
  opinions upon every subject were ultra-Liberal, and in his fiery youth he had
  been ready to vindicate them, as was proved by a deep scar across his chin,
  received from a dragoon’s sabre in the abortive insurrection at Berlin.
  Altogether the man was an interesting one, and though he was by nature
  somewhat cold and reserved, we soon established an acquaintanceship.


  The atmosphere of morality in Laden was a very rarefied one. The position
  of Intendant Wurms and his satellites had for many years been a sinecure.
  Non- attendance at church upon a Sunday or feast-day was about the deepest
  and darkest crime which the most advanced of the villagers had attained to.
  Occasionally some hulking Fritz or Andreas would come lurching home at ten
  o’clock at night, slightly under the influence of Bavarian beer, and might
  even abuse the wife of his bosom if she ventured to remonstrate, but such
  cases were rare, and when they occurred the Ladeners looked at the culprit
  for some time in a half admiring, half horrified manner, as one who had
  committed a gaudy sin and so asserted his individuality.


  It was in this peaceful village that a series of crimes suddenly broke out
  which astonished all Europe, and for atrocity and for the mystery which
  surrounded them surpassed anything of which I have ever heard or read. I
  shall endeavour to give a succinct account of these events in the order of
  their sequence, in which I am much helped by the fact that it has been my
  custom all my life to keep a journal—to the pages of which I now
  refer.


  It was, then, I find upon the 19th of May in the spring of 1866, that my
  old landlady, Frau Zimmer, rushed wildly into the room as I was sipping my
  morning cup of chocolate and informed me that a murder had been committed in
  the village. At first I could hardly believe the news, but as she persisted
  in her statement, and was evidently terribly frightened, I put on my hat and
  went out to find the truth. When I came into the main street of the village I
  saw several men hurrying along in front of me, and following them I came upon
  an excited group in front of the little stadthaus or town hall—a
  barn-like edifice which was used for all manner of public gatherings. They
  were collected round the body of one Maul, who had formerly been a steward
  upon one of the steamers running between Lindau and Fredericshaven, on the
  Lake of Constance. He was a harmless, inoffensive little man, generally
  popular in the village, and, as far as was known, without an enemy in the
  world. Maul lay upon his face, with his fingers dug into the earth, no doubt
  in his last convulsive struggles, and his hair all matted together with
  blood, which had streamed down over the collar of his coat. The body had been
  discovered nearly two hours, but no one appeared to know what to do or
  whither to convey it. My arrival, however, together with that of the
  curé, who came almost simultaneously, infused some vigour into the
  crowd. Under our direction the corpse was carried up the steps, and laid on
  the floor of the town hall, where, having made sure that life was extinct, we
  proceeded to examine the injuries, in conjunction with Lieutenant Wurms, of
  the police. Maul’s face was perfectly placid, showing that he had had no
  thought of danger until the fatal blow was struck. His watch and purse had
  not been taken. Upon washing the clotted blood from the back of his head a
  singular triangular wound was found, which had smashed the bone and
  penetrated deeply into the brain. It had evidently been inflicted by a heavy
  blow from a sharp-pointed pyramidal instrument. I believe that it was Father
  Verhagen, the curé, who suggested the probability of the weapon in
  question having been a short mattock or small pickaxe, such as are to be
  found in every Alpine cottage. The Intendant, with praiseworthy promptness,
  at once obtained one and striking a turnip, produced just such a curious gap
  as was to be seen in poor Maul’s head. We felt that we had come upon the
  first link of a chain which might guide us to the assassin. It was not long
  before we seemed to grasp the whole clue.


  A sort of inquest was held upon the body that same afternoon, at which
  Pfiffor, the maire, presided, the curé, the Intendant, Freckler, of
  the post office, and myself forming ourselves into a sort of committee of
  investigation. Any villager who could throw a light upon the case or give an
  account of the movements of the murdered man upon the previous evening was
  invited to attend. There was a fair muster of witnesses, and we soon gathered
  a connected series of facts. At half-past eight o’clock Maul had entered the
  Gruner Mann public-house, and had called for a flagon of beer. At that time
  there were sitting in the tap-room Waghorn, the butcher of the village, and
  an Italian pedlar named Cellini, who used to come three times a year to Laden
  with cheap jewellery and other wares. Immediately after his entrance the
  landlord had seated himself with his customers, and the four had spent the
  evening together, the common villagers not being admitted beyond the bar. It
  seemed from the evidence of the landlord and of Waghorn, both of whom were
  most respectable and trustworthy men, that shortly after nine o’clock a
  dispute arose between the deceased and the pedlar. Hot words had been
  exchanged, and the Italian had eventually left the room, saying that he would
  not stay any longer to hear his country decried. Maul remained for nearly an
  hour, and being somewhat elated at having caused his adversary’s retreat, he
  drank rather more than was usual with him. One witness had met him walking
  towards his home, about ten o’clock, and deposed to his having been slightly
  the worse for drink. Another had met him just a minute or so before he
  reached the spot in front of the stadthaus where the deed was done. This
  man’s evidence was most important. He swore confidently that while passing
  the town hall, and before meeting Maul, he had seen a figure standing in the
  shadow of the building, adding that the person appeared to him, as far as he
  could make him out, to be not unlike the Italian.


  Up to this point we had then established two facts—that the Italian
  had left the Gruner Mann before Maul, with words of anger on his lips; the
  second, that some unknown individual had been seen lying in wait on the road
  which the ex-steward would have to traverse. A third, and most important, was
  reached when the woman with whom the Italian lodged deposed that he had not
  returned the night before until half-past ten, an unusually late hour for
  Laden. How had he employed the time, then, from shortly after nine, when he
  left the public-house, until half-past ten, when he returned to his rooms?
  Things were beginning to look very black, indeed, against the pedlar.


  It could not be denied, however, that there were points in the man’s
  favour, and that the case against him consisted entirely of circumstantial
  evidence. In the first place, there was no sign of a mattock or any other
  instrument which could have been used for such a purpose among the Italian’s
  goods; nor was it easy to understand how he could come by any such a weapon,
  since he did not go home between the time of the quarrel and his final
  return. Again, as the curé pointed out, since Cellini was a
  comparative stranger in the village, it was very unlikely that he would know
  which road Maul would take in order to reach his home. This objection was
  weakened, however, by the evidence of the dead man’s servant, who deposed
  that the pedlar had been hawking his wares in front of their house the day
  before, and might very possibly have seen the owner at one of the windows. As
  to the prisoner himself, his attitude at first had been one of defiance, and
  even of amusement; but when he began to realise the weight of evidence
  against him, his manner became cringing, and he wrung his hands hideously,
  loudly proclaiming his innocence. His defence was that after leaving the inn,
  he had taken a long walk down the Anspach-road in order to cool down his
  excitement, and that this was the cause of his late return. As to the murder
  of Maul, he knew no more about it than the babe unborn.


  I have dwelt at some length upon the circumstances of this case, because
  there are events in connection with it which makes it peculiarly interesting.
  I intend now to fall back upon my diary, which was very fully kept during
  this period, and indeed during my whole residence abroad. It will save me
  trouble to quote from it, and it will be a teacher for the accuracy of
  facts.


  May 20th.—Nothing thought of and nothing talked of but the recent
  tragedy. A hunt has been made among the woods and along the brook in the hope
  of finding the weapon of the assassin. The more I think of it, the more
  convinced I am that Cellini is the man. The fact of the money being untouched
  proves that the crime was committed from motives of revenge, and who would
  bear more spite towards poor innocent Maul except the vindictive hot-blooded
  Italian whom he had just offended. I dined with Pfiffor in the evening, and
  he entirely agreed with me in my view of the case.


  May 21st.—Still no word as far as I can hear which throws any light
  upon the murder. Poor Maul was buried at twelve o’clock in the neat little
  village churchyard. The curé led the service with great feeling, and
  his audience, consisting of the whole population of the village, were much
  moved, interrupting him frequently by sobs and ejaculations of grief. After
  the painful ceremony was over I had a short walk with our good priest. His
  naturally excitable nature has been considerably stirred by recent events.
  His hand trembles and his face is pale.


  “My friend,” said he, taking me by the hand as we walked together, “you
  know something of medicine.” (I had been two years at Guy’s). “I have been
  far from well of late.”


  “It is this sad affair which has upset you,” I said.


  “No,” he answered, “I have felt it coming on for some time, but it has
  been worse of late. I have a pain which shoots from here to there,” he put
  his hand to his temples. “If I were struck by lightning, the sudden shock it
  causes me could not be more great. At times when I close my eyes flashes of
  light dart before them, and my ears are for ever ringing. Often I know not
  what I do. My fear is lest I faint some time when performing the holy
  offices.”


  “You are overworking yourself,” I said, “you must have rest and
  strengthening tonics. Are you writing just now? And how much do you do each
  day?”


  “Eight hours,” he answered. “Sometimes ten, sometimes even twelve, when
  the pains in my head do not interrupt me.”


  “You must reduce it to four,” I said authoritatively. “You must also take
  regular exercise. I shall send you some quinine which I have in my trunk, and
  you can take as much as would cover a gulden in a glass of milk every morning
  and night.”


  He departed, vowing that he would follow my directions.


  I hear from the maire that four policemen are to be sent from Anspach to
  remove Cellini to a safer gaol.


  May 22nd.—To say that I was startled would give but a faint idea of
  my mental state. I am confounded, amazed, horrified beyond all expression.
  Another and a more dreadful crime has been committed during the night.
  Freckler has been found dead in his house—the very Freckler who had sat
  with me on the committee of investigation the day before. I write these notes
  after a long and anxious day’s work, during which I have been endeavouring to
  assist the officers of the law. The villagers are so paralysed with fear at
  this fresh evidence of an assassin in their midst that there would be a
  general panic but for our exertions. It appears that Freckler, who was a man
  of peculiar habits, lived alone in an isolated dwelling. Some curiosity was
  aroused this morning by the fact that he had not gone to his work, and that
  there was no sign of movement about the house. A crowd assembled, and the
  doors were eventually forced open. The unfortunate Freckler was found in the
  bed-room upstairs, lying with his head in the fireplace. He had met his death
  by an exactly similar wound to that which had proved fatal to Maul, save that
  in this instance the injury was in front. His hands were clenched, and there
  was an indescribable look of horror, and, as it seemed to me, of surprise
  upon his features. There were marks of muddy footsteps upon the stairs, which
  must have been caused by the murderer in his ascent, as his victim had put on
  his slippers before retiring to his bed-room. These prints, however, were too
  much blurred to enable us to get a trustworthy outline of the foot. They were
  only to be found upon every third step, showing with what fiendish swiftness
  this human tiger had rushed upstairs in search of his victim. There was a
  considerable sum of money in the house, but not one farthing had been
  touched, nor had any of the drawers in the bed-room been opened.


  As the dismal news became known the whole population of the village
  assembled in a great crowd in front of the house—rather, I think, from
  the gregariousness of terror than from mere curiosity. Every man looked with
  suspicion upon his neighbour. Most were silent, and when they spoke it was in
  whispers, as if they feared to raise their voices. None of these people were
  allowed to enter the house, and we, the more enlightened members of the
  community, made a strict examination of the premises. There was absolutely
  nothing, however, to give the slightest clue as to the assassin. Beyond the
  fact that he must be an active man, judging from the manner in which he
  ascended the stairs, we have gained nothing from this second tragedy.
  Intendant Wurms pointed out, indeed, that the dead man’s rigid right arm was
  stretched out as if in greeting, and that, therefore, it was probable that
  this late visitor was someone with whom Freckler was well acquainted. This,
  however, was, to a large extent, conjecture. If anything could have added to
  the horror created by the dreadful occurrence, it was the fact that the crime
  must have been committed at the early hour of half-past eight in the
  evening—that being the time registered by a small cuckoo clock, which
  had been carried away by Freckler in his fall.


  No one, apparently, heard any suspicious sounds or saw any one enter or
  leave the house. It was done rapidly, quietly, and completely, though many
  people must have been about at the time. Poor Pfiffor and our good
  curé are terribly cut up by the awful occurrence, and, indeed, I feel
  very much depressed myself now that all the excitement is over and the
  reaction set in. There are very few of the villagers about this evening, but
  from every side is heard the sound of hammering—the peasants fitting
  bolts and bars upon the doors and windows of their houses. Very many of them
  have been entirely unprovided with anything of the sort, nor were they ever
  required until now. Frau Zimmer has manufactured a huge fastening which would
  be ludicrous if we were in a humour for laughter.


  I hear to-night that Cellini has been released, as, of course, there is no
  possible pretext for detaining him now; also that word has been sent to all
  the villages near for any police that can be spared.


  My nerves have been so shaken that I remained awake the greater part of
  the night, reading Gordon’s translation of Tacitus by candlelight. I have got
  out my navy revolver and cleaned it, so as to be ready for all
  eventualities.


  Mary 23rd.—The police force has been recruited by three more men
  from Anspach and two from Thalstadt at the other side of the hills. Intendant
  Wurms has established an efficient system of patrols, so that we may consider
  ourselves reasonably safe. To-day has cast no light upon the murders. The
  general opinion in the village seems to be that they have been done by some
  stranger who lies concealed among the woods. They argue that they have all
  known each other since childhood, and that there is no one of their number
  who would be capable of such actions. Some of the more daring of them have
  made a hunt among the pine forests to-day, but without success.


  May 24th.—Events crowd on apace. We seem hardly to have recovered
  from one horror when something else occurs to excite the popular imagination.
  Fortunately, this time it is not a fresh tragedy, although the news is
  serious enough.


  The murderer has been seen, and that upon the public road, which proves
  that his thirst for blood has not been quenched yet, and also that our
  reinforcements of police are not enough to guarantee security. I have just
  come back from hearing Andreas Murch narrate his experience, though he is
  still in such a state of trepidation that his story is somewhat incoherent.
  He was belated among the hills, it seems, owing to mist. It was nearly eleven
  o’clock before he struck the main road about a couple of miles from the
  village. He confesses that he felt by no means comfortable at finding himself
  out so late after the recent occurrences. However, as the fog had cleared
  away and the moon was shining brightly, he trudged sturdily along. Just about
  a quarter of a mile from the village the road takes a very sharp bend.
  Andreas had got as far as this when he suddenly heard in the still night the
  sound of footsteps approaching rapidly round this curve. Overcome with fear,
  he threw himself into the ditch which skirts the road, and lay there
  motionless in the shadow, peering over the side. The steps came nearer and
  nearer, and than a tall dark figure came round the corner at a swinging pace,
  and passing the spot where the moon glimmered upon the white face of the
  frightened peasant, halted in the road about twenty yards further on, and
  began probing about among the reeds on the roadside with an instrument which
  Andreas Murch recognised with horror as being a long mattock. After searching
  about in this way for a minute or so, as if he suspected that someone was
  concealed there, for he must have heard the sound of the footsteps, he stood
  still leaning upon his weapon. Murch describes him as a tall, thin man,
  dressed in clothes of a darkish colour. The lower part of his face was
  swathed in a wrapper of some sort, and the little which was visible appeared
  to be of a ghastly pallor. Murch could not see enough of his features to
  identify him, but thinks that it was no one whom he had ever seen in his life
  before. After standing for some little time, the man with the mattock had
  walked swiftly away into the darkness, in the direction in which he imagined
  the fugitive had gone. Andreas, as may be supposed, lost little time in
  getting safely into the village, where he alarmed the police. Three of them,
  armed with carbines, started down the road, but saw no signs of the
  miscreant. There is, of course, a possibility that Murch’s story is
  exaggerated and that his imagination has been sharpened by fear. Still, the
  whole incident cannot be trumped up, and this awful demon who haunts us is
  evidently still active.


  There is an ill-conditioned fellow named Hiedler, who lives in a hut on
  the side of the Spiegelberg, and supports himself by chamois hunting and by
  acting as guide to the few tourists who find their way here. Popular
  suspicion has fastened on this man, for no better reason than that he is
  tall, thin, and known to be rough and brutal. His chalet has been searched
  to-day, but nothing of importance found. He has, however, been arrested and
  confined in the same room which Cellini used to occupy.

  



  At this point there is a gap of a week in my diary, during which time
  there was an entire cessation of the constant alarms which have harassed us
  lately. Some explained it by supposing that the terrible unknown had moved on
  to some fresh and less guarded scene of operations. Others imagine that we
  have secured the right man in the shape of the vagabond Hiedler. Be the cause
  what it may, peace and contentment reign once more in the village, and a
  short seven days have sufficed to clear away the cloud of care from men’s
  brows, though the police are still on the alert. The season for rifle
  shooting is beginning, and as Laden has, like every other Tyrolese village,
  butts of its own, there is a continual pop, pop, all day. These peasants are
  dead shots up to about four hundred yards. No troops in the world could
  subdue them among their native mountains.


  My friend Verhagen, the curé, and Pfiffor, the maire, used to go
  down in the afternoon to see the shooting with me. The former says that the
  quinine has done him much good and that his appetite is improved. We all
  agree that it is good policy to encourage the amusements of the people so
  that they may forget all about this wretched business. Vaghorn, the butcher,
  won the prize offered by the maire. He made five bulls, and what we should
  call a magpie out of six shots at 100 yards. This is English prize-medal
  form.


  June 2nd.—Who could have imagined that a day which opened so fairly
  could have so dark an ending? The early carrier brought me a letter by which
  I learned that Spragge and Co. have agreed to pay my claim in full, although
  it may be some months before the money is forthcoming. This will make a
  difference of nearly £400 a year to me—a matter of moment when a
  man is in his seven-and-fortieth year.


  And now for the grand events of the hour. My interview with the vampire
  who haunts us, and his attempt upon Frau Bischoff, the landlady of the Gruner
  Mann—to say nothing of the narrow escape of our good cure. There seems
  to be something almost supernatural in the malignity of this unknown fiend,
  and the impunity with which he continues his murderous course. The real
  reason of it lies in the badly lit state of the place—or rather the
  entire absence of light—and also in the fact that thick woods stretch
  right down to the houses on every side, so that escape is made easy. In spite
  of this, however, he had two very narrow escapes to-night—one from my
  pistol, and one from the officers of the law. I shall not sleep much, so I
  may spend half an hour in jotting down these strange doings in my dairy. I am
  no coward, but life in Laden is becoming too much for my nerves. I believe
  the matter will end in the emigration of the whole population.


  To come to my story, then. I felt lonely and depressed this evening, in
  spite of the good news of the morning. About nine o’clock, just as night
  began to fall, I determined to stroll over and call upon the curé,
  thinking that a little intellectual chat might cheer me up. I slipped my
  revolver into my pocket, therefore—a precaution which I never
  neglected—and went out, very much against the advice of good Frau
  Zimmer. I think I mentioned some months ago in my diary that the
  curé‘s house is some little way out of the village upon the brow of a
  small hill. When I arrived there I found that he had gone out—which,
  indeed, I might have anticipated, for he had complained lately of
  restlessness at night, and I had recommended him to take a little exercise in
  the evening. His housekeeper made me very welcome, however, and having lit
  the lamp, left me in the study with some books to amuse me until her master’s
  return.


  I suppose I must have sat for nearly half an hour glancing over an odd
  volume of Klopstock’s poems, when some sudden instinct caused me to raise my
  head and look up. I have been in some strange situations in my life, but
  never have I felt anything to be compared to the thrill which shot through me
  at that moment. The recollection of it now, hours after the event, makes me
  shudder. There, framed in one of the panes of the window, was a human face
  glaring in, from the darkness, into the lighted room—the face of a man
  so concealed by a cravat and slouch hat that the only impression I retain of
  it was a pair of wild-beast eyes and a nose which was whitened by being
  pressed against the glass. It did not need Andreas Murch’s description to
  tell me that at last I was face to face with the man with the mattock. There
  was murder in those wild eyes. For a second I was so unstrung as to be
  powerless; the next I cocked my revolver and fired straight at the sinister
  face. I was a moment too late. As I pressed the trigger I saw it vanish, but
  the pane through which it had looked was shattered to pieces. I rushed to the
  window, and then out through the front door, but everything was silent. There
  was no trace of my visitor. His intention, no doubt, was to attack the
  curé, for there was nothing to prevent his coming through the folding
  window had he not found an armed man inside.


  As I stood in the cool night air with the curé‘s frightened
  housekeeper beside me, I suddenly heard a great hubbub down in the village.
  By this time, alas! such sounds were so common in Laden that there was no
  doubting what it forboded. Some fresh misfortune had occurred there. To-night
  seemed destined to be a night of horror. My presence might be of use in the
  village, so I set off there, taking with me the trembling woman, who
  positively refused to remain behind. There was a crowd round the Gruner Mann
  public-house, and a dozen excited voices were explaining the circumstances to
  the curé, who had arrived just before us. It was as I had thought,
  though happily without the result which I had feared. Frau Bischoff, the wife
  of the proprietor of the inn, had, it seems, gone some twenty minutes before
  a few yards from her door to draw some water, and had been at once attacked
  by a tall disguised man, who had cut at her with some weapon. Fortunately he
  had slipped, so that she was able to seize him by the wrist and prevent his
  repeating his attempt, while she screamed for help. There were several people
  about at the time, who came running towards them, on which the stranger
  wrested himself free, and dashed off into the woods, with two of our police
  after him. There is little hope of their overtaking or tracing him, however,
  in such a dark labyrinth. Frau Bischoff had made a bold attempt to hold the
  assassin, and declares that her nails made deep furrows in his right wrist.
  This, however, must be mere conjecture, as there was very little light at the
  time. She knows no more of the man’s features than I do. Fortunately she. is
  entirely unhurt. The curé was horrified when I informed him of the
  incident at his own house. He was returning from his walk, it appears, when
  hearing cries in the village, he had hurried down to it. I have not told
  anyone else of my own adventure, for the people are quite excited enough
  already.


  As I said before, unless this mysterious and bloodthirsty villain is
  captured, the place will become deserted. Flesh and blood cannot stand such a
  strain. He is either some murderous misanthrope who has declared a vendetta
  against the whole human race, or else he is an escaped maniac. Clearly after
  the unsuccessful attempt upon Frau Bischoff he had made at once for the cures
  house, bent upon slaking his thirst for blood, and thinking that its lonely
  situation gave hope of success. I wish I had fired at him through the pocket
  of my coat. The moment he saw the glitter of the weapon he was off.


  June 3rd.—Everybody in the village this morning has learned about
  the attempt upon the curé last night. There was quite a crowd at his
  house to congratulate him on his escape, and when I appeared they raised a
  cheer and hailed me as the “tapferer Englander.” It seems that his narrow
  shave must have given the ruffian a great start, for a thick woollen muffler
  was found lying on the pathway leading down to the village, and later in the
  day the fatal mattock was discovered close to the same place. The scoundrel
  evidently threw those things down and then took to his heels. It is possible
  that he may prove to have been frightened away from the neighbourhood
  altogether. Let us trust so!


  June 4th.—A quiet day, which is as remarkable a thing in our annals
  as an exciting one elsewhere. Wurms has made strict inquiry, but cannot trace
  the muffler and mattock to any inhabitant. A description of them has been
  printed, and copies sent to Anspach and neighbouring villages for circulation
  among the peasants, who may be able to throw some light upon the matter. A
  thanksgiving service is to be held in the church on Sunday for the double
  escape of the pastor and of Martha Bischoff. Pfiffer tells me that Herr von
  Weissendorff, one of the most energetic detectives in Vienna, is on his way
  to Laden. I see, too, by the English papers sent me, that people at home are
  interested in the tragedies here, although the accounts which have reached
  them are garbled and untrustworthy.


  How well I can recall the Sunday morning following upon the events which I
  have described, such a morning as it is hard to find outside the Tyrol! The
  sky was blue and cloudless, the gentle breeze wafted the balsamic odour of
  the pine woods through the open windows, and away up on the hills the distant
  tinkling of the cow bells fell pleasantly upon the ear, until the musical
  rise and fall which summoned the villagers to prayer drowned their feebler
  melody. It was hard to believe, looking down that peaceful little street with
  its quaint topheavy wooden houses and old-fashioned church, that a cloud of
  crime hung over it which had horrified Europe. I sat at my window watching
  the peasants passing with their picturesquely dressed wives and daughters on
  their way to church. With the kindly reverence of Catholic countries, I saw
  them cross themselves as they went by the house of Freckler and the spot
  where Maul had met his fate. When the bell had ceased to toll and the whole
  population had assembled in the church, I walked up there also, for it has
  always been my custom to join in the religious exercises of any people among
  whom I may find myself.


  When I arrived at the church I found that the service had already begun. I
  took my place in the gallery which contained the village organ, from which I
  had a good view of the congregation. In the front seat of all was stationed
  Frau Bischoff, whose miraculous escape the service was intended to celebrate,
  and beside her on one side was her worthy spouse, while the maire occupied
  the other. There was a hush through the church as the curé turned from
  the altar and ascended the pulpit. I have seldom heard a more magnificent
  sermon. Father Verhagen was always an eloquent preacher, but on that occasion
  he surpassed himself. He chose for his text:—“In the midst of life we
  are in death,” and impressed so vividly upon our minds the thin veil which
  divides us from eternity, and how unexpectedly it may be rent, that he held
  his audience spell-bound and horrified. He spoke next with tender pathos of
  the friends who had been snatched so suddenly and so dreadfully from among
  us, until his words were almost drowned by the sobs of the women, and,
  suddenly turning he compared their peaceful existence in a happier land to
  the dark fate of the gloomy- minded criminal, steeped in blood and with
  nothing to hope for either in this world or the next—a man solitary
  among his fellows, with no woman to love him, no child to prattle at his
  knee, and an endless torture in his own thoughts. So skilfully and so
  powerfully did he speak that as he finished I am sure that pity for this
  merciless demon was the prevailing emotion in every heart.


  The service was over, and the priest, with his two acolytes before him,
  was leaving the altar, when he turned, as was his custom, to give his
  blessing to the congregation. I shall never forget his appearance. The summer
  sunshine shining slantwise through the single small stained glass window
  which adorned the little church threw a yellow lustre upon his sharp
  intellectual features with their dark haggard lines, while a vivid crimson
  spot reflected from a ruby- coloured mantle in the window quivered over his
  uplifted right hand. There was a hush as the villagers bent their heads to
  receive their pastor’s blessing—a hush broken by a wild exclamation of
  surprise from a woman who staggered to her feet in the front pew and
  gesticulated frantically as she pointed at Father Verhagen’s uplifted arm. No
  need for Frau Bischoff to explain the cause of that sudden cry, for
  there—there in full sight of his parishioners, were lines of livid
  scars upon the cure’s white wrist—scars which could be left by nothing
  on earth but a desperate woman’s nails. And what woman save her who had clung
  so fiercely to the murderer two days before!

  



  That in all this terrible business poor Verhagen was the man most to be
  pitied I have no manner of doubt. In a town in which there was good medical
  advice to be had, the approach of the homicidal mania, which had undoubtedly
  proceeded from overwork and brain worry, and which assumed such a terrible
  form, would have been detected in time and he would have been spared the
  awful compunction with which he must have been seized in the lucid intervals
  between his fits—if, indeed, he had any lucid intervals. How could I
  diagnose with my smattering of science the existence of such a terrible and
  insidious form of insanity, especially from the vague symptoms of which he
  informed me. It is easy now, looking back, to think of many little
  circumstances which might have put us on the right scent; but what a simple
  thing is retrospective wisdom! I should be sad indeed if I thought that I had
  anything with which to reproach myself.


  We were never able to discover where he had obtained the weapon with which
  he had committed his crimes, nor how he managed to secrete it in the
  interval. My experience proved that it had been his custom to go and come
  through his study window without disturbing his housekeeper. On the occasion
  of the attempt on Frau Bischoff he had made a dash for home, and then,
  finding to his astonishment that his room was occupied, his only resource was
  to fling away his weapon and muffler, and to mix with the crowd in the
  village. Being both a strong and an active man, with a good knowledge of the
  footpaths through the woods, he had never found any difficulty in escaping
  all observation.


  Immediately after his apprehension, Verhagen’s disease took an acute form,
  and he was carried off to the lunatic asylum at Feldkirch. I have heard that
  some months afterwards he made a determined attempt upon the life of one of
  his keepers, and afterwards committed suicide. I cannot be positive of this,
  however, for I heard it quite accidentally during a conversation in a railway
  carriage.


  As for myself, I left Laden within a few months, having received a
  pleasing intimation from my solicitors that my claim had been paid in full.
  In spite of my tragic experience there, I had many a pleasing recollection of
  the little Tyrolese village, and in two subsequent visits I renewed my
  acquaintance with the maire, the Intendant, and all my old friends, on which
  occasion, over long pipes and flagons of beer, we have taken a grim pleasure
  in talking with bated breath of that terrible month in the quiet Vorarlberg
  hamlet.

  

   


  THE END
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