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About Le Fanu:
Sheridan Le Fanu was born at No. 45 Lower Dominick Steet,Dublin,

into a literary family of Huguenot origins. Both his grandmother Alicia
Sheridan Le Fanu and his great-uncle Richard Brinsley Sheridan were
playwrights. His niece Rhoda Broughton would become a very success-
ful novelist. Within a year of his birth his family moved to the Royal
Hibernian Military School in Phoenix Park, where his father, an Anglican
clergyman, was the chaplain of the establishment. Phoenix Park and the
adjacent village and parish church of Chapelizod were to feature in Le
Fanu's later stories. Le Fanu studied law at Trinity College in Dublin,
where he was elected Auditor of the College Historical Society. He was
called to the bar in 1839,but he never practised and soon abandoned law
for journalism. In 1838 he began contributing stories to the Dublin
University Magazine, including his first ghost story, entitled "A Strange
Event in the Life of Schalken the Painter" (1839). He became owner of
several newspapers from 1840, including the Dublin Evening Mail and
the Warder. In 1844Le Fanu married SusannaBennett, the daughter of a
leading Dublin barrister. In 1847 he supported John Mitchell and Tho-
mas Meagher in their campaign against the indifference of the Govern-
ment to the Irish Famine. His support cost him the nomination as Tory
MP for County Carlow in 1852.His personal life also becamedifficult at
this time, as his wife Susanna suffered from increasing neurotic symp-
toms. Shedied in 1858in unclear circumstances,and anguished excerpts
from Le Fanu's diaries suggest that he felt guilt as well as loss. However,
it was only after her death that, becoming something of a recluse, he de-
voted himself full time to writing. In 1861he becamethe editor and pro-
prietor of the Dublin University Magazine and he began exploiting
double exposure: serializing in the Dublin University Magazine and then
revising for the English market. The House by the Churchyard and
Wylder's Hand were both published in this way. After the lukewarm re-
views of the former novel, set in the Phoenix Park area of Dublin, Le
Fanu signed a contract with Richard Bentley, his London publisher,
which specified that future novels be stories "of an English subject and of
modern times", a step Bentley thought necessaryin order for Le Fanu to
satisfy the English audience. Le Fanu succeededin this aim in 1864,with
the publication of Uncle Silas,which he set in Derbyshire. In his very last
short stories, however, Le Fanu returned to Irish folklore as an inspira-
tion and encouraged his friend Patrick Kennedy to contribute folklore to
the D.U.M. Le Fanu died in his native Dublin on February 7, 1873.Today
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TO THE RIGHT HON. THE COUNTESS OF GIFFORD, AS A TOKEN
OF RESPECT, SYMPATHY, AND ADMIRATION This Tale IS
INSCRIBED BY THE AUTHOR
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A PRELIMINARY WORD

The writer of this Tale ventures, in his own person, to address a very few
words, chiefly of explanation, to his readers. A leading situation in this
'Story of Bartram-Haugh' is repeated, with a slight variation, from a
short magazine tale of some fifteen pageswritten by him, and published
long ago in a periodical under the title of 'A Passagein the SecretHistory
of an Irish Countess,' and afterwards, still anonymously, in a small
volume under an altered title. It is very unlikely that any of his readers
should have encountered, and still more so that they should remember,
this trifle. The bare possibility, however, he has ventured to anticipate by
this brief explanation, lest he should be charged with plagiar-
ismÑalways a disrespect to a reader.

May he be permitted a few words also of remonstrance against the
promiscuous application of the term 'sensation' to that large school of fic-
tion which transgressesno one of those canons of construction and mor-
ality which, in producing the unapproachable 'Waverley Novels,' their
great author imposed upon himself? No one, it is assumed, would de-
scribe Sir Walter Scott's romances as 'sensation novels;' yet in that mar-
vellous series there is not a single tale in which death, crime, and, in
some form, mystery, have not a place.

Passing by those grand romances of 'Ivanhoe,' 'Old Mortality,' and
'Kenilworth,' with their terrible intricacies of crime and bloodshed, con-
structed with so fine a mastery of the art of exciting suspenseand horror,
let the reader pick out those two exceptional novels in the series which
profess to paint contemporary manners and the scenesof common life;
and remembering in the 'Antiquary' the vision in the tapestried chamber,
the duel, the horrible secret, and the death of old Elspeth, the drowned
fisherman, and above all the tremendous situation of the tide-bound
party under the cliffs; and in 'St. Ronan's Well,' the long-drawn mystery,
the suspicion of insanity, and the catastrophe of suicide;Ñdetermine
whether an epithet which it would be a profanation to apply to the struc-
ture of any, even the most exciting of Sir Walter Scott's stories, is fairly
applicable to tales which, though illimitably inferior in execution, yet ob-
serve the same limitations of incident, and the same moral aims.

The author trusts that the Press,to whose masterly criticism and gen-
erous encouragement he and other humble labourers in the art owe so
much, will insist upon the limitation of that degrading term to the pecu-
liar type of fiction which it was originally intended to indicate, and pre-
vent, as they may, its being made to include the legitimate school of
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tragic English romance, which has been ennobled, and in great measure
founded, by the genius of Sir Walter Scott.
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Chapter1
AUSTIN RUTHYN, OF KNOWL, AND HIS
DAUGHTER

It was winterÑthat is, about the second week in NovemberÑand great
gusts were rattling at the windows, and wailing and thundering among
our tall trees and ivied chimneysÑa very dark night, and a very cheerful
fire blazing, a pleasant mixture of good round coal and spluttering dry
wood, in a genuine old fireplace, in a sombre old room. Black wainscot-
ing glimmered up to the ceiling, in small ebony panels; a cheerful clump
of wax candles on the tea-table; many old portraits, some grim and pale,
others pretty, and some very graceful and charming, hanging from the
walls. Few pictures, except portraits long and short, were there. On the
whole, I think you would have taken the room for our parlour. It was not
like our modern notion of a drawing-room. It was a long room too, and
every way capacious, but irregularly shaped.

A girl, of a little more than seventeen,looking, I believe, younger still;
slight and rather tall, with a great deal of golden hair, dark grey-eyed,
and with a countenance rather sensitive and melancholy, was sitting at
the tea-table, in a reverie. I was that girl.

The only other person in the roomÑthe only person in the house re-
lated to meÑwas my father. He was Mr. Ruthyn, of Knowl, so called in
his county, but he had many other places,was of a very ancient lineage,
who had refused a baronetage often, and it was said even a viscounty,
being of a proud and defiant spirit, and thinking themselves higher in
station and purer of blood than two-thirds of the nobility into whose
ranks, it was said, they had been invited to enter. Of all this family lore I
knew but little and vaguely; only what is to be gathered from the fireside
talk of old retainers in the nursery.

I am sure my father loved me, and I know I loved him. With the sure
instinct of childhood I apprehended his tenderness,although it was nev-
er expressed in common ways. But my father was an oddity. He had
been early disappointed in Parliament, where it was his ambition to
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succeed.Though a clever man, he failed there, where very inferior men
did extremely well. Then he went abroad, and becamea connoisseur and
a collector; took a part, on his return, in literary and scientific institu-
tions, and also in the foundation and direction of some charities. But he
tired of this mimic government, and gave himself up to a country life,
not that of a sportsman, but rather of a student, staying sometimes at one
of his places and sometimes at another, and living a secluded life.

Rather late in life he married, and his beautiful young wife died, leav-
ing me, their only child, to his care. This bereavement, I have been told,
changed himÑmade him more odd and taciturn than ever, and his tem-
per also, except to me, more severe.There was also some disgrace about
his younger brotherÑmy uncle SilasÑwhich he felt bitterly.

He was now walking up and down this spacious old room, which, ex-
tending round an angle at the far end, was very dark in that quarter. It
was his wont to walk up and down thus, without speakingÑan exercise
which used to remind me of Chateaubriand's father in the great chamber
of the Ch‰teaude Combourg. At the far end he nearly disappeared in the
gloom, and then returning emerged for a few minutes, like a portrait
with a background of shadow, and then again in silence faded nearly out
of view.

This monotony and silence would have been terrifying to a person less
accustomed to it than I. As it was, it had its effect. I have known my fath-
er a whole day without once speaking to me. Though I loved him very
much, I was also much in awe of him.

While my father paced the floor, my thoughts were employed about
the events of a month before. So few things happened at Knowl out of
the accustomed routine, that a very trifling occurrencewas enough to set
people wondering and conjecturing in that serenehousehold. My father
lived in remarkable seclusion; except for a ride, he hardly ever left the
grounds of Knowl; and I don't think it happened twice in the year that a
visitor sojourned among us.

There was not even that mild religious bustle which sometimes besets
the wealthy and moral recluse.My father had left the Church of England
for some odd sect, I forget its name, and ultimately became,I was told, a
Swedenborgian. But he did not care to trouble me upon the subject. So
the old carriage brought my governess, when I had one, the old house-
keeper, Mrs. Rusk, and myself to the parish church every Sunday. And
my father, in the view of the honest rector who shook his head over
himÑ'a cloud without water, carried about of winds, and a wandering
star to whom is reserved the blacknessof darkness'Ñcorresponded with
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the 'minister' of his church, and was provokingly contented with his own
fertility and illumination; and Mrs. Rusk, who was a sound and bitter
churchwoman, said he fancied he saw visions and talked with angels
like the rest of that 'rubbitch.'

I don't know that shehad any better foundation than analogy and con-
jecture for charging my father with supernatural pretensions; and in all
points when her orthodoxy was not concerned,she loved her master and
was a loyal housekeeper.

I found her one morning superintending preparations for the recep-
tion of a visitor, in the hunting-room it was called, from the pieces of
tapestry that covered its walls, representing scenesˆ la Wouvermans, of
falconry, and the chase,dogs, hawks, ladies, gallants, and pages. In the
midst of whom Mrs. Rusk, in black silk, was rummaging drawers, count-
ing linen, and issuing orders.

'Who is coming, Mrs. Rusk?'
Well, she only knew his name. It was a Mr. Bryerly. My papa expected

him to dinner, and to stay for some days.
'I guesshe's one of those creatures,dear, for I mentioned his name just

to Dr. Clay (the rector), and he saysthere is a Doctor Bryerly, a great con-
jurer among the Swedenborg sectÑand that's him, I do suppose.'

In my hazy notions of thesesectariesthere was mingled a suspicion of
necromancy, and a weird freemasonry, that inspired something of awe
and antipathy.

Mr. Bryerly arrived time enough to dress at his leisure, before dinner.
He entered the drawing-roomÑa tall, lean man, all in ungainly black,
with a white choker, with either a black wig, or black hair dressed in im-
itation of one, a pair of spectacles,and a dark, sharp, short visage, rub-
bing his large hands together, and with a short brisk nod to me, whom
he plainly regarded merely as a child, he sat down before the fire,
crossed his legs, and took up a magazine.

This treatment was mortifying, and I remember very well the resent-
ment of which hewas quite unconscious.

His stay was not very long; not one of us divined the object of his visit,
and he did not prepossessus favourably. He seemedrestless,as men of
busy habits do in country houses,and took walks, and a drive, and read
in the library, and wrote half a dozen letters.

His bed-room and dressing-room were at the side of the gallery, dir-
ectly opposite to my father's, which had a sort of ante-room en suite, in
which were some of his theological books.
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The day after Mr. Bryerly's arrival, I was about to see whether my
father's water caraffe and glass had been duly laid on the table in this
ante-room, and in doubt whether he was there, I knocked at the door.

I suppose they were too intent on other matters to hear, but receiving
no answer, I entered the room. My father was sitting in his chair, with
his coat and waistcoat off, Mr. Bryerly kneeling on a stool beside him,
rather facing him, his black scratch wig leaning close to my father's
grizzled hair. There was a large tome of their divinity lore, I suppose,
open on the table closeby. The lank black figure of Mr. Bryerly stood up,
and he concealed something quickly in the breast of his coat.

My father stood up also, looking paler, I think, than I ever saw him till
then, and he pointed grimly to the door, and said, 'Go.'

Mr. Bryerly pushed me gently back with his hands to my shoulders,
and smiled down from his dark features with an expression quite unin-
telligible to me.

I had recovered myself in a second, and withdrew without a word.
The last thing I saw at the door was the tall, slim figure in black, and the
dark, significant smile following me: and then the door was shut and
locked, and the two Swedenborgians were left to their mysteries.

I remember so well the kind of shock and disgust I felt in the certainty
that I had surprised them at some,perhaps, debasing incantationÑa sus-
picion of this Mr. Bryerly, of the ill-fitting black coat, and white
chokerÑand a sort of fear cameupon me, and I fancied he was asserting
some kind of mastery over my father, which very much alarmed me.

I fancied all sorts of dangers in the enigmatical smile of the lank high-
priest. The image of my father, as I had seenhim, it might be, confessing
to this man in black, who was I knew not what, haunted me with the dis-
agreeableuncertainties of a mind very uninstructed as to the limits of the
marvellous.

I mentioned it to no one. But I was immensely relieved when the sinis-
ter visitor took his departure the morning after, and it was upon this oc-
currence that my mind was now employed.

Some one said that Dr. Johnson resembled a ghost, who must be
spoken to before it will speak. But my father, in whatever else he may
have resembled a ghost, did not in that particular; for no one but I in his
householdÑand I very seldomÑdared to address him until first ad-
dressedby him. I had no notion how singular this was until I began to go
out a little among friends and relations, and found no such rule in force
anywhere else.
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As I leaned back in my chair thinking, this phantasm of my father
came,and turned, and vanished with a solemn regularity. It was a pecu-
liar figure, strongly made, thick-set, with a face large, and very stern; he
wore a loose, black velvet coat and waistcoat. It was, however, the figure
of an elderly rather than an old manÑthough he was then past sev-
entyÑbut firm, and with no sign of feebleness.

I remember the start with which, not suspecting that he was close by
me, I lifted my eyes,and saw that large, rugged countenancelooking fix-
edly on me, from less than a yard away.

After I saw him, he continued to regard me for a second or two; and
then, taking one of the heavy candlesticks in his gnarled hand, he
beckoned me to follow him; which, in silence and wondering, I accord-
ingly did.

He led me acrossthe hall, where there were lights burning, and into a
lobby by the foot of the back stairs, and so into his library.

It is a long, narrow room, with two tall, slim windows at the far end,
now draped in dark curtains. Dusky it was with but one candle; and he
paused near the door, at the left-hand side of which stood, in those days,
an old-fashioned press or cabinet of carved oak. In front of this he
stopped.

He had odd, absent ways, and talked more to himself, I believe, than
to all the rest of the world put together.

'Shewon't understand,' he whispered, looking at me enquiringly. 'No,
she won't. Will she?'

Then there was a pause,during which he brought forth from his breast
pocket a small bunch of some half-dozen keys, on one of which he
looked frowningly, every now and then balancing it a little before his
eyes, between his finger and thumb, as he deliberated.

I knew him too well, of course, to interpose a word.
'They are easily frightenedÑay, they are. I'd better do it another way.'
And pausing, he looked in my face as he might upon a picture.
'They areÑyesÑI had better do it another wayÑanother way;

yesÑand she'll not suspectÑshe'll not suppose.'
Then he looked steadfastly upon the key, and from it to me, suddenly

lifting it up, and said abruptly, 'See,child,' and, after a second or two,
'Rememberthis key.'

It was oddly shaped, and unlike others.
'Yes, sir.' I always called him 'sir.'
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'It opens that,' and he tapped it sharply on the door of the cabinet. 'In
the daytime it is always here,' at which word he dropped it into his pock-
et again. 'You see?Ñand at night under my pillowÑyou hear me?'

'Yes, sir.'
'You won't forget this cabinetÑoakÑnext the doorÑon your leftÑyou

won't forget?'
'No, sir.'
'Pity she's a girl, and so youngÑay, a girl, and so youngÑno

senseÑgiddy. You say, you'll remember?'
'Yes, sir.'
'It behoves you.'
He turned round and looked full upon me, like a man who has taken a

sudden resolution; and I think for a moment he had made up his mind to
tell me a great deal more. But if so, he changed it again; and after another
pause, he said slowly and sternlyÑ'You will tell nobody what I have
said, under pain of my displeasure.'

'Oh! no, sir!'
'Good child!'
'Except,' he resumed, 'under one contingency; that is, in caseI should

be absent, and Dr. BryerlyÑyou recollect the thin gentleman, in spec-
tacles and a black wig, who spent three days here last monthÑshould
come and enquire for the key, you understand, in my absence.'

'Yes, sir.'
So he kissed me on the forehead, and saidÑ
'Let us return.'
Which, accordingly, we did, in silence; the storm outside, like a dirge

on a great organ, accompanying our flitting.
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Chapter2
UNCLE SILAS

When we reached the drawing-room, I resumed my chair, and my father
his slow and regular walk to and fro, in the great room. Perhaps it was
the uproar of the wind that disturbed the ordinary tenor of his thoughts;
but, whatever was the cause, certainly he was unusually talkative that
night.

After an interval of nearly half an hour, he drew near again, and sat
down in a high-backed arm-chair, beside the fire, and nearly opposite to
me, and looked at me steadfastly for some time, as was his wont, before
speaking; and said heÑ

'This won't doÑyou must have a governess.'
In casesof this kind I merely set down my book or work, as it might

be, and adjusted myself to listen without speaking.
'Your French is pretty well, and your Italian; but you have no German.

Your music may be pretty goodÑI'm no judgeÑbut your drawing might
be betterÑyesÑyes. I believe there are accomplished ladiesÑfinishing
governesses,they call themÑwho undertake more than any one teacher
would have professed in my time, and do very well. She can prepare
you, and next winter, then, you shall visit France and Italy, where you
may be accomplished as highly as you please.'

'Thank you, sir.'
'You shall. It is nearly six months since Miss Ellerton left youÑtoo

long without a teacher.'
Then followed an interval.
'Dr. Bryerly will ask you about that key, and what it opens; you show

all that to him, and no one else.'
'But,' I said, for I had a great terror of disobeying him in ever so

minute a matter, 'you will then be absent, sirÑhow am I to find the key?'
He smiled on me suddenlyÑa bright but wintry smileÑit seldom

came, and was very transitory, and kindly though mysterious.
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'True, child; I'm glad you are so wise; that, you will find, I have
provided for, and you shall know exactly where to look. You have re-
marked how solitarily I live. You fancy, perhaps, I have not got a friend,
and you are nearly rightÑ nearly, but not altogether. I have a very sure
friendÑ oneÑa friend whom I once misunderstood, but now appreciate.'

I wondered silently whether it could be Uncle Silas.
'He'll make me a call, some day soon; I'm not quite sure when. I won't

tell you his nameÑyou'll hear that soon enough, and I don't want it
talked of; and I must make a little journey with him. You'll not be afraid
of being left alone for a time?'

'And have you promised, sir?' I answered, with another question, my
curiosity and anxiety overcoming my awe. He took my questioning very
good-humouredly.

'WellÑ promise?Ñno, child; but I'm under condition; he's not to be
denied. I must make the excursion with him the moment he calls. I have
no choice; but, on the whole, I rather like itÑremember, I say, I rather
like it.'

And he smiled again, with the same meaning, that was at once stern
and sad. The exact purport of these sentences remained fixed in my
mind, so that even at this distance of time I am quite sure of them.

A person quite unacquainted with my father's habitually abrupt and
odd way of talking, would have fancied that he was possibly a little dis-
ordered in his mind. But no such suspicion for a moment troubled me. I
was quite sure that he spoke of a real person who was coming, and that
his journey was something momentous; and when the visitor of whom
he spoke did come, and he departed with him upon that mysterious ex-
cursion, I perfectly understood his language and his reasons for saying
so much and yet so little.

You are not to suppose that all my hours were passed in the sort of
conferenceand isolation of which I have just given you a specimen; and
singular and even awful as were sometimes my t•te-a-t•teswith my fath-
er, I had grown so accustomed to his strange ways, and had so unboun-
ded a confidence in his affection, that they never depressed or agitated
me in the manner you might have supposed. I had a great deal of quite a
different sort of chat with good old Mrs. Rusk, and very pleasant talks
with Mary Quince, my somewhat ancient maid; and besides all this, I
had now and then a visit of a week or so at the house of some one of our
country neighbours, and occasionally a visitorÑbut this, I must own,
very rarelyÑat Knowl.
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There had come now a little pause in my father's revelations, and my
fancy wandered away upon a flight of discovery. Who, I again thought,
could this intending visitor be, who was to come,armed with the prerog-
ative to make my stay-at-home father forthwith leave his household
goodsÑhis books and his childÑto whom he clung, and set forth on an
unknown knight-errantry? Who but Uncle Silas,I thoughtÑthat mysteri-
ous relative whom I had never seenÑwho was, it had in old times been
very darkly hinted to me, unspeakably unfortunate or unspeakably vi-
ciousÑwhom I had seldom heard my father mention, and then in a hur-
ried way, and with a pained, thoughtful look. Once only he had said
anything from which I could gather my father's opinion of him, and then
it was so slight and enigmatical that I might have filled in the character
very nearly as I pleased.

It happened thus. One day Mrs. Rusk was in the oak-room, I being
then about fourteen. Shewas removing a stain from a tapestry chair, and
I watched the process with a childish interest. Shesat down to rest her-
selfÑshe had been stooping over her workÑand threw her head back,
for her neck was weary, and in this position she fixed her eyeson a por-
trait that hung before her.

It was a full-length, and represented a singularly handsome young
man, dark, slender, elegant, in a costume then quite obsolete, though I
believe it was seenat the beginning of this centuryÑwhite leather panta-
loons and top-boots, a buff waistcoat, and a chocolate-coloured coat, and
the hair long and brushed back.

There was a remarkable elegance and a delicacy in the features, but
also a character of resolution and ability that quite took the portrait out
of the category of mere fops or fine men. When people looked at it for
the first time, I have so often heard the exclamationÑ'What a wonder-
fully handsome man!' and then, 'What a clever face!' An Italian grey-
hound stood by him, and some slender columns and a rich drapery in
the background. But though the accessorieswere of the luxurious sort,
and the beauty, as I have said, refined, there was a masculine force in
that slender oval face,and a fire in the large, shadowy eyes,which were
very peculiar, and quite redeemed it from the suspicion of effeminacy.

'Is not that Uncle Silas?' said I.
'Yes, dear,' answered Mrs. Rusk, looking, with her resolute little face,

quietly on the portrait.
'He must be a very handsome man, Mrs. Rusk. Don't you think so?' I

continued.
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'He was, my dearÑyes; but it is forty years since that was paintedÑthe
date is there in the corner, in the shadow that comes from his foot, and
forty years, I can tell you, makes a change in most of us;' and Mrs. Rusk
laughed, in cynical good-humour.

There was a little pause, both still looking on the handsome man in
top-boots, and I saidÑ

'And why, Mrs. Rusk, is papa always so sad about Uncle Silas?'
'What's that, child?' said my father's voice, very near. I looked round,

with a start, and flushed and faltered, receding a step from him.
'No harm, dear. You have said nothing wrong,' he said gently, ob-

serving my alarm. 'You said I was always sad, I think, about Uncle Silas.
Well, I don't know how you gather that; but if I were, I will now tell you,
it would not be unnatural. Your uncle is a man of great talents, great
faults, and great wrongs. His talents have not availed him; his faults are
long ago repented of; and his wrongs I believe he feels lessthan I do, but
they are deep. Did she say any more, madam?' he demanded abruptly of
Mrs. Rusk.

'Nothing, sir,' with a stiff little courtesy, answered Mrs. Rusk, who
stood in awe of him.

'And there is no need, child,' he continued, addressing himself to me,
'that you should think more of him at present. Clear your head of Uncle
Silas.One day, perhaps, you will know himÑyes, very wellÑand under-
stand how villains have injured him.

Then my father retired, and at the door he saidÑ
'Mrs. Rusk, a word, if you please,'beckoning to that lady, who trotted

after him to the library.
I think he then laid some injunction upon the housekeeper,which was

transmitted by her to Mary Quince, for from that time forth I could never
lead either to talk with me about Uncle Silas. They let me talk on, but
were reserved and silent themselves,and seemedembarrassed,and Mrs.
Rusk sometimes pettish and angry, when I pressed for information.

Thus curiosity was piqued; and round the slender portrait in the leath-
er pantaloons and top-boots gathered many-coloured circles of mystery,
and the handsome features seemedto smile down upon my baffled curi-
osity with a provoking significance.

Why is it that this form of ambitionÑcuriosityÑwhich entered into
the temptation of our first parent, is so specially hard to resist? Know-
ledge is powerÑand power of one sort or another is the secretlust of hu-
man souls; and here is, beside the senseof exploration, the undefinable
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interest of a story, and above all, something forbidden, to stimulate the
contumacious appetite.
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Chapter3
A NEW FACE

I think it was about a fortnight after that conversation in which my father
had expressed his opinion, and given me the mysterious charge about
the old oak cabinet in his library, asalready detailed, that I was one night
sitting at the great drawing-room window, lost in the melancholy rever-
ies of night, and in admiration of the moonlighted scene.I was the only
occupant of the room; and the lights near the fire, at its farther end,
hardly reached to the window at which I sat.

The shorn grasssloped gently downward from the windows till it met
the broad level on which stood, in clumps, or solitarily scattered,some of
the noblest timber in England. Hoar in the moonbeams stood those
graceful trees casting their moveless shadows upon the grass,and in the
background crowning the undulations of the distance, in masses,were
piled those woods among which lay the solitary tomb where the remains
of my beloved mother rested.

The air was still. The silvery vapour hung serenely on the far horizon,
and the frosty stars blinked brightly. Everyone knows the effect of such a
sceneon a mind already saddened. Fancies and regrets float mistily in
the dream, and the sceneaffects us with a strange mixture of memory
and anticipation, like some sweet old air heard in the distance. As my
eyes rested on those, to me, funereal but glorious woods, which formed
the background of the picture, my thoughts recurred to my father's mys-
terious intimations and the image of the approaching visitor; and the
thought of the unknown journey saddened me.

In all that concerned his religion, from very early association, there
was to me something of the unearthly and spectral.

When my dear mamma died I was not nine years old; and I remember,
two days before the funeral, there cameto Knowl, where she died, a thin
little man, with large black eyes, and a very grave, dark face.

He was shut up a good deal with my dear father, who was in deep af-
fliction; and Mrs. Rusk used to say, 'It is rather odd to seehim praying
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with that little scarecrow from London, and good Mr. Clay ready at call,
in the village; much good that little black whipper-snapper will do him!'

With that little black man, on the day after the funeral, I was sent out,
for some reason, for a walk; my governesswas ill, I know, and there was
confusion in the house, and I dare say the maids made asmuch of a holi-
day as they could.

I remember feeling a sort of awe of this little dark man; but I was not
afraid of him, for he was gentle, though sadÑand seemedkind. He led
me into the gardenÑthe Dutch garden, we used to call itÑwith a balus-
trade, and statues at the farther front, laid out in a carpet-pattern of
brilliantly-coloured flowers. We came down the broad flight of Caen
stone steps into this, and we walked in silence to the balustrade. The
basewas too high at the spot where we reached it for me to seeover; but
holding my hand, he said, 'Look through that, my child. Well, you can't;
but I can seebeyond itÑshall I tell you what? I seeever so much. I seea
cottage with a steep roof, that looks like gold in the sunlight; there are
tall trees throwing soft shadows round it, and flowering shrubs, I can't
say what, only the colours are beautiful, growing by the walls and win-
dows, and two little children are playing among the stems of the trees,
and we are on our way there, and in a few minutes shall be under those
trees ourselves, and talking to those little children. Yet now to me it is
but a picture in my brain, and to you but a story told by me, which you
believe. Come, dear; let us be going.'

So we descended the steps at the right, and side by side walked along
the grass lane between tall trim walls of evergreens. The way was in
deep shadow, for the sun was near the horizon; but suddenly we turned
to the left, and there we stood in rich sunlight, among the many objects
he had described.

'Is this your house, my little men?' he asked of the childrenÑpretty
little rosy boysÑwho assented; and he leaned with his open hand
against the stem of one of the trees, and with a grave smile he nodded
down to me, sayingÑ

'You seenow, and hear, and feelfor yourself that both the vision and
the story were quite true; but come on, my dear, we have further to go.'

And relapsing into silence we had a long ramble through the wood,
the same on which I was now looking in the distance. Every now and
then he made me sit down to rest, and he in a musing solemn sort of way
would relate some little story, reflecting, even to my childish mind, a
strange suspicion of a spiritual meaning, but different from what honest
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Mrs. Rusk used to expound to me from the Parables, and, somehow,
startling in its very vagueness.

Thus entertained, though a little awfully, I accompanied the dark mys-
terious little 'whipper-snapper' through the woodland glades. We came,
to me quite unexpectedly, in the deep sylvan shadows, upon the grey,
pillared temple, four-fronted, with a slanting pedestal of lichen-stained
steps, the lonely sepulchre in which I had the morning before seenpoor
mamma laid. At the sight the fountains of my grief reopened, and I cried
bitterly, repeating, 'Oh! mamma, mamma, little mamma!' and so went on
weeping and calling wildly on the deaf and the silent. There was a stone
bench some ten steps away from the tomb.

'Sit down beside me, my child,' said the grave man with the black eyes,
very kindly and gently. 'Now, what do you seethere?' he asked,pointing
horizontally with his stick towards the centre of the opposite structure.

'Oh, thatÑthat place where poor mamma is?'
'Yes,a stone wall with pillars, too high for either you or me to seeover.

ButÑÑ'
Here he mentioned a name which I think must have beenSwedenborg,

from what I afterwards learnt of his tenets and revelations; I only know
that it sounded to me like the name of a magician in a fairy tale; I fancied
he lived in the wood which surrounded us, and I began to grow
frightened as he proceeded.

'But Swedenborg seesbeyond it, over, and through it, and has told me
all that concerns us to know. He says your mamma is not there.'

'She is taken away!' I cried, starting up, and with streaming eyes,gaz-
ing on the building which, though I stamped my feet in my distraction, I
was afraid to approach. 'Oh, is mamma taken away? Where is she?
Where have they brought her to?'

I was uttering unconsciously very nearly the question with which
Mary, in the grey of that wondrous morning on which she stood by the
empty sepulchre, accosted the figure standing near.

'Your mamma is alive but too far away to seeor hear us. Swedenborg,
standing here, can seeand hear her, and tells me all he sees,just as I told
you in the garden about the little boys and the cottage, and the trees and
flowers which you could not see.You believed in when I told you. So I
can tell you now as I did then; and as we are both, I hope, walking on to
the sameplace just aswe did to the trees and cottage.You will surely see
with your own eyes how true the description is which I give you.'
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I was very frightened, for I feared that when he had done his narrative
we were to walk on through the wood into that place of wonders and of
shadows where the dead were visible.

He leaned his elbow on his knee, and his forehead on his hand, which
shaded his downcast eyes.In that attitude he described to me a beautiful
landscape,radiant with a wondrous light, in which, rejoicing, my mother
moved along an airy path, ascending among mountains of fantastic
height, and peaks,melting in celestial colouring into the air, and peopled
with human beings translated into the same image, beauty, and splend-
our. And when he had ended his relation, he rose, took my hand, and
smiling gently down on my pale, wondering face, he said the same
words he had spoken beforeÑ

'Come, dear, let us go.'
'Oh! no, no, noÑnot now,' I said, resisting, and very much frightened.
'Home, I mean, dear. We cannot walk to the place I have described.

We can only reach it through the gate of death, to which we are all tend-
ing, young and old, with sure steps.'

'And where is the gate of death?' I asked in a sort of whisper, as we
walked together, holding his hand, and looking stealthily. He smiled
sadly and saidÑ

'When, sooner or later, the time comes,asHagar's eyeswere opened in
the wilderness, and she beheld the fountain of water, so shall each of us
see the door open before us, and enter in and be refreshed.'

For a long time following this walk I was very nervous; more so for the
awful manner in which Mrs. Rusk received my statementÑwith stern
lips and upturned hands and eyes, and an angry expostulation: 'I do
wonder at you, Mary Quince, letting the child walk into the wood with
that limb of darkness. It is a mercy he did not show her the devil, or
frighten her out of her senses, in that lonely place!'

Of these Swedenborgians, indeed, I know no more than I might learn
from good Mrs. Rusk's very inaccurate talk. Two or three of them
crossedin the course of my early life, like magic-lantern figures, the disk
of my very circumscribed observation. All outside was and is darkness. I
once tried to read one of their books upon the future stateÑheaven and
hell; but I grew after a day or two so nervous that I laid it aside. It is
enough for me to know that their founder either saw or fancied he saw
amazing visions, which, so far from superseding, confirmed and inter-
preted the language of the Bible; and as dear papa acceptedtheir ideas, I
am happy in thinking that they did not conflict with the supreme author-
ity of holy writ.
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Leaning on my hand, I was now looking upon that solemn wood,
white and shadowy in the moonlight, where, for a long time after that
ramble with the visionary, I fancied the gate of death, hidden only by a
strange glamour, and the dazzling land of ghosts, were situate; and I
suppose these earlier associations gave to my reverie about my father's
coming visitor a wilder and a sadder tinge.
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Chapter4
MADAME DE LA ROUGIERRE

On a sudden, on the grass before me, stood an odd figureÑa very tall
woman in grey draperies, nearly white under the moon, courtesying ex-
traordinarily low, and rather fantastically.

I stared in something like a horror upon the large and rather hollow
features which I did not know, smiling very unpleasantly on me; and the
moment it was plain that I saw her, the grey woman began gobbling and
cackling shrillyÑI could not distinctly hear what through the win-
dowÑand gesticulating oddly with her long hands and arms.

As she drew near the window, I flew to the fireplace, and rang the bell
frantically, and seeingher still there, and fearing that shemight break in-
to the room, I flew out of the door, very much frightened, and met Bran-
ston the butler in the lobby.

'There's a woman at the window!' I gasped; 'turn her away, please.'
If I had said a man, I suppose fat Branston would have summoned and

sent forward a detachment of footmen. As it was, he bowed gravely,
with aÑ

'Yes,'mÑshall,'m.'
And with an air of authority approached the window.
I don't think that he was pleasantly impressed himself by the first sight

of our visitor, for he stopped short some steps of the window, and de-
manded rather sternlyÑ

'What ye doin' there, woman?'
To this summons, her answer, which occupied a little time, was inaud-

ible to me. But Branston repliedÑ
'I wasn't aware, ma'am; I heerd nothin'; if you'll go round that way,

you'll seethe hall-door steps, and I'll speak to the master, and do as he
shall order.'

The figure said something and pointed.
'Yes, that's it, and ye can't miss the door.'
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And Mr. Branston returned slowly down the long room, and halted
with out-turned pumps and a grave inclination before me, and the
faintest amount of interrogation in the announcementÑ

'Please,'m, she says she's the governess.'
'The governess!Whatgoverness?'
Branston was too well-bred to smile, and he said thoughtfullyÑ
'P'raps,'m, I'd best ask the master?'
To which I assented,and away strode the flat pumps of the butler to

the library.
I stood breathless in the hall. Every girl at my age knows how much is

involved in such an advent. I also heard Mrs. Rusk, in a minute or two
more, emerge I suppose from the study. She walked quickly, and
muttered sharply to herselfÑan evil trick, in which she indulged when
much 'put about.' I should have been glad of a word with her; but I fan-
cied she was vexed, and would not have talked satisfactorily. She did
not, however, come my way; merely crossing the hall with her quick, en-
ergetic step.

Was it really the arrival of a governess?Was that apparition which had
impressed me so unpleasantly to take the command of meÑto sit alone
with me, and haunt me perpetually with her sinister looks and shrilly
gabble?

I was just making up my mind to go to Mary Quince, and learn
something definite, when I heard my father's step approaching from the
library: so I quietly re-entered the drawingroom, but with an anxious
and throbbing heart.

When he came in, as usual, he patted me on the head gently, with a
kind of smile, and then began his silent walk up and down the room. I
was yearning to question him on the point that just then engrossedme so
disagreeably; but the awe in which I stood of him forbade.

After a time he stopped at the window, the curtain of which I had
drawn, and the shutter partly opened, and he looked out, perhaps with
associations of his own, on the scene I had been contemplating.

It was not for nearly an hour after, that my father suddenly, after his
wont, in a few words, apprised me of the arrival of Madame de la Rougi-
erre to be my governess, highly recommended and perfectly qualified.
My heart sank with a sure presage of ill. I already disliked, distrusted,
and feared her.

I had more than an apprehension of her temper and fear of possibly
abused authority. The large-featured, smirking phantom, saluting me so
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oddly in the moonlight, retained ever after its peculiar and unpleasant
hold upon my nerves.

'Well, Miss Maud, dear, I hope you'll like your new governessÑfor it's
more than I do, just at present at least,' said Mrs. Rusk, sharplyÑshe was
awaiting me in my room. 'I hate them French-women; they're not natur-
al, I think. I gave her her supper in my room. She eats like a wolf, she
does, the great raw-boned hannimal. I wish you saw her in bed as I did. I
put her next the clock-roomÑshe'll hear the hours betimes, I'm thinking.
You never saw such a sight. The great long nose and hollow cheeks of
her, and oogh! such a mouth! I felt a'most like little Red Riding-HoodÑI
did, Miss.'

Here honest Mary Quince, who enjoyed Mrs. Rusk's satire, a weapon
in which she was not herself strong, laughed outright.

'Turn down the bed, Mary. She'svery agreeableÑshe is, just nowÑall
new-comers is; but she did not get many compliments from me,
MissÑno, I rayther think not. I wonder why honest English girls won't
answer the gentry for governesses,instead of them gaping, scheming,
wicked furriners? Lord forgi' me, I think they're all alike.'

Next morning I made acquaintancewith Madame de la Rougierre. She
was tall, masculine, a little ghastly perhaps, and draped in purple silk,
with a lace cap, and great bands of black hair, too thick and black, per-
haps, to correspond quite naturally with her bleached and sallow skin,
her hollow jaws, and the fine but grim wrinkles traced about her brows
and eyelids. She smiled, she nodded, and then for a good while she
scanned me in silence with a steady cunning eye, and a stern smile.

'And how is she namedÑwhat is Mademoiselle's name?' said the tall
stranger.

'Maud, Madame.'
'Maud!Ñwhat pretty name! Eh bien! I am very sure my dear Maud she

will be very good little girlÑis not so?Ñand I am sure I shall love you
vary moche. And what 'av you been learning, Maud, my dear
cheaileÑmusic, French, German, eh?'

'Yes, a little; and I had just begun the use of the globes when my gov-
erness went away.'

I nodded towards the globes, which stood near her, as I said this.
'Oh! yesÑthe globes;' and she spun one of them with her great hand.

'Je vous expliquerai tout cela ˆ fond.'
Madame de la Rougierre, I found, was always quite ready to explain

everything 'ˆ fond;' but somehow her 'explications,' as she termed them,
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were not very intelligible, and when pressedher temper woke up; so that
I preferred, after a while, accepting the expositions just as they came.

Madame was on an unusually large scale,a circumstance which made
some of her traits more startling, and altogether rendered her, in her
strange way, more awful in the eyesof a nervous child, I may say, such as
I was. Sheused to look at me for a long time sometimes, with the peculi-
ar smile I have mentioned, and a great finger upon her lip, like the
Eleusinian priestess on the vase.

She would sit, too, sometimes for an hour together, looking into the
fire or out of the window, plainly seeing nothing, and with an odd, fixed
look of something like triumphÑvery nearly a smileÑon her cunning
face.

She was by no means a pleasant gouvernantefor a nervous girl of my
years. Sometimes she had accessesof a sort of hilarity which frightened
me still more than her graver moods, and I will describe these by-and-
by.
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Chapter5
SIGHTS AND NOISES

There is not an old house in England of which the servants and young
people who live in it do not cherish some traditions of the ghostly.
Knowl has its shadows, noises, and marvellous records. Rachel Ruthyn,
the beauty of Queen Anne's time, who died of grief for the handsome
Colonel Norbrooke, who was killed in the Low Countries, walks the
house by night, in crisp and sounding silks. She is not seen,only heard.
The tapping of her high-heeled shoes, the sweep and rustle of her bro-
cades,her sighs as she pauses in the galleries, near the bed-room doors;
and sometimes, on stormy nights, her sobs.

There is, beside, the 'link-man', a lank, dark-faced, black-haired man,
in a sablesuit, with a link or torch in his hand. It usually only smoulders,
with a deep red glow, as he visits his beat. The library is one of the
rooms he seesto. Unlike 'Lady Rachel,'as the maids called her, he is seen
only, never heard. His steps fall noiselessas shadows on floor and car-
pet. The lurid glow of his smouldering torch imperfectly lights his figure
and face, and, except when much perturbed, his link never blazes. On
those occasions,however, ashe goeshis rounds, he ever and anon whirls
it around his head, and it bursts into a dismal flame. This is a fearful
omen, and always portends some direful crisis or calamity. It occurs,
only once or twice in a century.

I don't know whether Madame had heard anything of these phenom-
ena; but she did report which very much frightened me and Mary
Quince. Sheasked us who walked in the gallery on which her bed-room
opened, making a rustling with her dress, and going down the stairs,
and breathing long breaths here and there. Twice, she said, she had
stood at her door in the dark, listening to these sounds, and once she
called to know who it was. There was no answer, but the person plainly
turned back, and hurried towards her with an unnatural speed, which
made her jump within her door and shut it.
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When first such tales are told, they excite the nerves of the young and
the ignorant intensely. But the special effect, I have found, soon wears
out The tale simply takes it's place with the rest. It was with Madame's
narrative.

About a week after its relation, I had my experience of a similar sort.
Mary Quince went down-stairs for a night-light, leaving me in bed, a
candle burning in the room, and being tired. I fell asleep before her re-
turn. When I awoke the candle had beenextinguished. But I heard a step
softly approaching. I jumped upÑquite forgetting the ghost, and think-
ing only of Mary QuinceÑand opened the door, expecting to see the
light of her candle. Instead, all was dark, and near me I heard the fall of a
bare foot on the oak floor. It was as if some one had stumbled. I said,
'Mary,' but no answer came,only a rustling of clothes and a breathing at
the other side of the gallery, which passed off towards the upper stair-
case. I turned into my room, freezing with horror, and clapt my door.
The noise wakened Mary Quince, who had returned and gone to her bed
half an hour before.

About a fortnight after this, Mary Quince, a very veracious spinster,
reported to me, that having got up to fix the window, which was rattling,
at about four o'clock in the morning, shesaw a light shining from the lib-
rary window. She could swear to its being a strong light, streaming
through the chinks of the shutter, and moving. No doubt the link was
waved about his head by the angry 'link-man.'

These strange occurrences helped, I think, just then to make me
nervous, and prepared the way for the odd sort of ascendency which,
through my sense of the mysterious and super-natural, that repulsive
Frenchwoman was gradually, and it seemedwithout effort, establishing
over me.

Somedark points of her character speedily emerged from the prismat-
ic mist with which she had enveloped it.

Mrs. Rusk's observation about the agreeability of new-comers I found
to be true; for as Madame began to lose that character, her good-humour
abated very perceptibly, and shebegan to show gleams of another sort of
temper, that was lurid and dangerous.

Notwithstanding this, she was in the habit of always having her Bible
open by her, and was austerely attentive at morning and evening ser-
vices, and asked my father, with great humility, to lend her some transla-
tions of Swedenborg's books, which she laid much to heart.

When we went out for our walk, if the weather were bad we generally
made our promenade up and down the broad terrace in front of the
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windows. Sullen and malign at times she used to look, and as suddenly
she would pat me on the shoulder caressingly, and smile with a grot-
esque benignity, asking tenderly, 'Are you fatigue, ma ch•re?' or 'Are
you cold-a, dear Maud?'

At first theseabrupt transitions puzzled me, sometimes half frightened
me, savouring, I fancied, of insanity. The key, however, was accidentally
supplied, and I found that theseaccessesof demonstrative affection were
sure to supervene whenever my father's face was visible through the lib-
rary windows.

I did not know well what to make of this woman, whom I feared with
a vein of superstitious dread. I hated being alone with her after dusk in
the school-room. She would sometimes sit for half an hour at a time,
with her wide mouth drawn down at the corners, and a scowl, looking
into the fire. If she saw me looking at her, she would change all this on
the instant, affect a sort of languor, and lean her head upon her hand,
and ultimately have recourse to her Bible. But I fancied she did not read,
but pursued her own dark ruminations, for I observed that the open
book might often lie for half an hour or more under her eyesand yet the
leaf never turned.

I should have been glad to be assured that she prayed when on her
knees,or read when that book was before her; I should have felt that she
was more canny and human. As it was, those external pieties made a
suspicion of a hollow contrast with realities that helped to scareme; yet
it was but a suspicionÑI could not be certain.

Our rector and the curate, with whom she was very gracious, and
anxious about my collects and catechism, had an exalted opinion of her.
In public places her affection for me was always demonstrative.

In like manner she contrived conferenceswith my father. She was al-
ways making excusesto consult him about my reading, and to confide in
him her sufferings, as I learned, from my contumacy and temper. The
fact is, I was altogether quiet and submissive. But I think she had a wish
to reduce me to a state of the most abject bondage. She had designs of
domination and subversion regarding the entire household, I now be-
lieve, worthy of the evil spirit I sometimes fancied her.

My father beckoned me into the study one day, and said heÑ
'You ought not to give poor Madame so much pain. She is one of the

few persons who take an interest in you; why should shehave so often to
complain of your ill-temper and disobedience?Ñwhy should she be
compelled to ask my permission to punish you? Don't be afraid, I won't
concede that. But in so kind a person it argues much. Affection I can't
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commandÑrespect and obedienceI mayÑand I insist on your rendering
bothto Madame.'

'But sir,' I said, roused into courage by the gross injustice of the charge,
'I have always done exactly asshebid me, and never said one disrespect-
ful word to Madame.'

'I don't think, child, you are the best judge of that. Go, and amend.' And
with a displeased look he pointed to the door. My heart swelled with the
senseof wrong, and as I reached the door I turned to say another word,
but I could not, and only burst into tears.

'ThereÑdon't cry, little MaudÑonly let us do better for the future.
ThereÑthereÑthere has been enough.'

And he kissed my forehead, and gently put me out and closed the
door.

In the school-room I took courage, and with some warmth upbraided
Madame.

'Wat wicked cheaile!' moaned Madame, demurely. 'Read aloud those
threeÑyes, thosethree chapters of the Bible, my dear Maud.'

There was no special fitness in those particular chapters, and when
they were ended she said in a sad toneÑ

'Now, dear, you must commit to memory this pretty priaire for umility
of art.'

It was a long one, and in a state of profound irritation I got through
the task.

Mrs. Rusk hated her. Shesaid shestole wine and brandy whenever the
opportunity offeredÑthat she was always asking her for such stimulants
and pretending pains in her stomach. Here, perhaps, there was exaggera-
tion; but I knew it was true that I had been at different times despatched
on that errand and pretext for brandy to Mrs. Rusk, who at last came to
her bedside with pills and a mustard blister only, and was hated irrevoc-
ably ever after.

I felt all this was done to torture me. But a day is a long time to a child,
and they forgive quickly. It was always with a sense of danger that I
heard Madame say she must go and seeMonsieur Ruthyn in the library,
and I think a jealousy of her growing influence was an ingredient in the
detestation in which honest Mrs. Rusk held her.
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Chapter6
A WALK IN THE WOOD

Two little pieces of by-play in which I detected her confirmed my un-
pleasant suspicion. From the corner of the gallery I one day saw her,
when she thought I was out and all quiet, with her ear at the keyhole of
papa's study, as we used to call the sitting-room next his bed-room. Her
eyes were turned in the direction of the stairs, from which only she ap-
prehended surprise. Her great mouth was open, and her eyesabsolutely
goggled with eagerness.Shewas devouring all that was passing there. I
drew back into the shadow with a kind of disgust and horror. She was
transformed into a great gaping reptile. I felt that I could have thrown
something at her; but a kind of fear made me recede again toward my
room. Indignation, however, quickly returned, and I cameback, treading
briskly as I did so. When I reached the angle of the gallery again. Ma-
dame, I suppose, had heard me, for she was half-way down the stairs.

'Ah, my dear Cheaile, I am so glad to find you, and you are dress to
come out. We shall have so pleasant walk.'

At that moment the door of my father's study opened, and Mrs. Rusk,
with her dark energetic face very much flushed, stepped out in high
excitement.

'The Master says you may have the brandy-bottle, Madame and I'm
glad to be rid of itÑ I am.'

Madame courtesied with a great smirk, that was full of intangible hate
and insult.

'Better your own brandy, if drink you must!' exclaimed Mrs. Rusk.
'You may come to the store-room now, or the butler can take it.'

And off whisked Mrs. Rusk for the back staircase.
There had been no common skirmish on this occasion, but a pitched

battle.
Madame had made a sort of pet of Anne Wixted, an underchamber-

maid, and attached her to her interest economically by persuading me to
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make her presents of some old dressesand other things. Anne was such
an angel!

But Mrs. Rusk, whose eyes were about her, detected Anne, with a
brandy-bottle under her apron, stealing up-stairs. Anne, in a panic, de-
clared the truth. Madame had commissioned her to buy it in the town,
and convey it to her bed-room. Upon this, Mrs. Rusk impounded the
flask; and, with Anne beside her, rather precipitately appeared before
'the Master.' He heard and summoned Madame. Madame was cool,
frank, and fluent. The brandy was purely medicinal. She produced a
document in the form of a note. Doctor Somebody presented his compli-
ments to Madame de la Rougierre, and ordered her a table-spoonful of
brandy and some drops of laudanum whenever the pain of stomach re-
turned. The flask would last a whole year, perhaps two. Sheclaimed her
medicine.

Man's estimate of woman is higher than woman's own. Perhaps in
their relations to men they are generally more trustworthyÑperhaps
woman's is the juster, and the other an appointed illusion. I don't know;
but so it is ordained.

Mrs. Rusk was recalled, and I saw, as you are aware, Madame's pro-
cedure during the interview.

It was a great battleÑa great victory. Madame was in high spirits. The
air was sweetÑthe landscape charmingÑI, so goodÑeverything so
beautiful! Where should we go? this way?

I had made a resolution to speak as little as possible to Madame, I was
so incensed at the treachery I had witnessed; but such resolutions do not
last long with very young people, and by the time we had reached the
skirts of the wood we were talking pretty much as usual.

'I don't wish to go into the wood, Madame.
'And for what?'
'Poor mamma is buried there.'
'Is therethe vault?' demanded Madame eagerly.
I assented.
'My faith, curious reason; you say because poor mamma is buried

there you will not approach! Why, cheaile, what would good Monsieur
Ruthyn say if he heard such thing? You are surely not so unkain', and I
am with you. Allons. Let us comeÑeven a little part of the way.'

And so I yielded, though still reluctant.
There was a grass-grown road, which we easily reached, leading to the

sombre building, and we soon arrived before it.
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Madame de la Rougierre seemedrather curious. She sat down on the
little bank opposite, in her most languid poseÑher head leaned upon the
tips of her fingers.

'How very sadÑhow solemn!' murmured Madame. 'What noble tomb!
How triste, my dear cheaile, your visit 'ere must it be, remembering a so
sweet maman. There is new inscriptionÑis it not new?' And so, indeed,
it seemed.

'I am fatigueÑmaybe you will read it aloud to me slowly and sol-
emnly, my dearest Maud?'

As I approached, I happened to look, I can't tell why, suddenly, over
my shoulder; I was startled, for Madame was grimacing after me with a
vile derisive distortion. Shepretended to be seized with a fit of coughing.
But it would not do: she saw that I had detected her, and she laughed
aloud.

'Come here, dear cheaile. I was just reflecting how foolish is all this
thingÑthe tombÑthe epitaph. I think I would 'av noneÑno, no epitaph.
We regard them first for the oracle of the dead, and find them after only
the folly of the living. So I despise. Do you think your house of Knowl
down there is what you call haunt, my dear?'

'Why?' said I, flushing and growing pale again. I felt quite afraid of
Madame, and confounded at the suddenness of all this.

'BecauseAnne Wixted she says there is ghost. How dark is this place!
and so many of the Ruthyn family they are buried hereÑis not so?How
high and thick are the trees all round! and nobody comes near.'

And Madame rolled her eyes awfully, as if she expected to see
something unearthly, and, indeed, looked very like it herself.

'Come away, Madame,' I said, growing frightened, and feeling that if I
were once, by any accident, to give way to the panic that was gathering
round me, I should instantaneously lose all control of myself. 'Oh, come
away! do, MadameÑI'm frightened.'

'No, on the contrary, sit here by me. It is very odd, you will think, ma
ch•reÑun gožt bizarre, vraiment!Ñbut I love very much to be near to
the dead peopleÑin solitary place like this. I am not afraid of the dead
people, nor of the ghosts. 'Av you ever see a ghost, my dear?'

'Do, Madame, prayspeak of something else.'
'Wat little fool! But no, you are not afraid. I 'av seenthe ghosts myself.

I saw one, for example, last night, shape like a monkey, sitting in the
corner, with his arms round his knees;very wicked, old, old man his face
was like, and white eyes so large.'
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'Come away, Madame! you are trying to frighten me,' I said, in the
childish anger which accompaniesfear. Madame laughed an ugly laugh,
and saidÑ

'Eh bien! little fool!ÑI will not tell the rest if you are really frightened;
let us change to something else.'

'Yes, yes! oh, doÑpray do.'
'Wat good man is your father!'
'VeryÑthe kindest darling. I don't know why it is, Madame, I am so

afraid of him, and never could tell him how much I love him.'
This confidential talking with Madame, strange to say, implied no con-

fidence; it resulted from fearÑit was deprecatory. I treated her as if she
had human sympathies, in the hope that they might be generated
somehow.

'Was there not a doctor from London with him a few months ago?Dr.
Bryerly, I think they call him.'

'Yes, a Doctor Bryerly, who remained a few days. Shall we begin to
walk towards home, Madame? Do, pray.'

'Immediately, cheaile; and does your father suffer much?'
'NoÑI think not.'
'And what then is his disease?'
'Disease!he has no disease.Have you heard anything about his health,

Madame?' I said, anxiously.
'Oh no, ma foiÑI have heard nothing; but if the doctor came, it was

not because he was quite well.'
'But that doctor is a doctor in theology, I fancy. I know he is a Sweden-

borgian; and papa is so well, he couldnot have come as a physician.'
'I am very glad, ma ch•re, to hear; but still you know your father is old

man to have so young cheaile asyou. Oh, yesÑhe is old man, and so un-
certain life is. 'As he made his will, my dear?Every man so rich ashe, es-
pecially so old, aught to 'av made his will.'

'There is no need of haste, Madame; it is quite time enough when his
health begins to fail.'

'But has he really compose no will?'
'I really don't know, Madame.'
'Ah, little rogue! you will not tellÑbut you are not such fool as you

feign yourself. No, no; you know everything. Come, tell me all aboutÑit
is for your advantage, you know. What is in his will, and when he
wrote?'

'But, Madame, I really know nothing of it. I can't say whether there is a
will or not. Let us talk of something else.'
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'But, cheaile, it will not kill Monsieur Ruthyn to make his will; he will
not come to lie here a day sooner by causeof that; but if he make no will,
you may lose a great deal of the property. Would not that be pity?'

'I really don't know anything of his will. If papa has made one, he has
never spoken of it to me. I know he loves meÑthat is enough.'

'Ah! you are not such little gooseÑyou do know everything, of course.
Come tell me, little obstinate, otherwise I will break your little finger.
Tell me everything.'

'I know nothing of papa's will. You don't know, Madame, how you
hurt me. Let us speak of something else.'

'You do know, and you must tell, petite dure-t•te, or I will break a
your little finger.'

With which words she seized that joint, and laughing spitefully, she
twisted it suddenly back. I screamed while she continued to laugh.

'Will you tell?'
'Yes, yes! let me go,' I shrieked.
Shedid not releaseit immediately however, but continued her torture

and discordant laughter. At last she finally released my finger.
'Soshe is going to be good cheaile, and tell everything to her affection-

ate gouvernante. What do you cry for, little fool?'
'You've hurt me very muchÑyou have broken my finger,' I sobbed.
'Rub it and blow it and give it a kiss, little fool! What cross girl! I will

never play with you againÑnever. Let us go home.'
Madame was silent and morose all the way home. Shewould not an-

swer my questions, and affected to be very lofty and offended.
This did not last very long, however, and she soon resumed her

wonted ways. And she returned to the question of the will, but not so
directly, and with more art.

Why should this dreadful woman's thoughts be running so continu-
ally upon my father's will? How could it concern her?
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Chapter7
CHURCH SCARSDALE

I think all the females of our household, except Mrs. Rusk, who was at
open feud with her and had only room for the fiercer emotions, were
more or less afraid of this inauspicious foreigner.

Mrs. Rusk would say in her confidences in my roomÑ
'Where does she come from?Ñis she a French or a Swiss one, or is she

a Canada woman? I remember one of themwhen I was a girl, and a nice
limb shewas, too! And who did she live with? Where was her last fam-
ily? Not one of us knows nothing about her, no more than a child; ex-
cept, of course, the MasterÑI do suppose he made enquiry. She'salways
at hugger-mugger with Anne Wixted. I'll pack that oneabout her busi-
ness, if she doesn't mind. Tattling and whispering eternally. It's not
about her own business she's a-talking. Madame de la Rougepot, I call
her. She doesknow how to paint up to the ninety-ninesÑshe does, the
old cat. I beg your pardon, Miss, but that she isÑa devil, and no mistake.
I found her out first by her thieving the Master's gin, that the doctor
ordered him, and filling the decanter up with waterÑthe old villain; but
she'll be found out yet, she will; and all the maids is afraid on her. She's
not right, they thinkÑa witch or a ghostÑI should not wonder. Cather-
ine Jonesfound her in her bed asleep in the morning after she sulked
with you, you know, Miss, with all her clothes on, what-ever was the
meaning; and I think she has frightened you, Miss and has you as
nervous as anythinkÑI do,' and so forth.

It was true. I wasnervous, and growing rather more so; and I think this
cynical woman perceived and intended it, and was pleased. I was always
afraid of her concealing herself in my room, and emerging at night to
scare me. She began sometimes to mingle in my dreams, tooÑalways
awfully; and this nourished, of course, the kind of ambiguous fear in
which, in waking hours, I held her.

I dreamed one night that she led me, all the time whispering
something so very fast that I could not understand her, into the library,
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holding a candle in her other hand above her head. We walked on tiptoe,
like criminals at the dead of night, and stopped before that old oak cab-
inet which my father had indicated in so odd a way to me. I felt that we
were about some contraband practice. There was a key in the door,
which I experienced a guilty horror at turning, she whispering in the
same unintelligible way, all the time, at my ear. I did turn it; the door
opened quite softly, and within stood my father, his face white and ma-
lignant, and glaring close in mine. He cried in a terrible voice, 'Death!'
Out went Madame's candle, and at the same moment, with a scream, I
waked in the darkÑstill fancying myself in the library; and for an hour
after I continued in a hysterical state.

Every little incident about Madame furnished a topic of eager discus-
sion among the maids. More or less covertly, they nearly all hated and
feared her. They fancied that she was making good her footing with 'the
Master;' and that she would then oust Mrs. RuskÑperhaps usurp her
placeÑand so make a clean sweep of them all. I fancy the honest little
housekeeper did not discourage that suspicion.

About this time I recollect a pedlarÑan odd, gipsified-looking
manÑcalled in at Knowl. I and Catherine Joneswere in the court when
he came, and set down his pack on the low balustrade beside the door.

All sorts of commodities he hadÑribbons, cottons, silks, stockings,
lace, and even some bad jewellry; and just as he began his displayÑan
interesting matter in a quiet country houseÑMadame came upon the
ground. He grinned a recognition, and hoped 'Madamasel' was well, and
'did not look to see herhere.'

'Madamasel' thanked him. 'Yes, vary well,' and looked for the first
time decidedly 'put out.'

'Wat a pretty things!' she said. 'Catherine, run and tell Mrs. Rusk. She
wants scissars, and lace tooÑI heard her say.'

So Catherine, with a lingering look, departed; and Madame saidÑ
'Will you, dear cheaile, be so kind to bring here my purse, I forgot on

the table in my room; also, I advise you, bring your.'
Catherine returned with Mrs. Rusk. Here was a man who could tell

them something of the old Frenchwoman, at last! Slyly they dawdled
over his wares, until Madame had made her market and departed with
me. But when the coveted opportunity came, the pedlar was quite im-
penetrable. 'He forgot everything; he did not believe as he ever saw the
lady before. He called a Frenchwoman, all the world over, Madam-
aselÑthat wor the name on 'em all. He never seedher in partiklar afore,
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as he could bring to mind. He liked to see'em always, 'causethey makes
the young uns buy.'

This reserve and oblivion were very provoking, and neither Mrs. Rusk
nor Catherine Jonesspent sixpencewith him;Ñhe was a stupid fellow, or
worse.

Of course Madame had tampered with him. But truth, like murder,
will out some day. Tom Williams, the groom, had seenher, when alone
with him, and pretending to look at his stock, with her face almost bur-
ied in his silks and Welsh linseys, talking as fast asshecould all the time,
and slipping money, he did suppose, under a piece of stuff in his box.

In the mean time, I and Madame were walking over the wide, peaty
sheep-walks that lie between Knowl and Church Scarsdale. Since our
visit to the mausoleum in the wood, she had not worried me so much as
before. She had been, indeed, more than usually thoughtful, very little
talkative, and troubled me hardly at all about French and other accom-
plishments. A walk was a part of our daily routine. I now carried a tiny
basket in my hand, with a few sandwiches, which were to furnish our
luncheon when we reached the pretty scene, about two miles away,
whither we were tending.

We had started a little too late; Madame grew unwontedly fatigued
and sat down to rest on a stile before we had got half-way; and there she
intoned, with a dismal nasal cadence,a quaint old Bretagneballad, about
a lady with a pig's head:Ñ

'This lady was neither pig nor maid, And so she was not of human
mould; Not of the living nor the dead. Her left hand and foot were warm
to touch; Her right as cold as a corpse's flesh! And she would sing like a
funeral bell, with a ding-dong tune. The pigs were afraid, and viewed
her aloof; And women feared her and stood afar. She could do without
sleep for a year and a day; Shecould sleep like a corpse, for a month and
more. No one knew how this lady fedÑ On acorns or on flesh. Somesay
that she's one of the swine-possessed,That swam over the sea of Gen-
nesaret.A mongrel body and demon soul. Somesay she'sthe wife of the
Wandering Jew, And broke the law for the sake of pork; And a swinish
face for a token doth bear, That her shame is now, and her punishment
coming.'

And so it went on, in a gingling rigmarole. The more anxious I seemed
to go on our way, the more likely was she to loiter. I therefore showed no
signs of impatience, and I saw her consult her watch in the course of her
ugly minstrelsy, and slyly glance, as if expecting something, in the direc-
tion of our destination.
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When shehad sung to her heart's content, up rose Madame, and began
to walk onward silently. I saw her glance once or twice, as before, to-
ward the village of Trillsworth, which lay in front, a little to our left, and
the smoke of which hung in a film over the brow of the hill. I think she
observed me, for she enquiredÑ

'Wat is that a smoke there?'
'That is Trillsworth, Madame; there is a railway station there.'
'Oh, le chemin de fer, so near! I did not think. Where it goes?'
I told her, and silence returned.
Church Scarsdale is a very pretty and odd scene. The slightly

undulating sheep-walk dips suddenly into a wide glen, in the lap of
which, by a bright, winding rill, rise from the sward the ruins of a small
abbey, with a few solemn trees scattered round. The crows' nests hung
untenanted in the trees; the birds were foraging far away from their
roosts. The very cattle had forsaken the place. It was solitude itself.

Madame drew a long breath and smiled.
'Come down, come down, cheaileÑcome down to the churchyard.'
As we descended the slope which shut out the surrounding world,

and the scene grew more sad and lonely. Madame's spirits seemed to
rise.

'See 'ow many grave-stonesÑone, two hundred. Don't you love the
dead, cheaile?I will teach you to love them. You shall seeme die here to-
day, for half an hour, and be among them. That is what I love.'

We were by this time at the little brook's side, and the low churchyard
wall with a stile, reached by a couple of stepping-stones, across the
stream, immediately at the other side.

'Come, now!' cried Madame, raising her face, as if to sniff the air; 'we
are closeto them. You will like them soon as I. You shall seefive of them.
Ah, •a ira, •a ira, •a ira! Come cross quickily! I am Madame la
MorgueÑMrs. Deadhouse! I will present you my friends, Monsieur Ca-
davre and Monsieur Squelette. Come, come, leetle mortal, let us play.
Ouaah!' And she uttered a horrid yell from her enormous mouth, and
pushing her wig and bonnet back, so as to show her great, bald head.
She was laughing, and really looked quite mad.

'No, Madame, I will not go with you,' I said, disengaging my hand
with a violent effort, receding two or three steps.

'Not enter the churchyard! Ma foiÑwat mauvais gožt! But see,we are
already in shade. The sun he is setting soonÑwhere well you remain,
cheaile? I will not stay long.'
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'I'll stay here,' I said, a little angrilyÑfor I was angry as well as
nervous; and through my fear was that indignation at her extravagances
which mimicked lunacy so unpleasantly, and were, I knew, designed to
frighten me.

Over the stepping-stones, pulling up her dress, she skipped with her
long, lank legs, like a witch joining a Walpurgis. Over the stile she
strode, and I saw her head wagging, and heard her sing some of her ill-
omened rhymes, as she capered solemnly, with many a grin and cour-
tesy, among the graves and headstones, towards the ruin.
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Chapter8
THE SMOKER

Three years later I learnedÑin a way she probably little expected, and
then did not much care aboutÑwhat really occurred there. I learned
even phrasesand looksÑfor the story was related by one who had heard
it toldÑand therefore I venture to narrate what at the moment I neither
saw nor suspected.While I sat, flushed and nervous, upon a flat stone by
the bank of the little stream, Madame looked over her shoulder, and per-
ceiving that I was out of sight, she abated her pace, and turned sharply
towards the ruin which lay at her left. It was her first visit, and she was
merely exploring; but now, with a perfectly shrewd and businesslike air,
turning the corner of the building, she saw, seated upon the edge of a
grave-stone, a rather fat and flashily-equipped young man, with large,
light whiskers, a jerry hat, green cutaway coat with gilt buttons, and
waistcoat and trousers rather striking than elegant in pattern. He was
smoking a short pipe, and made a nod to Madame, without either re-
moving it from his lips or rising, but with his brown and rather good-
looking face turned up, he eyed her with something of the impudent and
sulky expression that was habitual to it.

'Ha, Deedle, you are there! an' look so well. I am here, too, quite alon;
but my friend, she wait outside the churchyard, by-side the leetle river,
for she must not think I know youÑso I am come alon.'

'You're a quarter late, and I lost a fight by you, old girl, this morning,'
said the gay man, and spat on the ground; 'and I wish you would not call
me Diddle. I'll call you Granny if you do.'

'Eh bien! Dud, then. She is vary niceÑwat you like. Slim waist, wite
teeth, vary nice eyesÑdarkÑwat you say is bestÑand nice leetle foot
and ankle.'

Madame smiled leeringly.
Dud smoked on.
'Go on,' said Dud, with a nod of command.
'I am teach her to sing and playÑshe has such sweet voice!
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There was another interval here.
'Well, that isn't much good. I hate women's screechin'about fairies and

flowers. Hang her! there's a scarecrow as sings at Curl's Divan. Such a
caterwauling upon a stage! I'd like to put my two barrels into her.'

By this time Dud's pipe was out, and he could afford to converse.
'You shall seeher and decide. You will walk down the river, and pass

her by.'
'That's as may be; howsoever, it would not do, nohow, to buy a pig in

a poke, you know. And s'pose I shouldn't like her, arter all?'
Madame sneered, with a patois ejaculation of derision.
'Vary good! Then some one else will not be so 'ard to pleaseÑas you

will soon find.'
'Some one's bin a-lookin' arter her, you mean?' said the young man,

with a shrewd uneasy glance on the cunning face of the French lady.
'I mean preciselyÑthat which I mean,' replied the lady, with a teazing

pause at the break I have marked.
'Come, old 'un, none of your dÑÑ old chaff, if you want me to stay

here listening to you. Speakout, can't you? There'sany chap ashas bin a-
lookin' arter herÑis there?'

'Eh bien! I suppose some.'
'Well, you suppose,and I supposeÑwe may all suppose, I guess; but

that does not make a thing be, as wasn't before; and you tell me as how
the lass is kep' private up there, and will be till you're done educating
herÑa precious good 'un that is!' And he laughed a little lazily, with the
ivory handle of his cane on his lip, and eyeing Madame with indolent
derision.

Madame laughed, but looked rather dangerous.
'I'm only chaffin', you know, old girl. You've bin chaffin'Ñw'y

shouldn't I? But I don't seewhy she can't wait a bit; and what's all the
dÑÑd hurry for? I'm in no hurry. I don't want a wife on my back for a
while. There's no fellow marries till he's took his bit o' fun, and seen
lifeÑis there! And why should I be driving with her to fairs, or to
church, or to meeting, by jingo!Ñfor they say she's a QuakerÑwith a
babby on eachknee, only to pleasethem aswill be dead and rotten when
I'm only beginning?'

'Ah, you are such charming fellow; always the sameÑalways sensible.
So I and my friend we will walk home again, and you go see Maggie
Hawkes. Good-a-by, DudÑgood-a-by.'

'Quiet, you fool!Ñcan't ye?' said the young gentleman, with the sort of
grin that made his facevicious when a horse vexed him. 'Who ever said I
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wouldn't go look at the girl? Why, you know that's just what I come here
forÑdon't you? Only when I think a bit, and a notion comes acrossme,
why shouldn't I speak out? I'm not one o' them shilly-shallies. If I like the
girl, I'll not be mug in and mug out about it. Only mind ye, I'll judge for
myself. Is that her a-coming?'

'No; it was a distant sound.'
Madame peeped round the corner. No one was approaching.
'Well, you go round that a-way, and you only look at her, you know,

for she is such foolÑso nairvous.'
'Oh, is that the way with her?' said Dud, knocking out the ashesof his

pipe on a tombstone, and replacing the Turkish utensil in his pocket.
'Well, then, old lass, good-bye,' and he shook her hand. 'And, do ye see,
don't ye come up till I pass, for I'm no hand at play-acting; an' if you
called me "sir," or was coming it dignified and distant, you know, I'd be
sure to laugh, a'most, and let all out. So good-bye, d'ye see,and if you
want me again be sharp to time, mind.

From habit he looked about for his dogs, but he had not brought one.
He had come unostentatiously by rail, travelling in a third-class carriage,
for the advantage of JackBriderly's company, and getting a world of use-
ful wrinkles about the steeplechase that was coming off next week.

So he strode away, cutting off the heads of the nettles with his caneas
he went; and Madame walked forth into the open space among the
graves, where I might have seenher, had I stood up, looking with the ab-
sorbed gaze of an artist on the ruin.

In a little while, along the path, I heard the clank of a step, and the
gentleman in the green cutaway coat, sucking his cane, and eyeing me
with an offensive familiar sort of stare the while, passed me by, rather
hesitating as he did so. I was glad when he turned the corner in the little
hollow closeby, and disappeared. I stood up at once, and was reassured
by a sight of Madame, not very many yards away, looking at the ruin,
and apparently restored to her right mind. The last beams of the sun
were by this time touching the uplands, and I was longing to recom-
mence our walk home. I was hesitating about calling to Madame, be-
causethat lady had a certain spirit of opposition within her, and to dis-
closea small wish of any sort was generally, if it lay in her power, to pre-
vent its accomplishment.

At this moment the gentleman in the green coat returned, approaching
me with a slow sort of swagger.

'I say, Miss, I dropped a glove close by here. May you have seen it?'
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'No, sir,' I said, drawing back a little, and looking, I dare say, both
frightened and offended.

'I do think I must 'a dropped it close by your foot, Miss.'
'No, sir,' I repeated.
'No offence, Miss, but you're sure you didn't hide it?'
I was beginning to grow seriously uncomfortable.
'Don't be frightened, Miss; it's only a bit o' chaff. I'm not going to

search.'
I called aloud, 'Madame, Madame!' and he whistled through his fin-

gers, and shouted, 'Madame, Madame,' and added, 'She's as deaf as a
tombstone, or she'll hear that. Gi'e her my compliments, and say I said
you're a beauty, Miss;' and with a laugh and a leer he strode off.

Altogether this had not been a very pleasant excursion. Madame
gobbled up our sandwiches, commending them every now and then to
me. But I had been too much excited to have any appetite left, and very
tired I was when we reached home.

'So, there is lady coming to-morrow?' said Madame, who knew
everything. 'Wat is her name? I forget.'

'Lady Knollys,' I answered.
'Lady KnollysÑwat odd name! She is very youngÑis she not?'
'Past fifty, I think.'
'HŽlas! She's vary old, then. Is she rich?'
'I don't know. She has a place in Derbyshire.'
'DerbyshireÑthat is one of your English counties, is it not?'
'Oh yes, Madame,' I answered, laughing. 'I have said it to you twice

since you came;' and I gabbled through the chief towns and rivers as
catalogued in my geography.

'Bah! to be sureÑof course, cheaile. And is she your relation?'
'Papa's first cousin.'
'Won't you present-a me, pray?ÑI would so like!'
Madame had fallen into the English way of liking people with titles, as

perhaps foreigners would if titles implied the sort of power they do gen-
erally with us.

'Certainly, Madame.'
'You will not forget?'
'Oh no.'
Madame reminded me twice, in the course of the evening, of my

promise. She was very eager on this point. But it is a world of disap-
pointment, influenza, and rheumatics; and next morning Madame was
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prostrate in her bed, and carelessof all things but flannel and James's
powder.

Madame was dŽsolŽe; but she could not raise her head. She only mur-
mured a question.

'For 'ow long time, dear, will Lady Knollys remain?'
'A very few days, I believe.'
'HŽlas! 'ow onlucky! maybe to-morrow I shall be better Ouah! my ear.

The laudanum, dear cheaile!'
And so our conversation for that time ended, and Madame buried her

head in her old red cashmere shawl.
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Chapter9
MONICA KNOLLYS

Punctually Lady Knollys arrived. Shewas accompanied by her nephew,
Captain Oakley.

They arrived a little before dinner; just in time to get to their rooms
and dress. But Mary Quince enlivened my toilet with eloquent descrip-
tions of the youthful Captain whom she had met in the gallery, on his
way to his room, with the servant, and told me how he stopped to let her
pass, and how 'he smiled so 'ansom.'

I was very young then, you know, and more childish even than my
years; but this talk of Mary Quince's interested me, I must confess,con-
siderably. I was painting all sort of portraits of this heroic soldier, while
affecting, I am afraid, a hypocritical indifference to her narration, and I
know I was very nervous and painstaking about my toilet that evening.
When I went down to the drawing-room, Lady Knollys was there, talk-
ing volubly to my father as I enteredÑa woman not really old, but such
as very young people fancy agedÑenergetic, bright, saucy, dressed
handsomely in purple satin, with a good deal of lace,and a rich pointÑI
know not how to call itÑnot a cap, a sort of head-dressÑlight and
simple, but grand withal, over her greyish, silken hair.

Rather tall, by no means stout, on the whole a good firm figure, with
something kindly in her look. Shegot up, quite like a young person, and
coming quickly to meet me with a smileÑ

'My young cousin!' she cried, and kissed me on both cheeks. 'You
know who I am? Your cousin MonicaÑMonica KnollysÑand very glad,
dear, to seeyou, though she has not set eyes on you since you were no
longer than that paper-knife. Now come here to the lamp, for I must look
at you. Who is she like? Let me see.Like your poor mother, I think, my
dear; but you've the Aylmer noseÑyesÑnot a bad nose either, and,
come I very good eyes, upon my lifeÑyes, certainly something of her
poor motherÑnot a bit like you, Austin.'
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My father gave her a look as near a smile as I had seenthere for a long
time, shrewd, cynical, but kindly too, and said heÑ

'So much the better, Monica, eh?'
'It was not for me to sayÑbut you know, Austin, you always were an

ugly creature. How shocked and indignant the little girl looks! You must
not be vexed, you loyal little woman, with Cousin Monica for telling the
truth. Papa was and will be ugly all his days. Come, Austin, dear, tell
herÑis not it so?'

'What! depose against myself! That's not English law, Monica.'
'Well, maybe not; but if the child won't believe her own eyes, how is

she to believe me? Shehas long, pretty handsÑyou haveÑand very nice
feet too. How old is she?'

'How old, child?' said my father to me, transferring the question.
She recurred again to my eyes.
'That is the true greyÑlarge, deep, softÑvery peculiar. Yes,dear, very

prettyÑlong lashes, and such bright tints! You'll be in the Book of
Beauty, my dear, when you come out, and have all the poet people writ-
ing verses to the tip of your noseÑand a very pretty little nose it is!'

I must mention here how striking was the change in my father's spirit
while talking and listening to his odd and voluble old Cousin Monica.
Reflected from bygone associations, there had come a glimmer of
something, not gaiety, indeed, but like an appreciation of gaiety. The
gloom and inflexibility were gone, and there was an evident encourage-
ment and enjoyment of the incessant sallies of his bustling visitor.

How morbid must have been the tendencies of his habitual solitude, I
think, appeared from the evident thawing and brightening that accom-
panied even this transient gleam of human society. I was not a compan-
ionÑmore childish than most girls of my age, and trained in all his
whimsical ways, never to interrupt a silence,or force his thoughts by un-
expected question or remark out of their monotonous or painful channel.

I was asmuch surprised at the good-humour with which he submitted
to his cousin's saucy talk; and, indeed, just then those black-panelled and
pictured walls, and that quaint, misshapen room, seemed to have ex-
changed their stern and awful character for something wonderfully
pleasanter to me, notwithstanding the unpleasantness of the personal
criticism to which the plain-spoken lady chose to subject me.

Just at that moment Captain Oakley joined us. He was my first actual
vision of that awful and distant world of fashion, of whose splendours I
had already read something in the three-volumed gospel of the circulat-
ing library.

47



Handsome, elegant, with features almost feminine, and soft, wavy,
black hair, whiskers and moustache, he was altogether such a knight as I
had never beheld, or even fancied, at KnowlÑa hero of another species,
and from the region of the demigods. I did not then perceive that cold-
ness of the eye, and cruel curl of the voluptuous lipÑonly a suspicion,
yet enough to indicate the profligate man, and savouring of death unto
death.

But I was young, and had not yet the direful knowledge of good and
evil that comeswith years; and he was so very handsome, and talked in
a way that was so new to me, and was so much more charming than the
well-bred converse of the humdrum county families with whom I had
occasionally sojourned for a week at a time.

It cameout incidentally that his leave of absencewas to expire the day
after to-morrow. A Lilliputian pang of disappointment followed this an-
nouncement. Already I was sorry to lose him. Sosoon we begin to make
a property of what pleases us.

I was shy, but not awkward. I was flattered by the attention of this
amusing, perhaps rather fascinating, young man of the world; and he
plainly addressed himself with diligence to amuse and pleaseme. I dare
say there was more effort than I fancied in bringing his talk down to my
humble level, and interesting me and making me laugh about people
whom I had never heard of before, than I then suspected.

Cousin Knollys meanwhile was talking to papa. It was just the conver-
sation that suited a man so silent as habit had made him, for her frolic
fluency left him little to supply. It was totally impossible, indeed, even in
our taciturn household, that conversation should ever flag while she was
among us.

Cousin Knollys and I went into the drawing-room together, leaving
the gentlemenÑrather ill-assorted, I fearÑto entertain one another for a
time.

'Come here, my dear, and sit near me,' said Lady Knollys, dropping in-
to an easychair with an energetic little plump, 'and tell me how you and
your papa get on. I can remember him quite a cheerful man once, and
rather amusingÑyes, indeedÑand now you see what a bore he isÑall
by shutting himself up and nursing his whims and fancies. Are those
your drawings, dear?'

'Yes,very bad, I'm afraid; but there are a few, better, I think in the port-
folio in the cabinet in the hall.'

'They are by nomeans bad, my dear; and you play, of course?'
'YesÑthat is, a littleÑpretty well, I hope.'
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'I dare say. I must hear you by-and-by. And how does your papa
amuse you? You look bewildered, dear. Well, I dare say, amusement is
not a frequent word in this house. But you must not turn into a nun, or
worse, into a puritan. What is he? A Fifth-Monarchy-man, or
somethingÑI forget; tell me the name, my dear.'

'Papa is a Swedenborgian, I believe.'
'Yes, yesÑI forgot the horrid nameÑa Swedenborgian, that is it. I

don't know exactly what they think, but everyone knows they are a sort
of pagans, my dear. He's not making one of you, dearÑis he?'

'I go to church every Sunday.'
'Well, that's a mercy; Swedenborgian is such an ugly name, and be-

sides, they are all likely to be damned, my dear, and that's a serious con-
sideration. I really wish poor Austin had hit on something else;I'd much
rather have no religion, and enjoy life while I'm in it, than chooseone to
worry me here and bedevil me hereafter. But some people, my dear,
have a taste for being miserable, and provide, like poor Austin, for its
gratification in the next world as well as here. Ha, ha, ha! how grave the
little woman looks! Don't you think me very wicked? You know you do;
and very likely you are right. Who makes your dresses,my dear?You are
such a figure of fun!'

'Mrs. Rusk, I think, ordered this dress. I and Mary Quince planned it. I
thought it very nice. We all like it very well.'

There was something, I dare say, very whimsical about it, probably
very absurd, judged at least by the canons of fashion, and old Cousin
Monica Knollys, in whose eye the London fashions were always fresh,
was palpably struck by it as if it had been some enormity against ana-
tomy, for shecertainly laughed very heartily; indeed, there were tears on
her cheekswhen she had done, and I am sure my aspectof wonder and
dignity, as her hilarity proceeded, helped to revive her merriment again
and again as it was subsiding.

'There, you mustn't be vexed with old Cousin Monica,' she cried,
jumping up, and giving me a little hug, and bestowing a hearty kiss on
my forehead, and a jolly little slap on my cheek. 'Always remember your
cousin Monica is an outspoken, wicked old fool, who likes you, and nev-
er be offended by her nonsense. A council of threeÑyou all sat upon
itÑMrs. Rusk, you said, and Mary Quince, and your wise self, the weird
sisters; and Austin stepped in, as Macbeth, and said, 'What is't ye do?'
you all made answer together, 'A something or other without a name!'
Now, seriously, my dear, it is quite unpardonable in AustinÑyour papa,
I meanÑto hand you over to be robed and bedizened according to the
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whimsies of thesewild old womenÑaren't they old? If they know better,
it's positively fiendish. I'll blow him upÑI will indeed, my dear. You
know you're an heiress, and ought not to appear like a jack-pudding.'

'Papa intends sending me to London with Madame and Mary Quince,
and going with me himself, if Doctor Bryerly sayshe may make the jour-
ney, and then I am to have dresses and everything.'

'Well, that is better. And who is Doctor BryerlyÑis your papa ill?'
'Ill; oh no; he always seems just the same. You don't think him

ill- lookingill, I mean?' I asked eagerly and frightened.
'No, my dear, he looks very well for his time of life; but why is Doctor

What's-his-name here? Is he a physician, or a divine, or a horse-doctor?
and why is his leave asked?'

'IÑI really don't understand.'
'Is he a what d'ye call'emÑa Swedenborgian?'
'I believe so.'
'Oh, I see;ha, ha, ha! And so poor Austin must ask leave to go up to

town. Well, go he shall, whether his doctor likes it or not, for it would
not do to send you there in charge of your Frenchwoman, my dear.
What's her name?'

'Madame de la Rougierre.'
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Chapter10
LADY KNOLLYS REMOVES A COVERLET

Lady Knollys pursued her enquiries.
'And why does not Madame make your dresses,my dear? I wager a

guinea the woman's a milliner. Did not she engage to make your
dresses?'

'IÑI really don't know; I rather think not. Sheis my governessÑa fin-
ishing governess, Mrs. Rusk says.'

'Finishing fiddle! Hoity-toity! and my lady's too grand to cut out your
dressesand help to sew them? And what doesshe do? I venture to say
she's fit to teach nothing but devilmentÑnot that she has taught you
much, my dearÑ yet at least. I'll seeher, my dear; where is she?Come, let
us visit Madame. I should so like to talk to her a little.'

'But she is ill,' I answered, and all this time I was ready to cry for vexa-
tion, thinking of my dress, which must be very absurd to elicit so much
unaffected laughter from my experienced relative, and I was only long-
ing to get away and hide myself before that handsome Captain returned.

'Ill! is she? what's the matter?'
'A coldÑfeverish and rheumatic, she says.'
'Oh, a cold; is she up, or in bed?'
'In her room, but not in bed.'
'I should so like to seeher, my dear. It is not mere curiosity, I assure

you. In fact, curiosity has nothing on earth to do with it. A governess
may be a very useful or a very uselessperson; but she may also be about
the most pernicious inmate imaginable. Shemay teach you a bad accent,
and worse manners, and heaven knows what beside. Send the house-
keeper, my dear, to tell her that I am going to see her.'

'I had better go myself, perhaps,' I said, fearing a collision between
Mrs. Rusk and the bitter Frenchwoman.

'Very well, dear.'
And away I ran, not sorry somehow to escapebefore Captain Oakley

returned.
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As I went along the passage,I was thinking whether my dress could
be so very ridiculous as my old cousin thought it, and trying in vain to
recollect any evidence of a similar contemptuous estimate on the part of
that beautiful and garrulous dandy. I could notÑquite the reverse, in-
deed. Still I was uncomfortable and feverishÑgirls of my then age will
easily conceive how miserable, under similar circumstances,such a mis-
giving would make them.

It was a long way to Madame's room. I met Mrs. Rusk bustling along
the passage with a housemaid.

'How is Madame?' I asked.
'Quite well, I believe,' answered the housekeeper, drily. 'Nothing the

matter that I know of. Sheeat enough for two to-day. I wish I could sit in
my room doing nothing.'

Madame was sitting, or rather reclining, in a low arm-chair, when I
entered the room, close to the fire, as was her wont, her feet extended
near to the bars, and a little coffee equipage beside her. She stuffed a
book hastily between her dress and the chair, and received me in a state
of langour which, had it not been for Mrs. Rusk's comfortable assur-
ances, would have frightened me.

'I hope you are better, Madame,' I said, approaching.
'Better than I deserve, my dear cheaile, sufficiently well. The people

are all so good, trying me with every little thing, like a bird; here is
cafŽÑMrs. Rusk-a, poor woman, I try to swallow a little to please her.'

'And your cold, is it better?'
She shook her head languidly, her elbow resting on the chair, and

three finger-tips supporting her forehead, and then she made a little
sigh, looking down from the corners of her eyes, in an interesting
dejection.

'Jesensdes lassitudes in all the membersÑbut I am quaite 'appy, and
though I suffer I am console and oblige des bontŽs, ma ch•re, que vous
avez tous pour moi;' and with these words she turned a languid glance
of gratitude on me which dropped on the ground.

'Lady Knollys wishes very much to seeyou, only for a few minutes, if
you could admit her.'

'Vous savez les malades seenevervisitors,' she replied with a startled
sort of tartness, and a momentary energy. 'Besides,I cannot converse; je
sens de temps en temps des douleurs de t•teÑof head, and of the ear,
the right ear, it is parfois agony absolutely, and now it is here.'

And she winced and moaned, with her eyes closed and her hand
pressed to the organ affected.

52



Simple as I was, I felt instinctively that Madame was shamming. She
was over-acting; her transitions were too violent, and beside she forgot
that I knew how well she could speak English, and must perceive that
she was heightening the interest of her helplessnessby that pretty tessel-
lation of foreign idiom. I there-fore said with a kind of courage which
sometimes helped me suddenlyÑ

'Oh, Madame, don't you really think you might, without much incon-
venience, see Lady Knollys for a very few minutes?'

'Cruel cheaile! you know I have a pain of the ear which makes me
'orribly suffer at this moment, and you demand me whether I will not
converse with strangers. I did not think you would be so unkain, Maud;
but it is impossible, you must seeÑquite impossible. I never, you know,
refuse to take trouble when I am ableÑneverÑ never.'

And Madame shed some tears, which always came at call, and with
her hand pressed to her ear, said very faintly,

'Be so good to tell your friend how you seeme, and how I suffer, and
leave me, Maud, for I wish to lie down for a little, since the pain will not
allow me to remain longer.'

Sowith a few words of comfort which could not well be refused, but I
dare say betraying my suspicion that more was made of her sufferings
than need be, I returned to the drawing-room.

'Captain Oakley has been here, my dear, and fancying, I suppose, that
you had left us for the evening, has gone to the billiard-room, I think,'
said Lady Knollys, as I entered.

That, then, accounted for the rumble and smack of balls which I had
heard as I passed the door.

'I have been telling Maud how detestably she is got up.'
'Very thoughtful of you, Monica!' said my father.
'Yes,and really, Austin, it is quite clear you ought to marry; you want

some one to take this girl out, and look after her, and who's to do it?
She'sa dowdyÑdon't you see?Such a dust! And it is really such a pity;
for she's a very pretty creature, and a clever woman could make her
quite charming.'

My father took Cousin Monica's sallies with the most wonderful good-
humour. Shehad always, I fancy, been a privileged person, and my fath-
er, whom we all feared, received her jolly attacks, as I fancy the grim
Front-de-Boeufs of old accepted the humours and personalities of their
jesters.

'Am I to accept this as an overture?' said my father to his voluble
cousin.
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'Yes,you may, but not for myself, AustinÑI'm not worthy. Do you re-
member little Kitty Weadon that I wanted you to marry eight-and-
twenty years ago, or more, with a hundred and twenty thousand
pounds? Well, you know, she has got ever so much now, and she is
really a most amiable old thing, and though you would not have her
then, she has had her second husband since, I can tell you.'

'I'm glad I was not the first,' said my father.
'Well, they really say her wealth is absolutely immense. Her last hus-

band, the Russian merchant, left her everything. Shehas not a human re-
lation, and she is in the best set.'

'You were always a match-maker, Monica,' said my father, stopping,
and putting his hand kindly on hers. 'But it won't do. No, no, Monica; we
must take care of little Maud some other way.'

I was relieved. We women have all an instinctive dread of secondmar-
riages, and think that no widower is quite above or below that danger;
and I remember, whenever my father, which indeed was but seldom,
made a visit to town or anywhere else, it was a saying of Mrs. RuskÑ

'I shan't wonder, neither need you, my dear, if he brings home a young
wife with him.'

So my father, with a kind look at her, and a very tender one on me,
went silently to the library, as he often did about that hour.

I could not help resenting my Cousin Knollys' officious recommenda-
tion of matrimony. Nothing I dreaded more than a step-mother. Good
Mrs. Rusk and Mary Quince, in their several ways, used to enhance,by
occasional anecdotesand frequent reflections, the terrors of such an in-
trusion. I suppose they did not wish a revolution and all its con-
sequences at Knowl, and thought it no harm to excite my vigilance.

But it was impossible long to be vexed with Cousin Monica.
'You know, my dear, your father is an oddity,' she said. 'I don't mind

himÑI never did. You must not. Cracky, my dear, crackyÑdecidedly
cracky!'

And she tapped the corner of her forehead, with a look so sly and
comical, that I think I should have laughed, if the sentiment had not been
so awfully irreverent.

'Well, dear, how is our friend the milliner?'
'Madame is suffering so much from pain in her ear, that she says it

would be quite impossible to have the honourÑ'
'HonourÑfiddle! I want to seewhat the woman's like. Pain in her ear,

you say?Poor thing! Well, dear, I think I can cure that in five minutes. I

54



have it myself, now and then. Come to my room, and we'll get the
bottles.

So she lighted her candle in the lobby, and with a light and agile step
she scaled the stairs, I following; and having found the remedies, we ap-
proached Madame's room together.

I think, while we were still at the end of the gallery, Madame heard
and divined our approach, for her door suddenly shut, and there was a
fumbling at the handle. But the bolt was out of order.

Lady Knollys tapped at the door, sayingÑ'we'll come in, please, and
see you. I've some remedies, which I'm sure will do you good.'

There was no answer; so she opened the door, and we both entered.
Madame had rolled herself in the blue coverlet, and was lying on the
bed, with her face buried in the pillow, and enveloped in the covering.

'Perhaps she'sasleep?'said Lady Knollys, getting round to the side of
the bed, and stooping over her.

Madame lay still asa mouse. Cousin Monica set down her two little vi-
als on the table, and, stooping again over the bed, began very gently with
her fingers to lift the coverlet that covered her face. Madame uttered a
slumbering moan, and turned more upon her face, clasping the coverlet
faster about her.

'Madame, it is Maud and Lady Knollys. We have come to relieve your
ear. Pray let me see it. She can't be asleep, she's holding the clothes so
fast. Do, pray, allow me to see it.'
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Chapter11
LADY KNOLLYS SEES THE FEATURES

Perhaps, if Madame had murmured, 'It is quite wellÑpray permit me to
sleep,' she would have escaped an awkwardness. But having adopted
the r™leof the exhausted slumberer, she could not consistently speak at
the moment; neither would it do by main force, to hold the coverlet
about her face, and so her presenceof mind forsook her. Cousin Monica
drew it back and hardly beheld the profile of the sufferer, when her
good-humoured face was lined and shadowed with a dark curiosity and
a surprise by no meanspleasant. Shestood erect beside the bed, with her
mouth firmly shut and drawn down at the corners, in a sort of recoil and
perturbation, looking down upon the patient.

'So that's Madame de la Rougierre?' at length exclaimed Lady Knollys,
with a very stately disdain. I think I never saw anyone look more
shocked.

Madame sat up, very flushed. No wonder, for she had been wrapped
so close in the coverlet. She did not look quite at Lady Knollys, but
straight before her, rather downward, and very luridly.

I was very much frightened and amazed, and felt on the point of
bursting into tears.

'So, Mademoiselle, you have married, it seems, since I had last the
honour of seeing you? I did not recognise Mademoiselle under her new
name.'

'YesÑI am married, Lady Knollys; I thought everyone who knew me
had heard of that. Very respectably married, for a person of my rank. I
shall not need long the life of a governess. There is no harm, I hope?'

'I hope not,' said Lady Knollys, drily, a little pale, and still looking
with a dark sort of wonder upon the flushed face and forehead of the
governess,who was looking downward, straight before her, very sulkily
and disconcerted.

'I suppose you have explained everything satisfactorily to Mr. Ruthyn,
in whose house I find you?' said Cousin Monica.
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'Yes, certainly, everything he requiresÑin effect there is nothing to ex-
plain. I am ready to answer to any question. Let him demand me.'

'Very good, Mademoiselle.'
'Madame, if you please.'
'I forgotÑ MadameÑyes, I shall apprise him of everything.'
Madame turned upon her a peaked and malign look, smiling askance

with a stealthy scorn.
'For myself, I have nothing to conceal. I have always done my duty.

What fine sceneabout nothing absolutelyÑwhat charming remedies for
a sick person! Ma foi! how much oblige I am for these so amiable
attentions!'

'So far as I can see,MademoiselleÑMadame, I meanÑyou don't stand
very much in need of remedies. Your ear and head don't seemto trouble
you just now. I fancy these pains may now be dismissed.'

Lady Knollys was now speaking French.
'Mi ladi has diverted my attention for a moment, but that does not pre-

vent that I suffer frightfully. I am, of course, only poor governess, and
such people perhaps ought not to have painÑat least to show when they
suffer. It is permitted us to die, but not to be sick.'

'Come, Maud, my dear, let us leave the invalid to her repose and to
nature. I don't think she needs my chloroform and opium at present.'

'Mi ladi is herself a physic which chasesmany things, and powerfully
affects the ear. I would wish to sleep, notwithstanding, and can but gain
that in silence, if it pleases mi ladi.'

'Come, my dear,' said Lady Knollys, without again glancing at the
scowling, smiling, swarthy face in the bed; 'let us leave your instructress
to her concforto.'

'The room smells all over of brandy, my dearÑdoes she drink?' said
Lady Knollys, as she closed the door, a little sharply.

I am sure I looked as much amazed as I felt, at an imputation which
then seemed to me so entirely incredible.

'Good little simpleton!' said Cousin Monica, smiling in my face, and
bestowing a little kiss on my cheek; 'such a thing as a tipsy lady has nev-
er been dreamt of in your philosophy. Well, we live and learn. Let us
have our tea in my roomÑthe gentlemen, I dare say, have retired.'

I assented, of course, and we had tea very cosily by her bedroom fire.
'How long have you had that woman?' she asked suddenly, after, for

her, a very long rumination.
'She came in the beginning of FebruaryÑnearly ten months agoÑis

not it?'
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'And who sent her?'
'I really don't know; papa tells me so littleÑhe arranged it all himself, I

think.'
Cousin Monica made a sound of acquiescenceÑher lips closed and a

nod, frowning hard at the bars.
'It is very odd!' she said; 'how people can be such fools!' Here there

came a little pause. 'And what sort of person is sheÑdo you like her?'
'Very wellÑthat is, pretty well. You won't tell?Ñbut she rather fright-

ens me. I'm sure she does not intend it, but somehow I am very much
afraid of her.'

'She does not beat you?' said Cousin Monica, with an incipient frenzy
in her face that made me love her.

'Oh no!'
'Nor ill-use you in any way?'
'No.'
'Upon your honour and word, Maud?'
'No, upon my honour.'
'You know I won't tell her anything you say to me; and I only want to

know, that I may put an end to it, my poor little cousin.'
'Thank you, Cousin Monica very much; but really and truly she does

not ill-use me.'
'Nor threaten you, child?'
'Well, noÑno, she does not threaten.'
'And how the plague doesshe frighten you, child?'
'Well, I reallyÑI'm half ashamed to tell youÑyou'll laugh at meÑand

I don't know that she wishes to frighten me. But there is something, is
not there, ghosty, you know, about her?'

'GhostyÑis there? well, I'm sure I don't know, but I suspect there's
something devilishÑI mean, she seems roguishÑdoes not she? And I
really think she has had neither cold nor pain, but has just been sham-
ming sickness, to keep out of my way.'

I perceived plainly enough that Cousin Monica's damnatory epithet
referred to some retrospective knowledge, which she was not going to
disclose to me.

'You knew Madame before,' I said. 'Who is she?'
'She assures me she is Madame de la Rougierre, and, I suppose, in

French phrase she so calls herself,' answered Lady Knollys, with a laugh,
but uncomfortably, I thought.

'Oh, dear Cousin Monica, do tell meÑis sheÑis shevery wicked? I am
so afraid of her!'
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'How should I know, dear Maud? But I do remember her face, and I
don't very much like her, and you may depend on it. I will speak to your
father in the morning about her, and don't, darling, ask me any more
about her, for I really have not very much to tell that you would care to
hear, and the fact is Iwon't say any more about herÑthere!'

And Cousin Monica laughed, and gave me a little slap on the cheek,
and then a kiss.

'Well, just tell me thisÑÑ'
'Well, I won't tell you this, nor anythingÑnot a word, curious little wo-

man. The fact is, I have little to tell, and I mean to speak to your father,
and he, I am sure, will do what is right; so don't ask me any more, and
let us talk of something pleasanter.'

There was something indescribably winning, it seemedto me, in Cous-
in Monica. Old as she was, she seemedto me so girlish, compared with
those slow, unexceptionable young ladies whom I had met in my few
visits at the county houses.By this time my shynesswas quite gone, and
I was on the most intimate terms with her.

'You know a great deal about her, Cousin Monica, but you won't tell
me.'

'Nothing I should like better, if I were at liberty, little rogue; but you
know, after all, I don't really say whether I do know anything about her
or not, or what sort of knowledge it is. But tell me what you mean by
ghosty, and all about it.'

So I recounted my experiences,to which, so far from laughing at me,
she listened with very special gravity.

'Does she write and receive many letters?'
I had seenher write letters, and supposed, though I could only recol-

lect one or two, that she received in proportion.
'Are youMary Quince?' asked my lady cousin.
Mary was arranging the window-curtains, and turned, dropping a

courtesy affirmatively toward her.
'You wait on my little cousin, Miss Ruthyn, don't you?'
'Yes,'m,' said Mary, in her genteelest way.
'Does anyone sleep in her room?'
'Yes,'m, IÑplease, my lady.'
'And no one else?'
'No,'mÑplease, my lady.'
'Not even the governess, sometimes?
'No, please, my lady.'
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'Never, you are quite sure, my dear?' said Lady Knollys, transferring
the question to me.

'Oh, no, never,' I answered.
Cousin Monica mused gravely, I fancied even anxiously, into the

grate; then stirred her tea and sipped it, still looking into the same point
of our cheery fire.

'I like your face, Mary Quince; I'm sure you are a good creature,' she
said, suddenly turning toward her with a pleasant countenance. 'I'm
very glad you have got her, dear. I wonder whether Austin has gone to
his bed yet!'

'I think not. I am certain he is either in the library or in his private
roomÑpapa often reads or prays alone at night, andÑand he does not
like to be interrupted.'

'No, no; of course notÑit will do very well in the morning.'
Lady Knollys was thinking deeply, as it seemed to me.
'And so you are afraid of goblins, my dear,' she said at last, with a

faded sort of smile, turning toward me; 'well, if I were, I know what I
should doÑso soon as I, and good Mary Quince here, had got into my
bed-chamber for the night, I should stir the fire into a good blaze, and
bolt the doorÑdo you see, Mary Quince?Ñbolt the door and keep a
candle lighted all night. You'll be very attentive to her, Mary Quince, for
IÑI don't think she is very strong, and she must not grow nervous: so
get to bed early, and don't leave her aloneÑdo you see?ÑandÑand re-
member to bolt the door, Mary Quince, and I shall be sending a little
Christmas-box to my cousin, and I shan't forget you. Good-night.'

And with a pleasant courtesy Mary fluttered out of the room.
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Chapter12
A CURIOUS CONVERSATION

We each had another cup of tea, and were silent for awhile.
'We must not talk of ghosts now. You are a superstitious little woman,

you know, and you shan't be frightened.'
And now Cousin Monica grew silent again, and looking briskly

around the room, like a lady in search of a subject, her eye rested on a
small oval portrait, graceful, brightly tinted, in the French style, repres-
enting a pretty little boy, with rich golden hair, large soft eyes, delicate
features, and a shy, peculiar expression.

'It is odd; I think I remember that pretty little sketch, very long ago. I
think I was then myself a child, but that is a much older style of dress,
and of wearing the hair, too, than I ever saw. I am just forty-nine now.
Oh dear, yes; that is a good while before I was born. What a strange,
pretty little boy! a mysterious little fellow. Is he quite sincere, I wonder?
What rich golden hair! It is very cleverÑa French artist, I dare sayÑand
who is that little boy?'

'I never heard. Someone a hundred years ago, I dare say. But there is a
picture down-stairs I am so anxious to ask you about!'

'Oh!' murmured Lady Knollys, still gazing dreamily on the crayon.
'It is the full-length picture of Uncle SilasÑI want to ask you about

him.'
At mention of his name, my cousin gave me a look so sudden and odd

as to amount almost to a start.
'Your uncle Silas, dear? It is very odd, I was just thinking of him;' and

she laughed a little.
'Wondering whether that little boy could be he.'
And up jumped active Cousin Monica, with a candle in her hand,

upon a chair, and scrutinised the border of the sketch for a name or a
date.

'Maybe on the back?' said she.
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And so she unhung it, and there, true enough, not on the back of the
drawing, but of the frame, which was just asgood, in pen-and-ink round
Italian letters, hardly distinguishable now from the discoloured wood,
we tracedÑ

'Silas Aylmer Ruthyn, AEtateviii. 15 May, 1779.'
'It is very odd I should not have been told or remembered who it was.

I think if I had everbeen told I shouldhave remembered it. I do recollect
this picture, though, I am nearly certain. What a singular child's face!'

And my cousin leaned over it with a candle on each side, and her hand
shading her eyes,as if seeking by aid of these fair and half-formed linea-
ments to read an enigma.

The childish features defied her, I suppose; their secretwas unfathom-
able, for after a good while she raised her head, still looking at the por-
trait, and sighed.

'A very singular face,' she said, softly, as a person might who was
looking into a coffin. 'Had not we better replace it?'

So the pretty oval, containing the fair golden hair and large eyes, the
pale, unfathomable sphinx, remounted to its nail, and the funesteand
beautiful child seemed to smile down oracularly on our conjectures.

'So is the face in the large portraitÑ very singularÑmore, I think, than
thatÑhandsomer too. This is a sickly child, I think; but the full-length is
so manly, though so slender, and so handsome too. I always think him a
hero and a mystery, and they won't tell me about him, and I can only
dream and wonder.'

'He has made more people than you dream and wonder, my dear
Maud. I don't know what to make of him. He is a sort of idol, you know,
of your father's, and yet I don't think he helps him much. His abilities
were singular; so has been his misfortune; for the rest, my dear, he is
neither a hero nor a wonder. Sofar as I know, there are very few sublime
men going about the world.'

'You really must tell me all you know about him, Cousin Monica. Now
don't refuse.'

'But why should you care to hear? There is really nothing pleasant to
tell.'

'That is just the reason I wish it. If it were at all pleasant, it would be
quite commonplace. I like to hear of adventures, dangers, and misfor-
tunes; and above all, I love a mystery. You know, papa will never tell
me, and I dare not ask him; not that he is ever unkind, but, somehow, I
am afraid; and neither Mrs. Rusk nor Mary Quince will tell me anything,
although I suspect they know a good deal.'
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'I don't see any good in telling you, dear, nor, to say the truth, any
great harm either.'

'NoÑnow that's quite trueÑno harm. There can't be, for I must know it
all some day, you know, and better now, and from you, than perhaps
from a stranger, and in a less favourable way.'

'Upon my word, it is a wise little woman; and really, that's not such
bad sense after all.'

Sowe poured out another cup of tea each,and sipped it very comfort-
ably by the fire, while Lady Knollys talked on, and her animated face
helped the strange story.

'It is not very much, after all. Your uncle Silas, you know, is living?'
'Oh yes, in Derbyshire.'
'So I seeyou do know something of him, sly girl! but no matter. You

know how very rich your father is; but Silas was the younger brother,
and had little more than a thousand a year. If he had not played, and did
not care to marry, it would have been quite enoughÑever so much more
than younger sons of dukes often have; but he wasÑwell, a mauvais
sujetÑyou know what that is. I don't want to say any ill of himÑmore
than I really knowÑbut he was fond of his pleasures,I suppose, like oth-
er young men, and he played, and was always losing, and your father for
a long time paid great sums for him. I believe he was really a most ex-
pensive and vicious young man; and I fancy he does not deny that now,
for they say he would change the past if he could.

I was looking at the pensive little boy in the oval frameÑaged eight
yearsÑwho was, a few springs later, 'a most expensive and vicious
young man,' and was now a suffering and outcast old one, and wonder-
ing from what a small seed the hemlock or the wallflower grows, and
how microscopic are the beginnings of the kingdom of God or of the
mystery of iniquity in a human being's heart.

'AustinÑyour papaÑwas very kind to himÑ very; but then, you know,
he's an oddity, dearÑhe is an oddity, though no one may have told you
beforeÑand he never forgave him for his marriage. Your father, I sup-
pose, knew more about the lady than I didÑI was young thenÑbut
there were various reports, none of them pleasant, and she was not vis-
ited, and for some time there was a complete estrangement between your
father and your uncle Silas; and it was made up, rather oddly, on the
very occasion which some people said ought to have totally separated
them. Did you ever hear anythingÑanything very remarkableÑabout
your uncle?'
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'No, never, they would not tell me, though I am sure they know. Pray
go on.'

'Well, Maud, as I have begun, I'll complete the story, though perhaps it
might have been better untold. It was something rather shock-
ingÑindeed, very shocking; in fact, they insisted on suspecting him of
having committed a murder.'

I stared at my cousin for some time, and then at the little boy, so re-
fined, so beautiful, so funeste, in the oval frame.

'Yes, dear,' said she, her eyes following mine; 'who'd have supposed he
could ever haveÑhave fallen under so horrible a suspicion?'

'The wretches! Of course, Uncle SilasÑof course, he's innocent?' I said
at last.

'Of course, my dear,' said Cousin Monica, with an odd look; 'but you
know there are some things as bad almost to be suspected of as to have
done, and the country gentlemen choseto suspecthim. They did not like
him, you see.His politics vexed them; and he resented their treatment of
his wifeÑthough I really think, poor Silas, he did not care a pin about
herÑand he annoyed them whenever he could. Your papa, you know, is
very proud of his familyÑ he never had the slightest suspicion of your
uncle.'

'Oh no!' I cried vehemently.
'That's right, Maud Ruthyn,' said Cousin Monica, with a sad little

smile and a nod. 'And your papa was, you may suppose, very angry.'
'Of course he was,' I exclaimed.
'You have no idea, my dear, how angry. He directed his attorney to

prosecute, by wholesale, all who had said a word affecting your uncle's
character. But the lawyers were against it, and then your uncle tried to
fight his way through it, but the men would not meet him. He was quite
slurred. Your father went up and saw the Minister. He wanted to have
him a Deputy-Lieutenant, or something, in his county. Your papa, you
know, had a very great influence with the Government. Beside his
county influence, he had two boroughs then. But the Minister was afraid,
the feeling was so very strong. They offered him something in the Colon-
ies, but your father would not hear of itÑthat would have beena banish-
ment, you know. They would have given your father a peerage to make
it up, but he would not accept it, and broke with the party. Except in that
wayÑwhich, you know, was connected with the reputation of the fam-
ilyÑI don't think, considering his great wealth, he has done very much
for Silas. To say truth, however, he was very liberal before his marriage.
Old Mrs. Aylmer says he made a vow then that Silas should never have
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more than five hundred a year, which he still allows him, I believe, and
he permits him to live in the place. But they say it is in a very wild, neg-
lected state.'

'You live in the same countyÑhave you seen it lately, Cousin Monica?'
'No, not very lately,' said Cousin Monica, and began to hum an air

abstractedly.
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Chapter13
BEFORE AND AFTER BREAKFAST

Next morning early I visited my favourite full-length portrait in the
chocolate coat and top-boots. Scanty as had been my cousin Monica's
notes upon this dark and eccentric biography, they were everything to
me. A soul had entered that enchanted form. Truth had passed by with
her torch, and a sad light shone for a moment on that enigmatic face.

There stood the rouŽÑthe duellistÑand, with all his faults, the hero
too! In that dark large eye lurked the profound and fiery enthusiasm of
his ill-starred passion. In the thin but exquisite lip I read the courage of
the paladin, who would have 'fought his way,' though single-handed,
against all the magnates of his county, and by ordeal of battle have
purged the honour of the Ruthyns. There in that delicate half-sarcastic
tracery of the nostril I detected the intellectual defiance which had polit-
ically isolated Silas Ruthyn and opposed him to the landed oligarchy of
his county, whose retaliation had beena hideous slander. There, too, and
on his brows and lip, I traced the patience of a cold disdain. I could now
seehim ashe wasÑthe prodigal, the hero, and the martyr. I stood gazing
on him with a girlish interest and admiration. There was indignation,
there was pity, there was hope. Some day it might come to pass that I,
girl as I was, might contribute by word or deed towards the vindication
of that long-suffering, gallant, and romantic prodigal. It was a flicker of
the Joanof Arc inspiration, common, I fancy, to many girls. I little then
imagined how profoundly and strangely involved my uncle's fate would
one day become with mine.

I was interrupted by Captain Oakley's voice at the window. He was
leaning on the window-sill, and looking in with a smileÑthe window
being open, the morning sunny, and his cap lifted in his hand.

'Good-morning, Miss Ruthyn. What a charming old place! quite the
setting for a romance; such timber, and this really beautifulhouse. I doso
like thesewhite and black housesÑwonderful old things. By-the-by, you
treated us very badly last nightÑyou did, indeed; upon my word, now,
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it really was too badÑrunning away, and drinking tea with Lady
KnollysÑso shesays.I reallyÑI should not like to tell you how very sav-
age I felt, particularly considering how very short my time is.'

I was a shy, but not a giggling country miss. I knew I was an heiress; I
knew I was somebody. I was not the least bit in the world conceited, but
I think this knowledge helped to give me a certain senseof security and
self-possession,which might have been mistaken for dignity or simpli-
city. I am sure I looked at him with a fearless enquiry, for he answered
my thoughts.

'I do really assure you, Miss Ruthyn, I am quite serious; you have no
idea how very much we have missed you.'

There was a little pause, and, like a fool, I lowered my eyes, and
blushed.

'IÑI was thinking of leaving today; I am so unfortunateÑmy leave is
just outÑit is so unlucky; but I don't quite know whether my aunt
Knollys will allow me to go.'

'I?Ñcertainly, my dear Charlie, I don't want you at all,' exclaimed a
voiceÑLady Knollys'sÑbriskly, from an open window close by; 'what
could put that in your head, dear?'

And in went my cousin's head, and the window shut down.
'She is suchan oddity, poor dear Aunt Knollys,' murmured the young

man, ever so little put out, and he laughed. 'I never know quite what she
wishes, or how to please her; but she's so good-natured; and when she
goesto town for the seasonÑshe does not always, you knowÑher house
is really very gayÑyou can't thinkÑÑ'

Here again he was interrupted, for the door opened, and Lady Knollys
entered. 'And you know, Charles,' she continued, 'it would not do to for-
get your visit to Snodhurst; you wrote, you know, and you have only to-
night and to-morrow. You are thinking of nothing but that moor; I heard
you talking to the gamekeeper;I know he isÑis not he, Maud, the brown
man with great whiskers, and leggings? I'm very sorry, you know, but I
really must spoil your shooting, for they do expect you at Snodhurst,
Charlie; and do not you think this window a little too much for Miss
Ruthyn? Maud, my dear, the air is very sharp; shut it down, Charles, and
you'd better tell them to get a fly for you from the town after luncheon.
Come, dear,' she said to me. 'Was not that the breakfast bell? Why does
not your papa get a gong?Ñit is so hard to know one bell from another.'

I saw that Captain Oakley lingered for a last look, but I did not give it,
and went out smiling with Cousin Knollys, and wondering why old
ladies are so uniformly disagreeable.
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In the lobby she said, with an odd, goodnatured lookÑ
'Don't allow any of his love-making, my dear. Charles Oakley has not

a guinea, and an heiress would be very convenient. Of course he has his
eyesabout him. Charles is not by any means foolish; and I should not be
at all sorry to see him well married, for I don't think he will do much
good any other way; but there are degrees,and his ideas are sometimes
very impertinent.'

I was an admiring reader of the Albums, the Souvenirs, the Keepsakes,
and all that flood of Christmas-present lore which yearly irrigated Eng-
land, with pretty covers and engravings; and floods of elegant
twaddleÑthe milk, not destitute of water, on which the babesof literat-
ure were then fed. On this, my genius throve. I had a little album, en-
riched with many gems of original thought and observation, which I jot-
ted down in suitable language. Lately, turning over thesefaded leavesof
rhyme and prose, I lighted, under this day's date, upon the following
sage reflection, with my name appended:Ñ

'Is there not in the female heart an ineradicable jealousy, which, if it
sways the passions of the young, rules also the adviceof the aged? Do
they not grudge to youth the sentiments (though Heaven knows how
shadowedwith sorrow) which they can no longerinspire, perhaps even ex-
perience; and does not youth, in turn, sigh over the envy which has power
to blight?

MAUD AYLMER RUTHYN.'
'He has not been making love to me,' I said rather tartly, 'and he does

not seemto me at all impertinent, and I really don't care the least wheth-
er he goes or stays.'

Cousin Monica looked in my face with her old waggish smile, and
laughed.

'You'll understand those London dandies better some day, dear Maud;
they are very well, but they like moneyÑnot to keep, of courseÑbut still
they like it and know its value.'

At breakfast my father told Captain Oakley where he might have
shooting, or if he preferred going to Dilsford, only half an hour's ride, he
might have his choice of hunters, and find the dogs there that morning.

The Captain smiled archly at me, and looked at his aunt. There was a
suspense. I hope I did not show how much I was interestedÑbut it
would not do. Cousin Monica was inexorable.

'Hunting, hawking, fishing, fiddle-de-dee! You know, Charlie, my
dear, it is quite out of the question. He is going to Snodhurst this after-
noon, and without quite a rudeness, in which I should be involved too,
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he really can'tÑyou know you can't, Charles! andÑand he must go and
keep his engagement.'

So papa acquiesced with a polite regret, and hoped another time.
'Oh, leave all that to me. When you want him, only write me a note,

and I'll send him or bring him if you let me. I always know where to find
himÑdon't I, Charlie?Ñand we shall be only too happy.'

Aunt Monica's influence with her nephew was special, for she 'tipped'
him handsomely every now and then, and he had formed for himself
agreeableexpectations, besides,respecting her will. I felt rather angry at
his submitting to this sort of tutelage, knowing nothing of its motive; I
was also disgusted by Cousin Monica's tyranny.

So soon as he had left the room, Lady Knollys, not minding me, said
briskly to papa, 'Never let that young man into your house again. I
found him making speeches,this morning, to little Maud here; and he
really has not two pence in the worldÑit is amazing impudenceÑand
you know such absurd things do happen.'

'Come, Maud, what compliments did he pay you?' asked my father.
I was vexed, and therefore spoke courageously. 'His compliments

were not to me; they were all to the house,' I said, drily.
'Quite as it should beÑthe house, of course; it is that he's in love with,'

said Cousin Knollys.
''Twas on a widow's jointure land, The archer, Cupid, took his stand.'
'Hey! I don't quite understand,' said my father, slily.
'Tut! Austin; you forget Charlie is my nephew.'
'So I did,' said my father.
'Therefore the literal widow in this casecan have no interest in view

but one, and that is yours and Maud's. I wish him well, but he shan't put
my little cousin and her expectations into his empty pocketÑ not a bit of
it. And there'sanother reason,Austin, why you should marryÑyou have
no eye for these things, whereas a clever womanwould see at a glance
and prevent mischief.'

'So she would,' acquiesced my father, in his gloomy, amused way.
'Maud, you must try to be a clever woman.'

'So she will in her time, but that is not come yet; and I tell you, Austin
Ruthyn, if you won't look about and marry somebody, somebody may
possibly marry you.'

'You were always an oracle, Monica; but hereI am lost in total perplex-
ity,' said my father.
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'Yes; sharks sailing round you, with keen eyes and large throats; and
you have come to the age precisely when men are swallowed up alive
like Jonah.'

'Thank you for the parallel, but you know that was not a happy union,
even for the fish, and there was a separation in a few days; not that I
mean to trust to that; but there's no one to throw me into the jaws of the
monster, and I've no notion of jumping there; and the fact is, Monica,
there's no monster at all.'

'I'm not so sure.'
'But I'm quite sure,' said my father, a little drily. 'You forget how old I

am, and how long I've lived aloneÑI and little Maud;' and he smiled and
smoothed my hair, and, I thought, sighed.

'No one is ever too old to do a foolish thing,' began Lady Knollys.
'Nor to say a foolish thing, Monica. This has gone on too long. Don't

you see that little Maud here is silly enough to be frightened at your fun.'
So I was, but I could not divine how he guessed it.
'And well or ill, wisely or madly, I'll nevermarry; so put that out of

your head.'
This was addressed rather to me, I think, than to Lady Knollys, who

smiled a little waggishly on me, and saidÑ
'To be sure, Maud; maybe you are right; a stepdame is a risk, and I

ought to have asked you first what you thought of it; and upon my hon-
our,' she continued merrily but kindly, observing that my eyes, I know
not exactly from what feeling, filled with tears, 'I'll never again advise
your papa to marry, unless you first tell me you wish it.'

This was a great deal from Lady Knollys, who had a taste for advising
her friends and managing their affairs.

'I've a great respect for instinct. I believe, Austin, it is truer than reas-
on, and yours and Maud's are both against me, though I know I have
reason on my side.'

My father's brief wintry smile answered, and Cousin Monica kissed
me, and saidÑ

'I've been so long my own mistress that I sometimes forget there are
such things as fear and jealousy; and are you going to your governess,
Maud?'
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Chapter14
ANGRY WORDS

I was going to my governess, as Lady Knollys said; and so I went. The
undefinable senseof danger that smote me whenever I beheld that wo-
man had deepened since last night's occurrence, and was taken out of
the region of instinct or prepossessionby the strange though slight indic-
ations of recognition and abhorrence which I had witnessed in Lady
Knollys on that occasion.

The tone in which Cousin Monica had asked, 'are you going to your
governess?'and the curious, grave, and anxious look that accompanied
the question, disturbed me; and there was something odd and cold in the
tone as if a remembrance had suddenly chilled her. The accent remained
in my ear, and the sharp brooding look was fixed before me as I glided
up the broad dark stairs to Madame de la Rougierre's chamber.

Shehad not come down to the school-room, as the sceneof my studies
was called. She had decided on having a relapse, and accordingly had
not made her appearancedown-stairs that morning. The gallery leading
to her room was dark and lonely, and I grew more nervous as I ap-
proached; I paused at the door, making up my mind to knock.

But the door opened suddenly, and, like a magic-lantern figure,
presented with a snap, appeared close before my eyes the great muffled
face, with the forbidding smirk, of Madame de la Rougierre.

'Wat you mean, my dear cheaile?' she inquired with a malevolent
shrewdness in her eyes,and her hollow smile all the time disconcerting
me more even than the suddenness of her appearance; 'wat for you ap-
proach so softly? I do not sleep,you see,but you feared, perhaps, to have
the misfortune of wakening me, and so you cameÑis it not so?Ñto
leesten, and looke in very gentily; you want to know how I was. Vous
•tes bien aimable d'avoir pensŽˆ moi. Bah!' she cried, suddenly bursting
through her irony. 'Wy could not Lady Knollys come herself and leesten
to the keyhole to make her report? Fi donc! wat is there to conceal?Noth-
ing. Enter, if you please.Every one they are welcome!' and she flung the
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door wide, turned her back upon me, and, with an ejaculation which I
did not understand, strode into the room.

'I did not come with any intention, Madame, to pry or to intrudeÑyou
don't think soÑyou can't think soÑyou can't possibly mean to insinuate
anything so insulting!'

I was very angry, and my tremors had all vanished now.
'No, not for you, dear cheaile; I was thinking to miladi Knollys, who,

without cause,is my enemy. Every one has enemy; you will learn all that
so soon as you are little older, and without cause she is mine. Come,
Maud, speak a the truthÑwas it not miladi Knollys who sent you here
doucement, doucement, so quaite to my doorÑis it not so, little rogue?'

Madame had confronted me again, and we were now standing in the
middle of her floor.

I indignantly repelled the charge,and searching me for a moment with
her oddly-shaped, cunning eyes, she saidÑ

'That is good cheaile, you speak a so directÑI like that, and am glad to
hear; but, my dear Maud, that womanÑÑ'

'Lady Knollys is papa's cousin,' I interposed a little gravely.
'Shedoes hate a me so, you av no idea. Sheas tryed to injure me sever-

al times, and would employ the most innocent person, unconsciously
you know, my dear, to assist her malice.'

Here Madame wept a little. I had already discovered that she could
shed tears whenever she pleased. I have heard of such persons, but I
never met another before or since.

Madame was unusually frankÑno one ever knew better when to be
candid. At present I suppose she concluded that Lady Knollys would
certainly relate whatever she knew concerning her before she left Knowl;
and so Madame's reserves,whatever they might be, were dissolving, and
she growing childlike and confiding.

'Et comment va monsieur votre p•re aujourd'hui?'
'Very well,' I thanked her.
'And how long miladi Knollys her visit is likely to be?'
'I could not say exactly, but for some days.'
'Eh bien, my dear cheaile, I find myself better this morning, and we

must return to our lessons.Jeveux m'habiller, ma ch•re Maud; you will
wait me in the school-room.'

By this time Madame, who, though lazy, could make an effort, and
was capableof getting into a sudden hurry, had placed herself before her
dressing-table, and was ogling her discoloured and bony countenance in
the glass.
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'Wat horror! I am so pale. Quel ennui! wat bore! Ow weak av I grow in
two three days!'

And she practised some plaintive, invalid glances into the mirror. But
on a sudden there came a little sharp inquisitive frown as she looked
over the frame of the glass, upon the terrace beneath. It was only a
glance, and she sat down languidly in her arm-chair to prepare, I sup-
pose, for the fatigues of the toilet.

My curiosity was sufficiently aroused to induce me to askÑ
'But why, Madame, do you fancy that Lady Knollys dislikes you?'
''Tis not fancy, my dear Maud. Ah ha, no! Mais c'est toute une his-

toireÑtoo tedious to tell nowÑsome time maybeÑand you will learn
when you are little older, the most violent hatreds often they are the
most without cause. But, my dear cheaile, the hours they are running
from us, and I must dress. Vite, vite! so you run away to the school-
room, and I will come after.'

Madame had her dressing-caseand her mysteries, and palpably stood
in need of repairs; so away I went to my studies. The room which we
called the school-room was partly beneath the floor of Madame's bed-
chamber, and commanded the same view; so, remembering my
governess's peering glance from her windows, I looked out, and saw
Cousin Monica making a brisk promenade up and down the terrace-
walk. Well, that was quite enough to account for it. I had grown very
curious, and I resolved when our lessonswere over to join her and make
another attempt to discover the mystery.

As I sat over my books, I fancied I heard a movement outside the door.
I suspected that Madame was listening. I waited for a time, expecting to
seethe door open, but she did not come; so I opened it suddenly myself,
but Madame was not on the threshold nor on the lobby. I heard a rust-
ling, however, and on the staircase over the banister I saw the folds of
her silk dress as she descended.

Sheis going, I thought, to seekan interview with Lady Knollys. Shein-
tends to propitiate that dangerous lady; so I amused some eight or ten
minutes in watching Cousin Monica's quick march and right-about face
upon the parade-ground of the terrace. But no one joined her.

'Sheis certainly talking to papa,' was my next and more probable con-
jecture. Having the profoundest distrust of Madame, I was naturally ex-
tremely jealous of the confidential interviews in which deceit and malice
might make their representations plausibly and without answer.

'Yes, I'll run down and seeÑsee papa; she shan't tell lies behind my
back, horrid woman!'
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At the study-door I knocked, and forthwith entered. My father was sit-
ting near the window, his open book before him, Madame standing at
the other side of the table, her cunning eyes bathed in tears, and her
pocket-handkerchief pressed to her mouth. Her eyes glittered stealthily
on me for an instant: she was sobbingÑ dŽsolŽe, in factÑthat grim gren-
adier lady, and her attitude was exquisitely dejected and timid. But she
was, notwithstanding, reading closely and craftily my father's face. He
was not looking at her, but rather upward toward the ceiling, reflectively
leaning on his hand, with an expression, not angry, but rather surly and
annoyed.

'I ought to have heard of this before, Madame,' my father was saying
as I came in; 'not that it would have made any differenceÑnot the least;
mind that. But it was the kind of thing that I ought to have heard, and
the omission was not strictly right.'

Madame, in a shrill and lamentable key, opened her voluble reply, but
was arrested by a nod from my father, who asked me if I wanted
anything.

'OnlyÑonly that I was waiting in the school-room for Madame, and
did not know where she was.'

'Well, she is here, you see, and will join you up-stairs in a few
minutes.'

So back I went again, huffed, angry, and curious, and sat back in my
chair with a clouded countenance, thinking very little about lessons.

When Madame entered, I did not lift my head or eyes.
'Good cheaile! reading,' said she, as she approached briskly and

reassured.
'No,' I answered tartly; 'not good, nor a child either; I'm not reading,

I've been thinking.'
'Tr•s-bien!' she said, with an insufferable smile, 'thinking is very good

also; but you look unhappyÑvery, poor cheaile. Take care you are not
grow jealous for poor Madame talking sometime to your papa; you must
not, little fool. It is only for a your good, my dear Maud, and I had no ob-
jection you should stay.'

'You! Madame!' I said loftily. I was very angry, and showed it through
my dignity, to Madame's evident satisfaction.

'NoÑit was your papa, Mr. Ruthyn, who weesh to speak alone; for me
I do not care; there was something I weesh to tell him. I don't care who
know, but Mr. Ruthyn he is deeferent.'

I made no remark.
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'Come, leetle Maud, you are not to be so cross; it will be much better
you and I to be good friends together. Why should a we quarrel?Ñwat
nonsense!Do you imagine I would anywhere undertake a the education
of a young person unless I could speak with her parent?Ñwat folly! I
would like to be your friend, however, my poor Maud, if you would al-
lowÑyou and I togetherÑwat you say?'

'People grow to be friends by liking, Madame, and liking comes of it-
self, not by bargain; I like every one who is kind to me.'

'And so I. You are like me in so many things, my dear Maud! Are you
quaite well to-day? I think you look fateague; so I feel, too, vary tire. I
think we weel put off the lessonsto to-morrow. Eh?and we will come to
play la grace in the garden.'

Madame was plainly in a high state of exultation. Her audience had
evidently been satisfactory, and, like other people, when things went
well, her soul lighted up into a sulphureous good-humour, not very
genuine nor pleasant, but still it was better than other moods.

I was glad when our calisthenics were ended, and Madame had re-
turned to her apartment, so that I had a pleasant little walk with Cousin
Monica.

We women are persevering when once our curiosity is roused, but she
gaily foiled mine, and, I think, had a mischievous pleasure in doing so.
As we were going in to dress for dinner, however, she said, quite
gravelyÑ

'I am sorry, Maud, I allowed you to seethat I have any unpleasant im-
pressions about that governess lady. I shall be at liberty some day to ex-
plain all about it, and, indeed, it will be enough to tell your father, whom
I have not been able to find all day; but really we are, perhaps, making
too much of the matter, and I cannot say that I know anything against
Madame that is conclusive, orÑor, indeed, at all; but that there are reas-
ons, andÑyou must not ask any moreÑno, you must not.'

That evening, while I was playing the overture to Cenerentola, for the
entertainment of my cousin, there arose from the tea-table, where she
and my father were sitting, a spirited and rather angry harangue from
Lady Knollys' lips; I turned my eyes from the music towards the speak-
ers; the overture swooned away with a little hesitating babble into si-
lence, and I listened.

Their conversation had begun under cover of the music which I was
making, and now they were too much engrossed to perceive its discon-
tinuance. The first sentenceI heard seized my attention; my father had
closed the book he was reading, upon his finger, and was leaning back in
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his chair, as he used to do when at all angry; his face was a little flushed,
and I knew the fierce and glassy stare which expressed pride, surprise,
and wrath.

'Yes, Lady Knollys, there's an animus; I know the spirit you speak
inÑit does you no honour,' said my father.

'And I know the spirit you speak in, the spirit of madness,' retorted
Cousin Monica, just as much in earnest. 'I can't conceive how you canbe
so demented, Austin. What has perverted you? are you blind?'

'You are, Monica; your own unnatural prejudiceÑ unnatural prejudice,
blinds you. What is it all?Ñ nothing. Were I to act as you say, I should be
a cowardand a traitor. I see, I do see,all that's real. I'm no Quixote, to
draw my sword on illusions.'

'There should be no halting here. How canyouÑdo you ever think? I
wonder if you can breathe. I feel as if the evil one were in the house.'

A stern, momentary frown was my father's only answer, as he looked
fixedly at her.

'People need not nail up horseshoesand mark their door-stones with
charms to keep the evil spirit out,' ran on Lady Knollys, who looked pale
and angry, in her way, 'but you open your door in the dark and invoke
unknown danger. How can you look at that child that'sÑshe's not play-
ing,' said Knollys, abruptly stopping.

My father rose, muttering to himself, and cast a lurid glance at me, as
he went in high displeasure to the door. Cousin Monica, now flushed a
little, glanced also silently at me, biting the tip of her slender gold cross,
and doubtful how much I had heard.

My father opened the door suddenly, which he had just closed, and
looking in, said, in a calmer toneÑ

'Perhaps,Monica, you would come for a moment to the study; I'm sure
you have none but kindly feelings towards me and little Maud, there;
and I thank you for your good-will; but you must seeother things more
reasonably, and I think you will.'

Cousin Monica got up silently and followed him, only throwing up
her eyes and hands as she did so, and I was left alone, wondering and
curious more than ever.
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Chapter15
A WARNING

I sat still, listening and wondering, and wondering and listening; but I
ought to have known that no sound could reach me where I was from
my father's study. Five minutes passedand they did not return. Ten, fif-
teen. I drew near the fire and made myself comfortable in a great arm-
chair, looking on the embers, but not seeing all the scenery and dramatis
personaeof my past life or future fortunes, in their shifting glow, as
people in romancesusually do; but fanciful castlesand caverns in blood-
red and golden glare, suggestive of dreamy fairy-land, salamanders,sun-
sets, and palaces of fire-kings, and all this partly shaping and partly
shaped by my fancy, and leading my closing eyesand drowsy sensesoff
into dream-land. So I nodded and dozed, and sank into a deep slumber,
from which I was roused by the voice of my cousin Monica. On opening
my eyes, I saw nothing but Lady Knollys' face looking steadily into
mine, and expanding into a good-natured laugh as she watched the va-
cant and lack-lustre stare with which I returned her gaze.

'Come, dear Maud, it is late; you ought to have been in your bed an
hour ago.'

Up I stood, and so soon as I had begun to hear and seearight, it struck
me that Cousin Monica was more grave and subdued than I had seen
her.

'Come, let us light our candles and go together.'
Holding hands, we ascended,I sleepy, she silent; and not a word was

spoken until we reached my room. Mary Quince was in waiting, and tea
made.

'Tell her to come back in a few minutes; I wish to say a word to you,'
said Lady Knollys.

The maid accordingly withdrew.
Lady Knollys' eyes followed her till she closed the door behind her.
'I'm going in the morning.'
'So soon!'
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'Yes, dear; I could not stay; in fact, I should have gone tonight, but it
was too late, and I leave instead in the morning.'

'I am so sorryÑso very sorry,' I exclaimed, in honest disappointment,
and the walls seemedto darken round me, and the monotony of the old
routine loomed more terrible in prospect.

'So am I, dear Maud.'
'But can't you stay a little longer; won't you?'
'No, Maud; I'm vexed with AustinÑvery much vexed with your fath-

er; in short, I can't conceive anything so entirely preposterous, and dan-
gerous, and insane as his conduct, now that his eyes are quite opened,
and I must say a word to you before I go, and it is just this:Ñyou must
ceaseto be a mere child, you must try and be a woman, Maud: now don't
be frightened or foolish, but hear me out. That womanÑwhat does she
call herselfÑRougierre? I have reason to believe isÑin fact, from circum-
stances,must be your enemy; you will find her very deep, daring, and
unscrupulous, I venture to say, and you can't be too much on your
guard. Do you quite understand me, Maud?'

'I do,' said I, with a gasp, and my eyes fixed on her with a terrified in-
terest, as if on a warning ghost.

'You must bridle your tongue, mind, and govern your conduct, and
command even your features. It is hard to practise reserve; but you
mustÑyou must be secretand vigilant. Try and be in appearancejust as
usual; don't quarrel; tell her nothing, if you do happen to know any-
thing, of your father's business;be always on your guard when with her,
and keep your eye upon her everywhere. Observe everything, disclose
nothingÑdo you see?'

'Yes,' again I whispered.
'You have good, honest servants about you, and, thank God, they

don't like her. But you must not repeat to them one word I am now say-
ing to you. Servants are fond of dropping hints, and letting things ooze
out in that way, and in their quarrels with her would compromise
youÑyou understand me?'

'I do,' I sighed, with a wild stare.
'AndÑand, Maud, don't let her meddle with your food.'
Cousin Monica gave me a pale little nod, and looked away.
I could only stare at her; and under my breath I uttered an ejaculation

of terror.
'Don't be so frightened; you must not be foolish; I only wish you to be

upon your guard. I have my suspicions, but I may be quite wrong; your
father thinks I am a fool; perhaps I amÑperhaps not; maybe he may
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come to think as I do. But you must not speak to him on the subject; he's
an odd man, and never did and never will act wisely, when his passions
and prejudices are engaged.'

'Has she ever committed any great crime?' I asked, feeling as if I were
on the point of fainting.

'No, dear Maud, I never said anything of the kind; don't be so
frightened: I only said I have formed, from something I know, an ill
opinion of her; and an unprincipled person, under temptation, is capable
of a great deal. But no matter how wicked shemay be, you may defy her,
simply by assuming her to be so, and acting with caution; she is cunning
and selfish, and she'll do nothing desperate. But I would give her no
opportunity.'

'Oh, dear! Oh, Cousin Monica, don't leave me.'
'My dear, I can't stay; your papa and IÑwe've had a quarrel. I know

I'm right, and he's wrong, and he'll come to seeit soon, if he's left to him-
self, and then all will be right. But just now he misunderstands me, and
we've not been civil to one another. I could not think of staying, and he
would not allow you to come away with me for a short visit, which I
wished. It won't last, though; and I do assure you, my dear Maud, I am
quite happy about you now that you are quite on your guard. Justact re-
specting that person as if she were capable of any treachery, without
showing distrust or dislike in your manner, and nothing will remain in
her power; and write to me whenever you wish to hear from me, and if I
can be of any real use, I don't care, I'll come: so there's a wise little wo-
man; do as I've said, and depend upon it everything will go well, and I'll
contrive before long to get that nasty creature away.'

Except a kiss and a few hurried words in the morning when she was
leaving, and a pencilled farewell for papa, there was nothing more from
Cousin Monica for some time.

Knowl was dark againÑdarker than ever. My father, gentle always to
me, was nowÑperhaps it was contrast with his fitful return to
something like the world's ways, during Lady Knollys' stayÑmore si-
lent, sad, and isolated than before. Of Madame de la Rougierre I had
nothing at first particular to remark. Only, reader, if you happen to be a
rather nervous and very young girl, I ask you to conceive my fears and
imaginings, and the kind of misery which I was suffering. Its intensity I
cannot now even myself recall. But it overshadowed me perpetuallyÑa
care, an alarm. It lay down with me at night and got up with me in the
morning, tinting and disturbing my dreams, and making my daily life
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terrible. I wonder now that I lived through the ordeal. The torment was
secret and incessant, and kept my mind in unintermitting activity.

Externally things went on at Knowl for some weeks in the usual
routine. Madame was, so far as her unpleasant ways were concerned,
less tormenting than before, and constantly reminded me of 'our leetle
vow of friendship, you remember, dearest Maud!' and she would stand
beside me, and looked from the window with her bony arm round my
waist, and my reluctant hand drawn round in hers; and thus she would
smile, and talk affectionately and even playfully; for at times she would
grow quite girlish, and smile with her great carious teeth, and begin to
quiz and babble about the young 'faylows,' and tell bragging tales of her
lovers, all of which were dreadful to me.

Shewas perpetually recurring, too, to the charming walk we had had
together to Church Scarsdale,and proposing a repetition of that delight-
ful excursion, which, you may be sure, I evaded, having by no means so
agreeable a recollection of our visit.

One day, as I was dressing to go out for a walk, in came good Mrs.
Rusk, the housekeeper, to my room.

'Miss Maud, dear, is not that too far for you? It is a long walk to
Church Scarsdale, and you are not looking very well.'

'To Church Scarsdale?'I repeated; 'I'm not going to Church Scarsdale;
who said I was going to Church Scarsdale?There is nothing I should so
much dislike.'

'Well, I never!' exclaimed she. 'Why, there's old Madame's been down-
stairs with me for fruit and sandwiches, telling me you were longing to
go to Church ScarsdaleÑÑ'

'It's quite untrue,' I interrupted. 'She knows I hate it.'
'She does?' said Mrs. Rusk, quietly; 'and you did not tell her nothing

about the basket? WellÑif there isn't a story! Now what may she be
afterÑwhat is itÑwhat is she driving at?'

'I can't tell, but I won't go.'
'No, of course, dear, you won't go. But you may be sure there's some

schemein her old head. Tom Fowkes saysshe'sbin two or three times to
drink tea at Farmer Gray'sÑnow, could it be she's thinking to marry
him?' And Mrs. Rusk sat down and laughed heartily, ending with a crow
of derision.

'To think of a young fellow like that, and his wife, poor thing, not dead
a yearÑmaybe she's got money?'

'I don't knowÑI don't careÑperhaps, Mrs. Rusk, you mistook Ma-
dame. I will go down; I am going out.'
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Madame had a basket in her hand. Sheheld it quietly by her capacious
skirt, at the far side, and made no allusion to the preparation, neither to
the direction in which she proposed walking, and prattling artlessly and
affectionately she marched by my side.

Thus we reached the stile at the sheep-walk, and then I paused.
'Now, Madame, have not we gone far enough in this direc-

tion?Ñsuppose we visit the pigeon-house in the park?'
'Wat folly! my dear a MaudÑyou cannot walk so far.'
'Well, towards home, then.'
'And wy not a this way? We ave not walk enough, and Mr. Ruthyn he

will not be pleased if you do not take proper exercise.Let us walk on by
the path, and stop when you like.'

'Where do you wish to go, Madame?'
'Nowhere particularÑcome along; don't be fool, Maud.'
'This leads to Church Scarsdale.'
'A yes indeed! wat sweet place! bote we need not a walk all the way to

there.'
'I'd rather not walk outside the grounds to-day, Madame.'
'Come, Maud, you shall not be foolÑwat you mean, Mademoiselle?'

said the stalworth lady, growing yellow and greenish with an angry
mottling, and accosting me very gruffly.

'I don't care to crossthe stile, thank you, Madame. I shall remain at this
side.'

'You shall do wat I tell you!' exclaimed she.
'Let go my arm, Madame, you hurt me,' I cried.
She had griped my arm very firmly in her great bony hand, and

seemed preparing to drag me over by main force.
'Let me go,' I repeated shrilly, for the pain increased.
'La!' she cried with a smile of rage and a laugh, letting me go and

shoving me backward at the sametime, so that I had a rather dangerous
tumble.

I stood up, a good deal hurt, and very angry, notwithstanding my fear
of her.

'I'll ask papa if I am to be so ill-used.'
'Wat av I done?' cried Madame, laughing grimly from her hollow jaws;

I did all I could to help you overÑ'ow could I prevent you to pull back
and tumble if you would do so? That is the way wen you petites Ma-
demoiselles are naughty and hurt yourself they always try to make
blame other people. Tell a wat you likeÑyou think I care?'

'Very well, Madame.'
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'Are a you coming?'
'No.'
She looked steadily in my face and very wickedly. I gazed at her as

with dazzled eyesÑI suppose as the feathered prey do at the owl that
glares on them by night. I neither moved back nor forward, but stared at
her quite helplessly.

'You are nice pupilÑcharming young person! Sopolite, so obedient, so
amiable! I will walk towards Church Scarsdale,'she continued, suddenly
breaking through the conventionalism of her irony, and accosting me in
savage accents. 'You weel stay behind if you dare. I tell you to accom-
panyÑdo you hear?'

More than ever resolved against following her, I remained where I
was, watching her as she marched fiercely away, swinging her basket as
though in imagination knocking my head off with it.

Shesoon cooled, however, and looking over her shoulder, and seeing
me still at the other side of the stile, shepaused, and beckoned me grimly
to follow her. Seeing me resolutely maintain my position, she faced
about, tossed her head, like an angry beast, and seemeduncertain for a
while what course to take with me.

She stamped and beckoned furiously again. I stood firm. I was very
much frightened, and could not tell to what violence she might resort in
her exasperation. Shewalked towards me with an inflamed countenance,
and a slight angry wagging of the head; my heart fluttered, and I
awaited the crisis in extreme trepidation. She came close, the stile only
separating us, and stopped short, glaring and grinning at me like a
French grenadier who has crossed bayonets, but hesitates to close.
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Chapter16
DOCTOR BRYERLY LOOKS IN

What had I done to excite this ungovernable fury? We had often before
had such small differences, and shehad contented herself with being sar-
castic, teasing, and impertinent.

'So, for future you are gouvernante and I the cheaile for you to com-
mandÑis not so?Ñand you must direct where we shall walk. Tr•s-bien!
we shall see;Monsieur Ruthyn he shall know everything. For me I do
not careÑnot at allÑI shall be rather pleased, on the contrary. Let him
decide. If I shall be responsible for the conduct and the health of Ma-
demoiselle his daughter, it must be that I shall have authority to direct
her wat she must doÑit must be that she or I shall obey. I ask only witch
shall command for the futureÑvoilˆ tout!'

I was frightened, but resoluteÑI dare say I looked sullen and uncom-
fortable. At all events, she seemed to think she might possibly succeed
by wheedling; so she tried coaxing and cajoling, and patted my cheek,
and predicted that I would be 'a good cheaile,' and not 'vex poor Ma-
dame,' but do for the future 'wat she tell a me.'

She smiled her wide wet grin, smoothed my hand, and patted my
cheek,and would in the excessof her conciliatory paroxysm have kissed
me; but I withdrew, and she commented only with a little laugh, and a
'Foolish little thing! but you will be quite amiable just now.'

'Why, Madame,' I asked, suddenly raising my head and looking her
straight in the face, 'do you wish me to walk to Church Scarsdale so
particularly to-day?'

Sheanswered my steady look with a contracted gaze and an unpleas-
ant frown.

'Wy do I?ÑI do not understand a you; there is no particular dayÑwat
folly! Wy I like Church Scarsdale?Well, it is such pretty place. There is
all! Wat leetle fool! I suppose you think I want to keel a you and bury
you in the churchyard?'

And she laughed, and it would not have been a bad laugh for a ghoul.
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'Come, my dearest Maud, you are not a such fool to say, if you tell me
me go thees a way, I weel go that; and if you say, go that a way, I weel
go theesÑyou are rasonable leetle girlÑcome alongÑ alons doncÑwe
shall av soche agreeable walkÑweel a you?'

But I was immovable. It was neither obstinacy nor caprice, but a pro-
found fear that governed me. I was then afraidÑyes, afraid. Afraid of
what? Well, of going with Madame de la Rougierre to Church Scarsdale
that day. That was all. And I believe that instinct was true.

She turned a bitter glance toward Church Scarsdale,and bit her lip.
She saw that she must give it up. A shadow hung upon her drab fea-
tures. A little scowlÑa little sneerÑwide lips compressed with a false
smile, and a leaden shadow mottling all. Such was the countenance of
the lady who only a minute or two before had been smiling and mur-
muring over the stile so amiably with her idiomatic 'blarney,' as the Irish
call that kind of blandishment.

There was no mistaking the malignant disappointment that hooked
and warped her featuresÑmy heart sankÑa tremendous fear over-
powered me. Had she intended poisoning me? What was in that basket?
I looked in her dreadful face. I felt for a minute quite frantic. A feeling of
rage with my father, with my Cousin Monica, for abandoning me to this
dreadful rogue, took possessionof me, and I cried, helplessly wringing
my handsÑ

'Oh! it is a shameÑit is a shameÑit is a shame!'
The countenance of the gouvernante relaxed. I think she in turn was

frightened at my extreme agitation. It might have worked unfavourably
with my father.

'Come, Maud, it is time you should try to control your temper. You
shall not walk to Church Scarsdale if you do not likeÑI only invite.
There! It is quite as you please, where we shall walk then? Here to the
peegeon-house?I think you say. Tout bien! Remember I concede you
everything. Let us go.'

We went, therefore, towards the pigeon-house, through the forest
trees; I not speaking as the children in the wood did with their sinister
conductor, but utterly silent and scared; she silent also, meditating, and
sometimes with a sharp side-glance gauging my progress towards
equanimity. Her own was rapid; for Madame was a philosopher, and
speedily accommodated herself to circumstances. We had not walked a
quarter of an hour when every trace of gloom had left her face, which
had assumed its customary brightness, and she began to sing with a
spiteful hilarity as we walked forward, and indeed seemed to be
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approaching one of her waggish, frolicsome moods. But her fun in these
moods was solitary. The joke, whatever it was, remained in her own
keeping. When we approached the ruined brick towerÑin old times a
pigeon-houseÑshe grew quite frisky, and twirled her basket in the air,
and capered to her own singing.

Under the shadow of the broken wall, and its ivy, she sat down with a
frolicsome plump, and opened her basket, inviting me to partake, which I
declined. I must do her justice, however, upon the suspicion of poison,
which she quite disposed of by gobbling up, to her own share,
everything which the basket contained.

The reader is not to suppose that Madame's cheerful demeanour indic-
ated that I was forgiven. Nothing of the kind. One syllable more, on our
walk home, she addressed not to me. And when we reached the terrace,
she saidÑ

'You will please, Maud, remain for twoÑthree minutes in the Dutch
garden, while I speak with Mr. Ruthyn in the study.'

This was spoken with a high head and an insufferable smile; and I
more haughtily, but quite gravely, turned without disputing, and des-
cended the steps to the quaint little garden she had indicated.

I was surprised and very glad to seemy father there. I ran to him, and
began, 'Oh! papa!' and then stopped short, adding only, 'may I speak to
you now?'

He smiled kindly and gravely on me.
'Well, Maud, say your say.'
'Oh, sir, it is only this: I entreat that our walks, mine and Madame's

may be confined to the grounds.'
'And why?'
'IÑI'm afraid to go with her.'
'Afraid!' he repeated, looking hard at me. 'Have you lately had a letter

from Lady Knollys?'
'No, papa, not for two months or more.'
There was a pause.
'And why afraid, Maud?'
'Shebrought me one day to Church Scarsdale;you know what a solit-

ary place it is, sir; and she frightened me so that I was afraid to go with
her into the churchyard. But she went and left me alone at the other side
of the stream, and an impudent man passing by stopped and spoke to
me, and seemed inclined to laugh at me, and altogether frightened me
very much, and he did not go till Madame happened to return.'

'What kind of manÑyoung or old?'
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'A young man; he looked like a farmer's son, but very impudent, and
stood there talking to me whether I would or not; and Madame did not
care at all, and laughed at me for being frightened; and, indeed, I am
very uncomfortable with her.'

He gave me another shrewd look, and then looked down cloudily and
thought.

'You say you are uncomfortable and frightened. How is thisÑwhat
causes these feelings?'

'I don't know, sir; she likes frightening me; I am afraid of herÑwe are
all afraid of her, I think. The servants, I mean, as well as I.'

My father nodded his head contemptuously, twice or thrice, and
muttered, 'A pack of fools!'

'And she was so very angry to-day with me, becauseI would not walk
again with her to Church Scarsdale.I am very much afraid of her. IÑ'
and quite unpremeditatedly I burst into tears.

'There, there, little Maud, you must not cry. She is here only for your
good. If you are afraidÑeven foolishlyafraidÑit is enough. Be it as you
say; your walks are henceforward confined to the grounds; I'll tell her
so.'

I thanked him through my tears very earnestly.
'But, Maud, beware of prejudice; women are unjust and violent in their

judgments. Your family has suffered in some of its members by such in-
justice. It behoves us to be careful not to practise it.'

That evening in the drawing-room my father said, in his usual abrupt
wayÑ

'About my departure, Maud: I've had a letter from London this morn-
ing, and I think I shall be called away sooner than I at first supposed, and
for a little time we must manage apart from one another. Do not be
alarmed. You shall not be in Madame de la Rougierre's charge,but under
the care of a relation; but even so, little Maud will miss her old father, I
think.'

His tone was very tender, so were his looks; he was looking down on
me with a smile, and tears were in his eyes. This softening was new to
me. I felt a strange thrill of surprise, delight, and love, and springing up,
I threw my arms about his neck and wept in silence. He, I think, shed
tears also.

'You said a visitor was coming; some one, you mean, to go away with.
Ah, yes, you love him better than me.'

'No, dear, no; but I fearhim; and I am sorry to leave you, little Maud.'
'It won't be very long,' I pleaded.
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'No, dear,' he answered with a sigh.
I was tempted almost to question him more closely on the subject, but

he seemed to divine what was in my mind, for he saidÑ
'Let us speak no more of it, but only bear in mind, Maud, what I told

you about the oak cabinet, the key of which is here,' and he held it up as
formerly: 'you remember what you are to do in case Doctor Bryerly
should come while I am away?'

'Yes, sir.'
His manner had changed, and I had returned to my accustomed

formalities.
It was only a few days later that Dr. Bryerly actually did arrive at

Knowl, quite unexpectedly, except, I suppose, by my father. He was to
stay only one night.

He was twice closeted in the little study up-stairs with my father, who
seemedto me, even for him, unusually dejected, and Mrs. Rusk inveigh-
ing against 'them rubbitch,' as she always termed the Swedenborgians,
told me 'they were making him quite shaky-like, and he would not last
no time, if that lanky, lean ghost of a fellow in black was to keep prowl-
ing in and out of his room like a tame cat.'

I lay awake that night, wondering what the mystery might be that con-
nected my father and Dr. Bryerly. There was something more than the
convictions of their strange religion could account for. There was
something that profoundly agitated my father. It may not be reasonable,
but so it is. The person whose presence,though we know nothing of the
causeof that effect, is palpably attended with pain to anyone who is dear
to us, grows odious, and I began to detest Doctor Bryerly.

It was a grey, dark morning, and in a dark pass in the gallery, near the
staircase, I came full upon the ungainly Doctor, in his glossy black suit.

I think, if my mind had been less anxiously excited on the subject of
his visit, or if I had not disliked him so much, I should not have found
courage to accosthim as I did. There was something sly, I thought, in his
dark, lean face; and he looked so low, so like a Scotch artisan in his
Sunday clothes, that I felt a sudden pang of indignation, at the thought
that a great gentleman, like my father, should have suffered under his in-
fluence, and I stopped suddenly, instead of passing him by with a mere
salutation, as he expected, 'May I ask a question, Doctor Bryerly?'

'Certainly'
'Are you the friend whom my father expects?'
'I don't quite see.'

87



'The friend, I mean, with whom he is to make an expedition to some
distance, I think, and for some little time?'

'No,' said the Doctor, with a shake of his head.
'And who is he?'
'I really have not a notion, Miss.'
'Why, he said that you knew,' I replied.
The Doctor looked honestly puzzled.
'Will he stay long away? pray tell me.'
The Doctor looked into my troubled face with inquiring and darkened

eyes,like one who half reads another's meaning; and then he said a little
briskly, but not sharplyÑ

'Well, I don't know, I'm sure, Miss; no, indeed, you must have mis-
taken; there's nothing that I know.'

There was a little pause, and he addedÑ
'No. He never mentioned any friend to me.' I fancied that he was made

uncomfortable by my question, and wanted to hide the truth. Perhaps I
was partly right.

'Oh! Doctor Bryerly, pray, pray who is the friend, and where is he
going?'

'I do assureyou,' he said, with a strange sort of impatience, 'I don't
know; it is all nonsense.'

And he turned to go, looking, I think, annoyed and disconcerted.
A terrific suspicion crossed my brain like lightning.
'Doctor, one word,' I said, I believe, quite wildly. 'Do youÑdo you

think his mind is at all affected?'
'Insane?' he said, looking at me with a sudden, sharp inquisitiveness,

that brightened into a smile. 'Pooh, pooh! Heaven forbid! not a saner
man in England.'

Then with a little nod he walked on, carrying, as I believed, notwith-
standing his disclaimer, the secretwith him. In the afternoon Doctor Bry-
erly went away.
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Chapter17
AN ADVENTURE

For many days after our quarrel, Madame hardly spoke to me. As for les-
sons, I was not much troubled with them. It was plain, too, that my fath-
er had spoken to her, for she never after that day proposed our extend-
ing our walks beyond the precincts of Knowl.

Knowl, however, was a very considerable territory, and it was possible
for a much better pedestrian than I to tire herself effectually, without
passing its limits. So we took occasionally long walks.

After some weeks of sullenness, during which for days at a time she
hardly spoke to me, and seemed lost in dark and evil abstraction, she
once more, and somewhat suddenly, recovered her spirits, and grew
quite friendly. Her gaieties and friendliness were not reassuring, and in
my mind presaged approaching mischief and treachery. The days were
shortening to the wintry span. The edge of the red sun had already
touched the horizon as Madame and I, overtaken at the warren by his
last beams, were hastening homeward.

A narrow carriage-road traverses this wild region of the park, to which
a distant gate gives entrance. On descending into this unfrequented
road, I was surprised to see a carriage standing there. A thin, sly pos-
tilion, with that pert, turned-up nose which the old caricaturist Wood-
ward used to attribute to the gentlemen of Tewkesbury, was leaning on
his horses, and looked hard at me as I passed. A lady who sat within
looked out, with an extra-fashionable bonnet on, and also treated us to a
stare. Very pink and white cheeks she had, very black glossy hair and
bright eyesÑfat, bold, and rather cross,she lookedÑand in her bold way
she examined us curiously as we passed.

I mistook the situation. It had once happened before that an intending
visitor at Knowl had entered the place by that park-road, and lost several
hours in a vain search for the house.

'Ask him, Madame, whether they want to go to the house; I dare say
they have missed their way,' whispered I.
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'Eh bien, they will find again. I do not choose to talk to post-boys;
allons!'

But I asked the man as we passed, 'Do you want to reach the house?'
By this time he was at the horses' heads, buckling the harness.
'Noa,' he said in a surly tone, smiling oddly on the winkers, but, recol-

lecting his politeness, he added, 'Noa, thankee, misses, it's what they
calls a picnic; we'll be takin' the road now.'

He was smiling now on a little buckle with which he was engaged.
'ComeÑnonsense!' whispered Madame sharply in my ear, and she

whisked me by the arm, so we crossed the little stile at the other side.
Our path lay acrossthe warren, which undulates in little hillocks. The

sun was down by this time, blue shadows were stretching round us,
colder in the splendid contrast of the burnished sunset sky.

Descending over thesehillocks we saw three figures a little in advance
of us, not far from the path we were tracing. Two were standing smoking
and chatting at intervals: one tall and slim, with a high chimney-pot,
worn a little on one side, and a white great-coat buttoned up to the chin;
the other shorter and stouter, with a dark-coloured wrapper. Thesegen-
tlemen were facing rather our way as we came over the edge of the em-
inence, but turned their backs on perceiving our approach. As they did
so, I remember so well each lowered his cigar suddenly with the simul-
taneousnessof a drill. The third figure sustained the picnic character of
the group, for he was repacking a hamper. He stood suddenly erect as
we drew near, and a very ill-looking person he was, low-browed,
square-chinned, and with a broad, broken nose. He wore gaiters, and
was a little bandy, very broad, and had a closely-cropped bullet head,
and deep-set little eyes.The moment I saw him, I beheld the living type
of the burglars and bruisers whom I had so often beheld with a kind of
scepticism in Punch. He stood over his hamper and scowled sharply at us
for a moment; then with the point of his foot he jerked a little fur cap that
lay on the ground into his hand, drew it tight over his lowering brows,
and called to his companions, just as we passed himÑ'Hallo! mister.
How's this?'

'All right,' said the tall person in the white great-coat, who, as he
answered, shook his shorter companion by the arm, I thought angrily.

This shorter companion turned about. He had a muffler loose about
his neck and chin. I thought he seemed shy and irresolute, and the tall
man gave him a great jolt with his elbow, which made him stagger,and I
fancied a little angry, for he said, as it seemed, a sulky word or two.
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The gentleman in the white surtout, however, standing direct in our
way, raised his hat with a mock salutation, placing his hand on his
breast, and forthwith began to advance with an insolent grin and an air
of tipsy frolic.

'Jist in time, ladies; five minutes more and we'd a bin off. Thankee,
Mrs. Mouser, ma'am, for the honour of the meetin', and more particular
for the pleasure of making your young lady's acquaintanceÑniece,
ma'am? daughter, ma'am? granddaughter, by Jove, is it? Hallo! there,
mild 'n, I say, stop packin'.' This was to the ill-favoured person with the
broken nose. 'Bring us a couple o' glassesand a bottle o' cura•oa; what
are you fear'd on, my dear? this is Lord Lollipop, here, a reg'lar charmer,
wouldn't hurt a fly, hey Lolly? Isn't he pretty, Miss? and I'm Sir Simon
SugarstickÑso called after old Sir Simon, ma'am; and I'm so tall and
straight, Miss, and slimÑain't I? and ever so sweet, my honey, when you
come to know me, just like a sugarstick; ain't I, Lolly, boy?'

'I'm Miss Ruthyn, tell them, Madame,' I said, stamping on the ground,
and very much frightened.

'Be quaite, Maud. If you are angry, they will hurt us; leave me to
speak,' whispered the gouvernante.

All this time they were approaching from separate points. I glanced
back, and saw the ruffianly-looking man within a yard or two, with his
arm raised and one finger up, telegraphing, as it seemed, to the gentle-
men in front.

'Be quaite, Maud,' whispered Madame, with an awful adjuration,
which I do not care to set down. 'They are teepsy; don't seem 'fraid.'

I was afraidÑterrified. The circle had now so narrowed that they
might have placed their hands on my shoulders.

'Pray, gentlemen, wat you want? weela you 'av the goodnessto permit
us to go on?'

I now observed for the first time, with a kind of shock, that the shorter
of the two men, who prevented our advance, was the person who had
accostedme so offensively at Church Scarsdale.I pulled Madame by the
arm, whispering, 'Let us run.'

'Be quaite, my dear Maud,' was her only reply.
'I tell you what,' said the tall man, who had replaced his high hat more

jauntily than before on the side of his head, 'We've caught you now, fair
game, and we'll let you off on conditions. You must not be frightened,
Miss. Upon my honour and soul, I mean no mischief; do I, Lollipop? I
call him Lord Lollipop; it's only chaff, though; his name's Smith. Now,
Lolly, I vote we let the prisoners go, when we just introduce them to Mrs.
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Smith; she's sitting in the carriage, and keeps Mr. S. here in precious
good order, I promise you. There's easyterms for you, eh, and we'll have
a glass o' cura•oa round, and so part friends. Is it a bargain? Come!'

'Yes, Maud, we must goÑwat matter?' whispered Madame
vehemently.

'You shan't,' I said, instinctively terrified.
'You'll go with Ma'am, young 'un, won't you?' said Mr. Smith, as his

companion called him.
Madame was holding my arm, but I snatched it from her, and would

have run; the tall man, however, placed his arms round me and held me
fast with an affectation of playfulness, but his grip was hard enough to
hurt me a good deal. Being now thoroughly frightened, after an ineffec-
tual struggle, during which I heard Madame say, 'You fool, Maud, weel
you come with me? see wat you are doing,' I began to scream, shriek
after shriek, which the man attempted to drown with loud hooting, peals
of laughter, forcing his handkerchief against my mouth, while Madame
continued to bawl her exhortations to 'be quaite' in my ear.

'I'll lift her, I say!' said a gruff voice behind me.
But at this instant, wild with terror, I distinctly heard other voices

shouting. The men who surrounded me were instantly silent, and all
looked in the direction of the sound, now very near, and I screamedwith
redoubled energy. The ruffian behind me thrust his great hand over my
mouth.

'It is the gamekeeper,' cried Madame. 'Two gamekeepersÑwe are
safeÑthank Heaven!' and she began to call on Dykes by name.

I only remember, feeling myself at libertyÑrunning a few
stepsÑseeing Dykes' white furious faceÑclinging to his arm, with which
he was bringing his gun to a level, and saying, 'Don't fireÑthey'll
murder us if you do.'

Madame, screaming lustily, ran up at the same moment.
'Run on to the gate and lock itÑI'll be wi' ye in a minute,' cried he to

the other gamekeeper;who started instantly on this mission, for the three
ruffians were already in full retreat for the carriage.

GiddyÑwildÑfaintingÑstill terror carried me on.
'Now, Madame RogersÑs'pose you take young Misses onÑI must run

and len' Bill a hand.'
'No, no; you moste not,' cried Madame. 'I am fainting myself, and

more villains they may be near to us.'

92



But at this moment we heard a shot, and, muttering to himself and
grasping his gun, Dykes ran at his utmost speed in the direction of the
sound.

With many exhortations to speed, and ejaculations of alarm, Madame
hurried me on toward the house, which at length we reached without
further adventure.

As it happened, my father met us in the hall. He was perfectly trans-
ported with fury on hearing from Madame what had happened, and set
out at once, with some of the servants, in the hope of intercepting the
party at the park-gate.

Here was a new agitation; for my father did not return for nearly three
hours, and I could not conjecture what might be occurring during the
period of his absence.My alarm was greatly increased by the arrival in
the interval of poor Bill, the under-gamekeeper, very much injured.

Seeingthat he was determined to intercept their retreat, the three men
had set upon him, wrested his gun, which exploded in the struggle, from
him, and beat him savagely. I mention these particulars, becausethey
convinced everybody that there was something specially determined
and ferocious in the spirit of the party, and that the fracas was no mere
frolic, but the result of a predetermined plan.

My father had not succeededin overtaking them. He traced them to
the Lugton Station, where they had taken the railway, and no one could
tell him in what direction the carriage and posthorses had driven.

Madame was, or affected to be, very much shattered by what had oc-
curred. Her recollection and mine, when my father questioned us
closely, differed very materially respecting many details of the personnel
of the villanous party. She was obstinate and clear; and although the
gamekeeper corroborated my description of them, still my father was
puzzled. Perhaps he was not sorry that some hesitation was forced upon
him, becausealthough at first he would have gone almost any length to
detect the persons, on reflection he was pleased that there was not evid-
enceto bring them into a court of justice, the publicity and annoyance of
which would have been inconceivably distressing to me.

Madame was in a strange stateÑtempestuous in temper, talking in-
cessantlyÑevery now and then in floods of tears, and perpetually on her
knees pouring forth torrents of thanksgiving to Heaven for our joint de-
liverance from the hands of those villains. Notwithstanding our com-
munity of danger and her thankfulness on my behalf, however, she
broke forth into wrath and railing whenever we were alone together.
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'Wat fool you were! so disobedient and obstinate; if you 'ad done wat I
say, then we should av been quaite safe; those persons they were tipsy,
and there is nothing so dangerous as to quarrel with tipsy persons; I
would 'av brought you quaite safeÑthe lady she seem so nice and
quaite, and we should 'av been safe with herÑthere would 'av been
nothing absolutely; but instead you would scream and pooshe, and so
they grow quite wild, and all the impertinence and violence follow of
course; and that a poor BillÑall his beating and danger to his life it is
cause entairely by you.'

And she spoke with more real virulence than that kind of upbraiding
generally exhibits.

'The beast!' exclaimed Mrs. Rusk, when she, I, and Mary Quince were
in my room together, 'with all her crying and praying, I'd like to know as
much as she does, maybe, about them rascals.There never was sich like
about the place, long as I remember it, till she came to Knowl, old witch!
with them unmerciful big bones of hers, and her great bald head, grin-
ning here, and crying there, and her nose everywhere. The old French
hypocrite!'

Mary Quince threw in an observation, and I believe Mrs. Rusk re-
joined, but I heard neither. For whether the housekeeper spoke with re-
flection or not, what shesaid affected me strangely. Through the smallest
aperture, for a moment, I had had a peep into Pandemonium. Were not
peculiarities of Madame's demeanour and advice during the adventure
partly accounted for by the suggestion?Could the proposed excursion to
Church Scarsdalehave had any purpose of the samesort? What was pro-
posed? How was Madame interested in it? Were such immeasurable
treason and hypocrisy possible? I could not explain nor quite believe in
the shapelesssuspicion that with these light and bitter words of the old
housekeeper had stolen so horribly into my mind.

After Mrs. Rusk was gone I awoke from my dismal abstraction with
something like a moan and a shudder, with a dreadful sense of danger.

'Oh! Mary Quince,' I cried, 'do you think she really knew?'
'Who, Miss Maud?'
'Do you think Madame knew of those dreadful people? Oh, noÑsay

you don'tÑyou don't believe itÑtell me shedid not. I'm distracted, Mary
Quince, I'm frightened out of my life.'

'There now, Miss Maud, dearÑthere now, don't take on soÑwhy
should she?Ñno sich a thing. Mrs. Rusk, law bless you, she's no more
meaning in what she says than the child unborn.'
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But I was really frightened. I was in a horrible state of uncertainty as to
Madame de la Rougierre's complicity with the party who had besetus at
the warren, and afterwards so murderously beat our poor gamekeeper.
How was I ever to get rid of that horrible woman? How long was she to
enjoy her continual opportunities of affrighting and injuring me?

'She hates meÑshe hates me, Mary Quince; and she will never stop
until she has done me some dreadful injury. Oh! will no one relieve
meÑwill no one take her away? Oh, papa, papa, papa! you will be sorry
when it is too late.'

I was crying and wringing my hands, and turning from side to side, at
my wits' ends, and honest Mary Quince in vain endevoured to quiet and
comfort me.
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Chapter18
A MIDNIGHT VISITOR

The frightful warnings of Lady Knollys haunted me too. Was there no es-
cape from the dreadful companion whom fate had assigned me? I made
up my mind again and again to speak to my father and urge her remov-
al. In other things he indulged me; here, however, he met me drily and
sternly, and it was plain that he fancied I was under my cousin Monica's
influence, and also that he had secret reasonsfor persisting in an oppos-
ite course. Just then I had a gay, odd letter from Lady Knollys, from
some country house in Shropshire. Not a word about Captain Oakley.
My eye skimmed its pages in searchof that charmed name. With a peev-
ish feeling I tossed the sheet upon the table. Inwardly I thought how ill-
natured and unwomanly it was.

After a time, however, I read it, and found the letter very good-
natured. Shehad received a note from papa. He had 'had the impudence
to forgive her for his impertinence.' But for my sake she meant, notwith-
standing this aggravation, really to pardon him; and whenever she had a
disengaged week, to accept his invitation to Knowl, from whence she
was resolved to whisk me off to London, where, though I was too young
to be presented at Court and come out, I might yetÑbesides having the
best masters and a good excuse for getting rid of MedusaÑsee a great
deal that would amuse and surprise me.

'Great news, I suppose, from Lady Knollys?' said Madame, who al-
ways knew who in the house received letters by the post, and by an intu-
ition from whom they came.

'Two lettersÑyou and your papa. She is quite well, I hope?'
'Quite well, thank you, Madame.'
Some fishing questions, dropped from time to time, fared no better.

And asusual, when shewas foiled even in a trifle, shebecamesullen and
malignant.

That night, when my father and I were alone, he suddenly closed the
book he had been reading, and saidÑ
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'I heard from Monica Knollys to-day. I always liked poor Monnie; and
though she's no witch, and very wrong-headed at times, yet now and
then she does say a thing that's worth weighing. Did she ever talk to you
of a time, Maud, when you are to be your own mistress?'

'No,' I answered, a little puzzled, and looking straight in his rugged,
kindly face.

'Well, I thought she mightÑshe's a rattle, you knowÑalways was a
rattle, and that sort of people say whatever comes uppermost. But that's
a subject for me, and more than once, Maud, it has puzzled me.'

He sighed.
'Come with me to the study, little Maud.'
So, he carrying a candle, we crossed the lobby, and marched together

through the passage,which at night always seemed a little awesome,
darkly wainscoted, uncheered by the cross-light from the hall, which
was lost at the turn, leading us away from the frequented parts of the
house to that misshapen and lonely room about which the traditions of
the nursery and the servants' hall had had so many fearful stories to
recount.

I think my father had intended making some disclosure to me on
reaching this room. If so, he changed his mind, or at least postponed his
intention.

He had paused before the cabinet, respecting the key of which he had
given me so strict a charge, and I think he was going to explain himself
more fully than he had done. But he went on, instead, to the table where
his desk, always jealously locked, was placed, and having lighted the
candles which stood by it, he glanced at me, and saidÑ

'You must wait a little, Maud; I shall have something to say to you.
Take this candle and amuse yourself with a book meanwhile.'

I was accustomed to obey in silence. I chose a volume of engravings,
and ensconcedmyself in a favourite nook in which I had often passeda
half-hour similarly. This was a deep recessby the fireplace, fenced on the
other side by a great old escritoir. Into this I drew a stool, and, with
candle and book, I placed myself snugly in the narrow chamber. Every
now and then I raised my eyes and saw my father either writing or ru-
minating, as it seemed to me, very anxiously at his desk.

Time wore onÑa longer time than he had intended, and still he con-
tinued absorbed at his desk. Gradually I grew sleepy, and as I nodded,
the book and room faded away, and pleasant little dreams began to gath-
er round me, and so I went off into a deep slumber.
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It must have lasted long, for when I wakened my candle had burnt
out; my father, having quite forgotten me, was gone, and the room was
dark and deserted. I felt cold and a little stiff, and for some secondsdid
not know where I was.

I had been wakened, I suppose, by a sound which I now distinctly
heard, to my great terror, approaching. There was a rustling; there was a
breathing. I heard a creaking upon the plank that always creaked when
walked upon in the passage.I held my breath and listened, and coiled
myself up in the innermost recess of my little chamber.

Sudden and sharp, a light shone in from the nearly-closed study door.
It shone angularly on the ceiling like a letter L reversed. There was a
pause. Then some one knocked softly at the door, which after another
pause was slowly pushed open. I expected, I think, to see the dreaded
figure of the linkman. I was scarcely less frightened to see that of Ma-
dame de la Rougierre. She was dressed in a sort of grey silk, which she
called her Chinese silkÑprecisely asshehad been in the daytime. In fact,
I do not think she had undressed. She had no shoes on. Otherwise her
toilet was deficient in nothing. Her wide mouth was grimly closed, and
she stood scowling into the room with a searching and pallid scrutiny,
the candle held high above her head at the full stretch of her arm.

Placed as I was in a deep recess,and in a seat hardly raised above the
level of the floor, I escaped her, although it seemed to me for some
seconds, as I gazed on this spectre, that our eyes actually met.

I sat without breathing or winking, staring upon the formidable image
which with upstretched arm, and the sharp lights and hard shadows
thrown upon her corrugated features, looked like a sorceresswatching
for the effect of a spell.

Shewas plainly listening intensely. Unconsciously she had drawn her
lower lip altogether between her teeth, and I well remember what a
deathlike and idiotic look the contortion gave her. My terror lest she
should discover me amounted to positive agony. She rolled her eyes
stealthily from corner to corner of the room, and listened with her neck
awry at the door.

Then to my father's desk shewent. To my great relief, her back was to-
wards me. Shestooped over it, with the candle close by; I saw her try a
keyÑit could be nothing elseÑand I heard her blow through the wards
to clear them.

Then, again, she listened at the door, candle in hand, and then with
long tiptoe steps came back, and papa's desk in another moment was
open, and Madame cautiously turning over the papers it contained.
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Twice or thrice she paused, glided to the door, and listened again in-
tently with her head near the ground, and then returned and continued
her search, peeping into papers one after another, tolerably methodic-
ally, and reading some quite through.

While this felonious business was going on, I was freezing with fear
lest she should accidentally look round and her eyes light on me; for I
could not say what she might not do rather than have her crime
discovered.

Sometimes she would read a paper twice over; sometimes a whisper
no louder than the ticking of a watch, sometimes a brief chuckle under
her breath, bespoke the interest with which here and there a letter or a
memorandum was read.

For about half an hour, I think, this went on; but at the time it seemed
to me all but interminable. On a sudden she raised her head and listened
for a moment, replaced the papers deftly, closed the desk without noise,
except for the tiny click of the lock, extinguished the candle, and rustled
stealthily out of the room, leaving in the darkness the malign and hag-
like face on which the candle had just shone still floating filmy in the
dark.

Why did I remain silent and motionless while such an outrage was be-
ing committed? If, instead of being a very nervous girl, preoccupied with
an undefinable terror of that wicked woman, I had possessedcourage
and presenceof mind, I dare say I might have given an alarm, and es-
caped from the room without the slightest risk. But so it was; I could no
more stir than the bird who, cowering under its ivy, seesthe white owl
sailing back and forward under its predatory cruise.

Not only during her presence,but for more than an hour after, I re-
mained cowering in my hiding-place, and afraid to stir, lest she might
either be lurking in the neighborhood, or return and surprise me.

You will not be astonished, that after a night so passedI was ill and fe-
verish in the morning. To my horror, Madame de la Rougierre came to
visit me at my bedside. Not a trace of guilty consciousnessof what had
passed during the night was legible in her face. She had no sign of late
watching, and her toilet was exemplary.

As she sat smiling by me, full of anxious and affectionate enquiry, and
smoothed the coverlet with her great felonious hand, I could quite com-
prehend the dreadful feeling with which the deceived husband in the
'Arabian Nights' met his ghoul wife, after his nocturnal discovery.

99



Ill as I was, I got up and found my father in that room which adjoined
his bedchamber. He perceived, I am sure, by my looks, that something
unusual had happened. I shut the door, and came close beside his chair.

'Oh, papa, I have such a thing to tell you!' I forgot to call him 'Sir.' 'A
secret; and you won't say who told you? Will you come down to the
study?'

He looked hard at me, got up, and kissing my forehead, saidÑ'Don't
be frightened, Maud; I venture to say it is a mare's nest; at all events, my
child, we will take care that no danger reaches you; come, child.'

And by the hand he led me to the study. When the door was shut, and
we had reached the far end of the room next the window, I said, but in a
low tone, and holding his arm fastÑ

'Oh, sir, you don't know what a dreadful person we have living with
usÑMadame de la Rougierre, I mean. Don't let her in if she comes; she
would guess what I am telling you, and one way or another I am sure
she would kill me.'

'Tut, tut, child. You must know that's nonsense,'he said, looking pale
and stern.

'Oh no, papa. I am horribly frightened, and Lady Knollys thinks so
too.'

'Ha! I dare say; one fool makes many. We all know what Monica
thinks.'

'But I sawit, papa. Shestole your key last night, and opened your desk,
and read all your papers.'

'Stole my key!' said my father, staring at me perplexed, but at the same
instant producing it. 'Stole it! Why here it is!'

'Sheunlocked your desk; she read your papers for ever so long. Open
it now, and see whether they have not been stirred.'

He looked at me this time in silence,with a puzzled air; but he did un-
lock the desk, and lifted the papers curiously and suspiciously. As he did
so he uttered a few of those inarticulate interjections which are made
with closed lips, and not always intelligible; but he made no remark.

Then he placed me on a chair beside him, and sitting down himself,
told me to recollect myself, and tell him distinctly all I had seen.This ac-
cordingly I did, he listening with deep attention.

'Did she remove any paper?' asked my father, at the sametime making
a little search, I suppose, for that which he fancied might have been
stolen.

'No; I did not see her take anything.'
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'Well, you are a good girl, Maud. Act discreetly. Say nothing to any-
oneÑnot even to your cousin Monica.'

Directions which, coming from another person would have had no
great weight, were spoken by my father with an earnest look and a
weight of emphasis that made them irresistibly impressive, and I went
away with the seal of silence upon my lips.

'Sit down, Maud, there. You have not been very happy with Madame
de la Rougierre. It is time you were relieved. This occurrence decides it.'

He rang the bell.
'Tell Madame de la Rougierre that I request the honour of seeing her

for a few minutes here.'
My father's communications to her were always equally ceremonious.

In a few minutes there was a knock at the door, and the same figure,
smiling, courtesying, that had scared me on the threshold last night, like
the spirit of evil, presented itself.

My father rose, and Madame having at his request taken a chair op-
posite, looking, as usual in his presence,all amiability, he proceeded at
once to the point.

'Madame de la Rougierre, I have to request you that you will give me
the key now in your possession, which unlocks this desk of mine.'

With which termination he tapped his gold pencil-case suddenly on it.
Madame, who had expected something very different, became in-

stantly so pale, with a dull purplish hue upon her forehead, that, espe-
cially when shehad twice essayedwith her white lips, in vain, to answer,
I expected to see her fall in a fit.

She was not looking in his face; her eyes were fixed lower, and her
mouth and cheek sucked in, with a strange distortion at one side.

Shestood up suddenly, and staring straight in his face, she succeeded
in saying, after twice clearing her throatÑ

'I cannot comprehend, Monsieur Ruthyn, unless you intend to insult
me.'

'It won't do, Madame; I must have that false key. I give you the oppor-
tunity of surrendering it quietly here and now.'

'But who dares to say I possesssuch thing?' demanded Madame, who,
having rallied from her momentary paralysis, was now fierce and vol-
uble as I had often seen her before.

'You know, Madame, that you can rely on what I say, and I tell you
that you were seen last night visiting this room, and with a key in your
possession,opening this desk, and reading my letters and papers con-
tained in it. Unless you forthwith give me that key, and any other false
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keys in your possessionÑin which caseI shall rest content with dismiss-
ing you summarilyÑI will take a different course. You know I am a ma-
gistrate;Ñand I shall have you, your boxes, and places up-stairs,
searched forthwith, and I will prosecute you criminally. The thing is
clear; you aggravate by denying; you must give me that key, if you
please, instantly, otherwise I ring this bell, and you shall seethat I mean
what I say.'

There was a little pause. He rose and extended his hand towards the
bell-rope. Madame glided round the table, extended her hand to arrest
his.

'I will do everything, Monsieur RuthynÑwhatever you wish.'
And with these words Madame de la Rougierre broke down altogeth-

er. Shesobbed,she wept, she gabbled piteously, all manner of incompre-
hensible roulades of lamentation and entreaty; coyly, penitently, in a
most interesting agitation, she produced the very key from her breast,
with a string tied to it. My father was little moved by this piteous tem-
pest. He coolly took the key and tried it in the desk, which it locked and
unlocked quite freely, though the wards were complicated. He shook his
head and looked her in the face.

'Pray, who made this key? It is a new one, and made expressly to pick
this lock.'

But Madame was not going to tell any more than she had expressly
bargained for; so she only fell once more into her old paroxysm of
sorrow, self-reproach, extenuation, and entreaty.

'Well,' said my father,' I promised that on surrendering the key you
should go. It is enough. I keep my word. You shall have an hour and a
half to prepare in. You must then be ready to depart. I will send your
money to you by Mrs. Rusk; and if you look for another situation, you
had better not refer to me. Now be so good as to leave me.'

Madame seemed to be in a strange perplexity. She bridled up, dried
her eyesfiercely, and dropped a great courtesy, and then sailed away to-
wards the door. Before reaching it she stopped on the way, turning half
round, with a peaked, pallid glance at my father, and she bit her lip vi-
ciously as she eyed him. At the door the samerepulsive pantomime was
repeated, as she stood for a moment with her hand upon the handle. But
she changed her bearing again with a sniff, and with a look of scorn, al-
most heightened to a sneer, she made another very low courtesy and a
disdainful toss of her head, and so disappeared, shutting the door rather
sharply behind her.

102



Chapter19
AU REVOIR

Mrs. Rusk was fond of assuring me that Madame 'did not like a bone in
my skin.' Instinctively I knew that she bore me no good-will, although I
really believe it was her wish to make me think quite the reverse. At all
events I had no desire to seeMadame again before her departure, espe-
cially as she had thrown upon me one momentary glance in the study,
which seemed to me charged with very peculiar feelings.

You may be very sure, therefore, that I had no desire for a formal
leave-taking at her departure. I took my hat and cloak, therefore, and
stole out quietly.

My ramble was a sequesteredone, and well screened,even at this late
season,with foliage; the pathway devious among the stems of old trees,
and its flooring interlaced and groined with their knotted roots. Though
near the house, it was a sylvan solitude; a little brook ran darkling and
glimmering through it, wild strawberries and other woodland plants
strewed the ground, and the sweet notes and flutter of small birds made
the shadow of the boughs cheery.

I had been fully an hour in this picturesque solitude when I heard in
the distance the ring of carriage-wheels, announcing to me that Madame
de la Rougierre had fairly set out upon her travels. I thanked heaven; I
could have danced and sung with delight; I heaved a great sigh and
looked up through the branches to the clear blue sky.

But things are oddly timed. Just at this moment I heard Madame's
voice closeat my ear, and her large bony hand was laid on my shoulder.
We were instantly face to faceÑI recoiling, and for a moment speechless
with fright.

In very early youth we do not appreciate the restraints which act upon
malignity, or know how effectually fear protects us where conscienceis
wanting. Quite alone, in this solitary spot, detected and overtaken with
an awful instinct by my enemy, what might not be about to happen to
me at that moment?
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'Frightened as usual, Maud,' she said quietly, and eyeing me with a
sinister smile, 'and with causeyou think, no doubt. Wat 'av you done to
injure poor Madame? Well, I think I know, little girl, and have quite dis-
cover the clevernessof my sweet little Maud. EhÑis not so?Petite caro-
gneÑah, ha, ha!'

I was too much confounded to answer.
'You see,my dear cheaile,' she said, shaking her uplifted finger with a

hideous archness at me, 'you could not hide what you 'av done from
poor Madame. You cannot look so innocent but I can see your pretty
little villany quite plainÑyou dear little diablesse.

'Wat I 'av done I 'av no reproach of myself for it. If I could explain,
your papa would say I 'av done right, and you should thank me on your
knees; but I cannot explain yet.'

She was speaking, as it were, in little paragraphs, with a momentary
pause between each, to allow its meaning to impress itself.

'If I were to chooseto explain, your papa he would implore me to re-
main. But noÑI would notÑnotwithstanding your so cheerful house,
your charming servants, your papa's amusing society, and your affec-
tionate and sincere heart, my sweet little maraude.

'I am to go to London first, where I 'av, oh, so good friends! next I will
go abroad for some time; but be sure, my sweetest Maud, wherever I
may 'appen to be, I will remember youÑah, ha! Yes;mostcertainly, I will
remember you.

'And although I shall not be always near, yet I shall know everything
about my charming little Maud; you will not know how, but I shall in-
deed, everything. And be sure, my dearest cheaile, I will some time be
able to give you the sensible proofs of my gratitude and affectionÑyou
understand.

'The carriage is waiting at the yew-tree stile, and I must go on. You did
not expect to seemeÑhere; I will appear, perhaps, as suddenly another
time. It is great pleasure to us bothÑthis opportunity to make our
adieux. Farewell! my dearest little Maud. I will never ceaseto think of
you, and of some way to recompense the kindness you 'av shown for
poor Madame.'

My hand hung by my side, and she took, not it, but my thumb, and
shook it, folded in her broad palm, and looking on me assheheld it, as if
meditating mischief. Then suddenly she saidÑ

'You will always remember Madame, I think, and I will remind you of
me beside; and for the present farewell, and I hope you may be as 'appy
as you deserve.'
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The large sinister face looked on me for a second with its latent sneer,
and then, with a sharp nod and a spasmodic shake of my imprisoned
thumb, she turned, and holding her dress together, and showing her
great bony ankles, she strode rapidly away over the gnarled roots into
the perspective of the trees,and I did not awake, as it were, until shehad
quite disappeared in the distance.

Events of this kind made no difference with my father; but every other
face in Knowl was gladdened by the removal. My energieshad returned,
my spirits were come again. The sunlight was happy, the flowers inno-
cent, the songs and flutter of the birds once more gay, and all nature de-
lightful and rejoicing.

After the first elation of relief, now and then a filmy shadow of Ma-
dame de la Rougierre would glide across the sunlight, and the remem-
brance of her menace return with an unexpected pang of fear.

'Well, if thereisn't impittens!' cried Mrs. Rusk. 'But never you trouble
your head about it, Miss. Them sort's all alikeÑyou never saw a rogue
yet that was found out and didn't threaten the honest folk as he was
leaving behind with all sorts; there was Martin the gamekeeper,and Jer-
vis the footman, I mind well how hard they swore all they would not do
when they was a-going, and who ever heard of them since?They always
threatens that wayÑthem sort always does, and none ever the
worseÑnot but she would if she could, mind ye, but there it is; she can't
do nothing but bite her nails and cuss usÑnot sheÑha, ha, ha!'

So I was comforted. But Madame's evil smile, nevertheless, from time
to time, would sail acrossmy vision with a silent menace,and my spirits
sank, and a Fate,draped in black, whose face I could not see,took me by
the hand, and led me away, in the spirit, silently, on an awful explora-
tion from which I would rouse myself with a start, and Madame was
gone for a while.

Shehad, however, judged her little parting well. Shecontrived to leave
her glamour over me, and in my dreams she troubled me.

I was, however, indescribably relieved. I wrote in high spirits to Cous-
in Monica; and wondered what plans my father might have formed
about me, and whether we were to stay at home, or go to London, or go
abroad. Of the lastÑthe pleasantest arrangement, in some respectsÑI
had nevertheless an occult horror. A secret conviction haunted me that
were we to go abroad, we should there meet Madame, which to me was
like meeting my evil genius.

I have said more than once that my father was an odd man; and the
reader will, by this time, have seen that there was much about him not
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easily understood. I often wonder whether, if he had been franker, I
should have found him less odd than I supposed, or more odd still. Th-
ings that moved me profoundly did not apparently affect him at all. The
departure of Madame, under the circumstances which attended it, ap-
peared to my childish mind an event of the vastest importance. No one
was indifferent to the occurrence in the house but its master. He never al-
luded again to Madame de la Rougierre. But whether connectedwith her
exposure and dismissal, I could not say, there did appear to be somenew
care or trouble now at work in my father's mind.

'I have been thinking a great deal about you, Maud. I am anxious. I
have not been so troubled for years. Why has not Monica Knollys a little
more sense?'

This oracular sentencehe spoke, having stopped me in the hall; and
then saying, 'We shall see,' he left me as abruptly as he appeared.

Did he apprehend any danger to me from the vindictiveness of
Madame?

A day or two afterwards, as I was in the Dutch garden, I saw him on
the terrace steps. He beckoned to me, and came to meet me as I
approached.

'You must be very solitary, little Maud; it is not good. I have written to
Monica: in a matter of detail she is competent to advise; perhaps she will
come here for a short visit.'

I was very glad to hear this.
'You are more interested than for my time I can be, in vindicating his

character.'
'Whose character, sir?' I ventured to enquire during the pause that

followed.
One trick which my father had acquired from his habits of solitude

and silence was this of assuming that the context of his thoughts was
legible to others, forgetting that they had not been spoken.

'Whose?Ñyour uncle Silas's. In the course of nature he must survive
me. He will then represent the family name. Would you make some sac-
rifice to clear that name, Maud?'

I answered briefly; but my face, I believe, showed my enthusiasm.
He turned on me such an approving smile as you might fancy lighting

up the rugged features of a pale old Rembrandt.
'I can tell you, Maud; if my life could have done it, it should not have

beenundoneÑ ubi lapsus,quid feci. But I had almost made up my mind to
change my plan, and leave all to timeÑ edaxrerumÑto illuminate or to
consume. But I think little Maud would like to contribute to the
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restitution of her family name. It may cost you somethingÑare you will-
ing to buy it at a sacrifice? Is thereÑI don't speak of fortune, that is not
involvedÑbut is there any other honourable sacrifice you would shrink
from to dispel the disgrace under which our most ancient and honour-
able name must otherwise continue to languish?'

'Oh, noneÑnone indeed, sirÑI am delighted!'
Again I saw the Rembrandt smile.
'Well, Maud, I am sure there is no risk; but you are to suppose there is.

Are you still willing to accept it?'
Again I assented.
'You are worthy of your blood, Maud Ruthyn. It will come soon, and it

won't last long. But you must not let people like Monica Knollys frighten
you.'

I was lost in wonder.
'If you allow them to possessyou with their follies, you had better re-

cede in timeÑthey may make the ordeal as terrible as hell itself. You
have zealÑhave you nerve?' I thought in such a cause I had nerve for
anything.

'Well, Maud, in the course of a few monthsÑand it may be soon-
erÑthere must be a change. I have had a letter from London this morn-
ing that assuresme of that. I must then leave you for a time; in my ab-
sencebe faithful to the duties that will arise. To whom much is commit-
ted, of him will much be required. You shall promise me not to mention
this conversation to Monica Knollys. If you are a talking girl, and cannot
trust yourself, say so, and we will not ask her to come. Also, don't invite
her to talk about your uncle SilasÑI have reasons.Do you quite under-
stand my conditions?'

'Yes, sir.'
'Your uncle Silas,' he said, speaking suddenly in loud and fierce tones

that sounded from so old a man almost terrible, 'lies under an intolerable
slander. I don't correspond with him; I don't sympathise with him; I nev-
er quite did. He has grown religious, and that's well; but there are things
in which even religion should not bring a man to acquiesce;and from
what I can learn, he, the person primarily affectedÑthe cause, though
the innocent causeÑof this great calamityÑbears it with an easy apathy
which is mistaken, and liable easily to be mistaken, and such as no
Ruthyn, under the circumstances, ought to exhibit. I told him what he
ought to do, and offered to open my purse for the purpose; but he would
not, or did not; indeed, he never took my advice; he followed his own,
and a foul and dismal shoal he has drifted on. It is not for his sakeÑwhy
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should I?-that I have longed and laboured to remove the disgraceful slur
under which his ill-fortune has thrown us. He troubles himself little
about it, I believeÑhe's meek, meeker than I. He careslessabout his chil-
dren than I about you, Maud; he is selfishly sunk in futurityÑa feeble
visionary. I am not so. I believe it to be a duty to take care of others be-
side myself. The character and influence of an ancient family is a peculiar
heritageÑsacred but destructible; and woe to him who either destroys or
suffers it to perish!'

This was the longest speech I ever heard my father speak before or
after. He abruptly resumedÑ

'Yes, we will, MaudÑyou and IÑwe'll leave one proof on record,
which, fairly read, will go far to convince the world.'

He looked round, but we were alone. The garden was nearly always
solitary, and few visitors ever approached the house from that side.

'I have talked too long, I believe; we are children to the last. Leave me,
Maud. I think I know you better than I did, and I am pleased with you.
Go, childÑI'll sit here.'

If he had acquired new ideas of me, so had I of him from that inter-
view. I had no idea till then how much passion still burned in that aged
frame, nor how full of energy and fire that face, generally so stern and
ashen,could appear. As I left him seatedon the rustic chair, by the steps,
the traces of that storm were still discernible on his features. His
gathered brows, glowing eyes, and strangely hectic face, and the grim
compression of his mouth, still showed the agitation which, somehow, in
grey old age, shocks and alarms the young.
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Chapter20
AUSTIN RUTHYN SETS OUT ON HIS JOURNEY

The Rev. William Fairfield, Doctor Clay's somewhat bald curate, a mild,
thin man, with a high and thin nose,who was preparing me for confirm-
ation, came next day; and when our catechetical conference was ended,
and before lunch was announced, my father sent for him to the study,
where he remained until the bell rang out its summons.

'We have had some interestingÑI may say very interest-
ingÑconversation, your papa and I, Miss Ruthyn,' said my reverend vis-
ˆ-vis, so soon as nature was refreshed, smiling and shining, as he leaned
back in his chair, his hand upon the table, and his finger curled gently
upon the stem of his wine-glass. 'It never was your privilege, I believe, to
see your uncle, Mr. Silas Ruthyn, of Bartram-Haugh?'

'NoÑnever; he leads so retiredÑso very retired a life.'
'Oh, no,Ñof course, no; but I was going to remark a likenessÑI mean,

of course, a family likenessÑonly that sort of thingÑyou under-
standÑbetween him and the profile of Lady Margaret in the drawing-
roomÑis not it Lady Margaret?Ñwhich you were so good asto show me
on Wednesday last. There certainly is a likeness. I think you would agree
with me, if you had the pleasure of seeing your uncle.'

'You know him, then? I have never seen him.'
'Oh dear, yesÑI am happy to say, I know him very well. I have that

privilege. I was for three years curate of Feltram, and I had the honour of
being a pretty constant visitor at Bartram-Haugh during that, I may say,
protracted period; and I think it really never has been my privilege and
happiness, I may say, to enjoy the acquaintanceand society of so very ex-
perienced a Christian, as my admirable friend, I may call him, Mr.
Ruthyn, of Bartram-Haugh. I look upon him, I do assureyou, quite in the
light of a saint; not, of course, in the Popish sense, but in the very
highest, you will understand me, which our Church allows,Ña man built
up in faithÑfull of faithÑfaith and graceÑaltogether exemplary; and I
often ventured to regret, Miss Ruthyn, that Providence in its mysterious
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dispensations should have placed him so far apart from his brother, your
respected father. His influence and opportunities would, no doubt, we
may venture to hope, at least have been blessed;and, perhaps, weÑmy
valued rector and IÑmight possibly have seen more of him at church,
than, I deeply regret, we havedone.' He shook his head a little, as he
smiled with a sad complacency on me through his blue steel spectacles,
and then sipped a little meditative sherry.

'And you saw a good deal of my uncle?'
'Well, a gooddeal, Miss RuthynÑI may say a gooddealÑprincipally at

his own house. His health is wretchedÑmiserable healthÑa sadly afflic-
ted man he has been, as, no doubt, you are aware. But afflictions, my
dear Miss Ruthyn, as you remember Doctor Clay so well remarked on
Sunday last, though birds of ill omen, yet spiritually resemble the ravens
who supplied the prophet; and when they visit the faithful, come
charged with nourishment for the soul.

'He is a good deal embarrassed pecuniarily, I should say,' continued
the curate, who was rather a good man than a very well-bred one. 'He
found a difficultyÑin fact it was not in his powerÑto subscribe gener-
ally to our little funds, andÑand objects,and I used to say to him, and I
really felt it, that it was more gratifying, such were his feeling and his
power of expression, to be refused by him than assisted by others.'

'Did papa wish you to speak to me about my uncle?' I enquired, as a
sudden thought struck me; and then I felt half ashamed of my question.

He looked surprised.
'No, Miss Ruthyn, certainly not. Oh dear, no. It was merely a conversa-

tion between Mr. Ruthyn and me. He never suggested my opening that,
or indeed any other point in my interview with you, Miss RuthynÑnot
the least.'

'I was not aware before that Uncle Silas was so religious.'
He smiled tranquilly, not quite up to the ceiling, but gently upward,

and shook his head in pity for my previous ignorance, as he lowered his
eyesÑ

'I don't say that there may not be some little matters in a few points of
doctrine which we could, perhaps, wish otherwise. But these,you know,
are speculative, and in all essentialshe is ChurchÑnot in the perverted
modern sense;far from itÑunexceptionably Church, strictly so. Would
there were more among us of the same mind that is in him! Ay, Miss
Ruthyn, even in the highest places of the Church herself.'

The Rev. William Fairfield, while fighting against the Dissenters with
his right hand, was, with his left, hotly engaged with the Tractarians. A
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good man I am sure he was, and I dare say sound in doctrine, though
naturally, I think, not very wise. This conversation with him gave me
new ideas about my uncle Silas. It quite agreed with what my father had
said. These principles and his increasing years would necessarily quiet
the turbulence of his resistanceto injustice, and teach him to acquiescein
his fate.

You would have fancied that one so young as I, born to wealth so vast,
and living a life of such entire seclusion, would have been exempt from
care. But you have seenhow troubled my life was with fear and anxiety
during the residence of Madame de la Rougierre, and now there rested
upon my mind a vague and awful anticipation of the trial which my
father had announced, without defining it.

An 'ordeal' he called it, requiring not only zeal but nerve, which might
possibly, were my courage to fail, becomefrightful, and even intolerable.
What, and of what nature, could it be?Not designed to vindicate the fair
fame of the meek and submissive old manÑwho, it seemed,had ceased
to care for his bygone wrongs, and was looking to futurityÑbut the
reputation of our ancient family.

Sometimes I repented my temerity in having undertaken it. I distrus-
ted my courage. Had I not better retreat, while it was yet time? But there
was shame and even difficulty in the thought. How should I appear be-
fore my father? Was it not importantÑhad I not deliberately undertaken
itÑand was I not bound in conscience?Perhaps he had already taken
steps in the matter which committed him. Besides,was I sure that, even
were I free again, I would not once more devote myself to the trial, be it
what it might? You perceive I had more spirit than courage. I think I had
the mental attributes of courage; but then I was but a hysterical girl, and
in so far neither more nor less than a coward.

No wonder I distrusted myself; no wonder also my will stood out
against my timidity. It was a struggle, then; a proud, wild resolve against
constitutional cowardice.

Those who have ever had cast upon them more than their strength
seemed framed to bearÑthe weak, the aspiring, the adventurous and
self-sacrificing in will, and the faltering in nerveÑwill understand the
kind of agony which I sometimes endured.

But, again, consolation would come, and it seemed to me that I must
be exaggerating my risk in the coming crisis; and certain at least, if my
father believed it attended with real peril, he would never have wished
to seeme involved in it. But the silence under which I was bound was
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terrifyingÑdouble so when the danger was so shapeless and
undivulged.

I was soon to understand it allÑsoon, too, to know all about my
father's impending journey, whither, with what visitor, and why
guarded from me with so awful a mystery.

That day there came a lively and goodnatured letter from Lady
Knollys. Shewas to arrive at Knowl in two or three days' time. I thought
my father would have been pleased, but he seemed apathetic and
dejected.

'One does not always feel quite equal to Monica. But for youÑyes,
thank God. I wish she could only stay, Maud, for a month or two; I may
be going then, and would be gladÑprovided she talks about suitable
thingsÑvery glad, Maud, to leave her with you for a week or so.'

There was something, I thought, agitating my father secretly that day.
He had the strange hectic flush I had observed when he grew excited in
our interview in the garden about Uncle Silas. There was something
painful, perhaps even terrible, in the circumstancesof the journey he was
about to make, and from my heart I wished the suspensewere over, the
annoyance past, and he returned.

That night my father bid me good-night early and went upstairs. After
I had been in bed some little time, I heard his hand-bell ring. This was
not usual. Shortly after I heard his man, Ridley, talking with Mrs. Rusk
in the gallery. I could not be mistaken in their voices. I knew not why I
was startled and excited, and had raised myself to listen on my elbow.
But they were talking quietly, like persons giving or taking an ordinary
direction, and not in the haste of an unusual emergency.

Then I heard the man bid Mrs. Rusk good-night and walk down the
gallery to the stairs, so that I concluded he was wanted no more, and all
must therefore be well. So I laid myself down again, though with a
throbbing at my heart, and an ominous feeling of expectation, listening
and fancying footsteps.

I was going to sleep when I heard the bell ring again; and, in a few
minutes, Mrs. Rusk's energetic step passedalong the gallery; and, listen-
ing intently, I heard, or fancied, my father's voice and hers in dialogue.
All this was very unusual, and again I was, with a beating heart, leaning
with my elbow on my pillow.

Mrs. Rusk camealong the gallery in a minute or so after, and stopping
at my door, began to open it gently. I was startled, and challenged my
visitor withÑ

'Who's there?'
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'It's only Rusk, Miss. Dearie me! and are you awake still?'
'Is papa ill?'
'Ill! not a bit ill, thank God. Only there's a little black book as I took for

your prayer-book, and brought in here; ay, here it is, sure enough, and
he wants it. And then I must go down to the study, and look out this
one, "C, 15;" but I can't read the name, noways; and I was afraid to ask
him again; if you be so kind to read it, MissÑI suspeck my eyes is a-
going.'

I read the name; and Mrs. Rusk was tolerably expert at finding out
books, as she had often been employed in that way before. So she
departed.

I suppose that this particular volume was hard to find, for she must
have been a long time away, and I had actually fallen into a doze when I
was roused in an instant by a dreadful crash and a piercing screamfrom
Mrs. Rusk. Scream followed scream, wilder and more terror-stricken. I
shrieked to Mary Quince, who was sleeping in the room with
me:Ñ'Mary, do you hear? what is it? It is something dreadful.'

The crash was so tremendous that the solid flooring even of my room
trembled under it, and to me it seemedas if some heavy man had burst
through the top of the window, and shook the whole house with his des-
cent. I found myself standing at my own door, crying, 'Help, help!
murder! murder!' and Mary Quince, frightened half out of her wits, by
my side.

I could not think what was going on. It was plainly something most
horrible, for Mrs. Rusk's screams pealed one after the other unabated,
though with a muffled sound, as if the door was shut upon her; and by
this time the bells of my father's room were ringing madly.

'They are trying to murder him!' I cried, and I ran along the gallery to
his door, followed by Mary Quince, whose white face I shall never for-
get, though her entreaties only sounded like unmeaning noises in my
ears.

'Here! help, help, help!' I cried, trying to force open the door.
'Shove it, shove it, for God's sake! he's across it,' cried Mrs. Rusk's

voice from within; 'drive it in. I can't move him.'
I strained all I could at the door, but ineffectually. We heard steps ap-

proaching. The men were running to the spot, and shouting as they did
soÑ

'Never mind; hold on a bit; here we are; all right;' and the like.
We drew back, as they came up. We were in no condition to be seen.

We listened, however, at my open door.
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Then came the straining and bumping at the door. Mrs. Rusk's voice
subsided to a sort of wailing; the men were talking all together, and I
suppose the door opened, for I heard some of the voices, on a sudden, as
if in the room; and then came a strange lull, and talking in very low
tones, and not much even of that.

'What is it, Mary? what canit be?' I ejaculated, not knowing what hor-
ror to suppose. And now, with a counterpane about my shoulders, I
called loudly and imploringly, in my horror, to know what had
happened.

But I heard only the subdued and eager talk of men engaged in some
absorbing task, and the dull sounds of some heavy body being moved.

Mrs. Rusk came towards us looking half wild, and pale as a spectre,
and putting her thin hands to my shoulders, she saidÑ'Now, Miss
Maud, darling, you must go back again; 'tisn't no place for you; you'll see
all, my darling, time enoughÑyou will. There now, there, like a dear, do
get into your room.'

What was that dreadful sound? Who had entered my father's cham-
ber? It was the visitor whom we had so long expected, with whom he
was to make the unknown journey, leaving me alone. The intruder was
Death!
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Chapter21
ARRIVALS

My father was deadÑas suddenly as if he had been murdered. One of
those fearful aneurisms that lie close to the heart, showing no outward
sign of giving way in a moment, had been detected a good time since by
Dr. Bryerly. My father knew what must happen, and that it could not be
long deferred. He feared to tell me that he was soon to die. He hinted it
only in the allegory of his journey, and left in that sad enigma some
words of true consolation that remained with me ever after. Under his
rugged ways was hidden a wonderful tenderness. I could not believe
that he was actually dead. Most people for a minute or two, in the wild
tumult of such a shock, have experienced the sameskepticism. I insisted
that the doctor should be instantly sent for from the village.

'Well, Miss Maud, dear, I will send to pleaseyou, but it is all to no use.
If only you saw him yourself you'd know that. Mary Quince, run you
down and tell Thomas, Miss Maud desires he'll go down this minute to
the village for Dr. Elweys.'

Every minute of the interval seemedto me like an hour. I don't know
what I said, but I fancied that if he were not already dead, he would lose
his life by the delay. I suppose I was speaking very wildly, for Mrs. Rusk
saidÑ

'My dear child, you ought to come in and see him; indeed but you
should, Miss Maud. He's quite dead an hour ago. You'd wonder all the
blood that's come from himÑyou would indeed; it's soaked through the
bed already.'

'Oh, don't, don't, don't, Mrs. Rusk.'
'Will you come in and see him, just?
'Oh, no, no, no, no!'
'Well, then, my dear, don't of course, if you don't like; there's no need.

Would not you like to lie down, Miss Maud? Mary Quince, attend to her.
I must go into the room for a minute or two.'
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I was walking up and down the room in distraction. It was a cool
night; but I did not feel it. I could only cry:Ñ'Oh, Mary, Mary! what shall
I do? Oh, Mary Quince! what shall I do?'

It seemed to me it must be near daylight by the time the Doctor ar-
rived. I had dressed myself. I dared not go into the room where my be-
loved father lay.

I had gone out of my room to the gallery, where I awaited Dr. Elweys,
when I saw him walking briskly after the servant, his coat buttoned up
to his chin, his hat in his hand, and his bald head shining. I felt myself
grow cold as ice, and colder and colder, and with a sudden sten my heart
seemed to stand still.

I heard him ask the maid who stood at the door, in that low, decisive,
mysterious tone which doctors cultivateÑ

'In here?'
And then, with a nod, I saw him enter.
'Would not you like to see the Doctor, Miss Maud?' asked Mary

Quince.
The question roused me a little.
'Thank you, Mary; yes, I must see him.'
And so, in a few minutes, I did. He was very respectful, very sad,

semi-undertakerlike, in air and countenance, but quite explicit. I heard
that my dear father 'had died palpably from the rupture of some great
vesselnear the heart.' The diseasehad, no doubt, been 'long established,
and is in its nature incurable.' It is 'consolatory in these casesthat in the
act of dissolution, which is instantaneous, there can be no suffering.'
These,and a few more remarks, were all he had to offer; and having had
his fee from Mrs. Rusk, he, with a respectful melancholy, vanished.

I returned to my room, and broke into paroxysms of grief, and after an
hour or more grew more tranquil.

From Mrs. Rusk I learned that he had seemed very wellÑbetter than
usual, indeedÑthat night, and that on her return from the study with the
book he required, he was noting down, after his wont, some passages
which illustrated the text on which he was employing himself. He took
the book, detaining her in the room, and then mounting on a chair to
take down another book from a shelf, he had fallen, with the dreadful
crash I had heard, dead upon the floor. He fell across the door, which
causedthe difficulty in opening it. Mrs. Rusk found she had not strength
to force it open. No wonder she had given way to terror. I think I should
have almost lost my reason.
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Everyone knows the reserved aspect and the taciturn mood of the
house, one of whose rooms is tenanted by that mysterious guest.

I do not know how those awful days, and more awful nights, passed
over. The remembrance is repulsive. I hate to think of them. I was soon
draped in the conventional black, with its heavy folds of crape. Lady
Knollys came, and was very kind. She undertook the direction of all
those details which were to me so inexpressibly dreadful. Shewrote let-
ters for me beside, and was really most kind and useful, and her society
supported me indescribably. She was odd, but her eccentricity was
leavened with strong common sense;and I have often thought since with
admiration and gratitude of the tact with which she managed my grief.

There is no dealing with great sorrow as if it were under the control of
our wills. It is a terrible phenomenon, whose laws we must study, and to
whose conditions we must submit, if we would mitigate it. Cousin Mon-
ica talked a great deal of my father. This was easyto her, for her early re-
collections were full of him.

One of the terrible dislocations of our habits of mind respecting the
dead is that our earthly future is robbed of them, and we thrown exclus-
ively upon retrospect. From the long look forward they are removed,
and every plan, imagination, and hope henceforth a silent and empty
perspective. But in the past they are all they ever were. Now let me ad-
vise all who would comfort people in a new bereavement to talk to them,
very freely, all they can, in this way of the dead. They will engage in it
with interest, they will talk of their own recollections of the dead, and
listen to yours, though they becomesometimes pleasant, sometimes even
laughable. I found it so. It robbed the calamity of something of its super-
natural and horrible abruptness; it prevented that monotony of object
which is to the mind what it is to the eye, and prepared the faculty for
those mesmeric illusions that derange its sense.

Cousin Monica, I am sure, cheeredme wonderfully. I grow to love her
more and more, as I think of all her trouble, care, and kindness.

I had not forgotten my promise to dear papa about the key, concerning
which he had evinced so great an anxiety. It was found in the pocket
where he had desired me to remember he always kept it, except when it
was placed, while he slept, under his pillow.

'And so, my dear, that wicked woman was actually found picking the
lock of your poor papa's desk. I wonder he did not punish herÑyou
know that is burglary.'

'Well, Lady Knollys, you know she is gone, and so I care no more
about herÑthat is, I mean, I need not fear her.'
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'No, my dear, but you must call me MonicaÑdo you mindÑI'm your
cousin, and you call me Monica, unless you wish to vex me. No, of
course, you need not be afraid of her. And she's gone. But I'm an old
thing, you know, and not so tender-hearted as you; and I confess I
should have been very glad to hear that the wicked old witch had been
sent to prison and hard labourÑI should. And what do you suppose she
was looking forÑwhat did she want to steal? I think I can guessÑwhat
do you think?'

'To read the papers; maybe to take bank-notesÑI'm not sure,' I
answered.

'Well, I think most likely she wanted to get at your poor papa's
will Ñthat's my idea.

'There is nothing surprising in the supposition, dear,' she resumed.
'Did not you read the curious trial at York, the other day? There is noth-
ing so valuable to steal as a will, when a great deal of property is to be
disposed of by it. Why, you would have given her ever so much money
to get it back again. Suppose you go down, dearÑI'll go with you, and
open the cabinet in the study.'

'I don't think I can, for I promised to give the key to Dr. Bryerly, and
the meaning was that heonly should open it.'

Cousin Monica uttered an inarticulate 'H'm!' of surprise or
disapprobation.

'Has he been written to?'
'No, I do not know his address.'
'Not know his address! come, that is curious,' said Knollys, a little

testily.
I could notÑno one now living in the house could furnish even a con-

jecture. There was even a dispute as to which train he had gone
byÑnorth or southÑthey crossed the station at an interval of five
minutes. If Dr. Bryerly had been an evil spirit, evoked by a secret incant-
ation, there could not have beenmore complete darkness as to the imme-
diate process of his approach.

'And how long do you mean to wait, my dear?No matter; at all events
you may open the desk; you may find papers to direct youÑyou may
find Dr. Bryerly's addressÑyou may find, heaven knows what.'

Sodown we wentÑI assentingÑand we opened the desk. How dread-
ful the desecration seemsÑall privacy abrogatedÑthe shocking com-
pensation for the silence of death!

Henceforward all is circumstantial evidenceÑall conjecturalÑexcept
the litera scripta, and to this evidence every note-book, and every scrap of
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paper and private letter, must contributeÑransacked, bare in the light of
dayÑwhat it can.

At the top of the desk lay two notes sealed,one to Cousin Monica, the
other to me. Mine was a gentle and loving little farewellÑnothing
moreÑwhich opened afresh the fountains of my sorrow, and I cried and
sobbed over it bitterly and long. The other was for 'Lady Knollys.' I did
not seehow she received it, for I was already absorbed in mine. But in
awhile she came and kissed me in her girlish, goodnatured way. Her
eyes used to fill with tears at sight of my paroxysms of grief. Then she
would begin, 'I remember it was a saying of his,' and so she would re-
peat itÑsomething maybe wise, maybe playful, at all events consolat-
oryÑand the circumstances in which she had heard him say it, and then
would follow the recollections suggested by these; and so I was stolen
away half by him, and half by Cousin Monica, from my despair and
lamentation.

Along with these lay a large envelope, inscribed with the words
'Directions to be complied with immediately on my death.' One of which
was, 'Let the event be forthwith published in the countyand principal Lon-
donpapers.' This step had beenalready taken. We found no record of Dr.
Bryerly's address.

We made search everywhere, except in the cabinet, which I would on
no account permit to be opened except, according to his direction, by Dr.
Bryerly's hand. But nowhere was a will, or any document resembling
one, to be found. I had now, therefore, no doubt that his will was placed
in the cabinet.

In the search among my dear father's papers we found two sheafs of
letters, neatly tied up and labelledÑthese were from my uncle Silas.

My cousin Monica looked down upon these papers with a strange
smile; was it satireÑwas it that indescribable smile with which a mys-
tery which covers a long reach of years is sometimes approached?

Thesewere odd letters. If here and there occurred passagesthat were
querulous and even abject, there were also long passagesof manly and
altogether noble sentiment, and the strangest rodomontade and maun-
derings about religion. Here and there a letter would gradually trans-
form itself into a prayer, and end with a doxology and no signature; and
some of them expressedsuch wild and disordered views respecting reli-
gion, as I imagine he can never have disclosed to good Mr. Fairfield, and
which approached more nearly to the Swedenborg visions than to any-
thing in the Church of England.
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I read these with a solemn interest, but my cousin Monica was not
similarly moved. She read them with the same smileÑfaint, serenely
contemptuous, I thoughtÑwith which she had first looked down upon
them. It was the countenanceof a person who amusedly tracesthe work-
ing of a character that is well understood.

'Uncle Silas is very religious?' I said, not quite liking Lady Knollys'
looks.

'Very,' she said, without raising her eyes or abating her old bitter
smile, as she glanced over a passage in one of his letters.

'You don't think he is, Cousin Monica?' said I. Sheraised her head and
looked straight at me.

'Why do you say that, Maud?'
'Because you smile incredulously, I think, over his letters.'
'Do I?' said she; 'I was not thinkingÑit was quite an accident. The fact

is, Maud, your poor papa quite mistook me. I had no prejudice respect-
ing himÑno theory. I never knew what to think about him. I do not
think Silas a product of nature, but a child of the Sphinx, and I never
could understand himÑthat's all.'

'I always felt so too; but that was becauseI was left to speculation, and
to glean conjectures as I might from his portrait, or anywhere. Except
what you told me, I never heard more than a few sentences;poor papa
did not like me to ask questions about him, and I think he ordered the
servants to be silent.'

'And much the same injunction this little note lays upon meÑnot
quite, but something like it; and I don't know the meaning of it.'

And she looked enquiringly at me.
'You are not to be alarmedabout your uncle Silas, becauseyour being

afraid would unfit you for an important servicewhich you have under-
taken for your family, the nature of which I shall soon understand, and
which, although it is quite passive, would be made very sad if illusory
fearswere allowed to steal into your mind.'

Shewas looking into the letter in poor papa's handwriting, which she
had found addressed to her in his desk, and emphasised the words, I
suppose, which she quoted from it.

'Have you any idea, Maud, darling, what this servicemay be?' she en-
quired, with a grave and anxious curiosity in her countenance.

'None, Cousin Monica; but I have thought long over my undertaking
to do it, or submit to it, be it what it may; and I will keep the promise I
voluntarily made, although I know what a coward I am, and often dis-
trust my courage.'
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'Well, I am not to frighten you.'
'How could you? Why should I be afraid? Is there anything frightful to

be disclosed? Do tell meÑyou must tell me.'
'No, darling, I did not mean thatÑI don't mean that;ÑI could, if I

would; IÑI don't know exactly what I meant. But your poor papa knew
him better than IÑin fact, I did not know him at allÑthat is, ever quite
understood himÑwhich your poor papa, I see,had ample opportunities
of doing.' And after a little pause,sheaddedÑ'So you do not know what
you are expected to do or to undergo.'

'Oh! Cousin Monica, I know you think he committed that murder,' I
cried, starting up, I don't know why, and I felt that I grew deadly pale.

'I don't believe any such thing, you little fool; you must not say such
horrible things, Maud,' she said, rising also, and looking both pale and
angry. 'Shall we go out for a little walk? Come, lock up these papers,
dear, and get your things on; and if that Dr. Bryerly does not turn up to-
morrow, you must send for the Rector, good Doctor Clay, and let him
make search for the willÑthere may be directions about many things,
you know; and, my dear Maud, you are to remember that Silas is my
cousin as well as your uncle. Come, dear, put on your hat.'

So we went out together for a little cloistered walk.
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Chapter22
SOMEBODY IN THE ROOM WITH THE COFFIN

When we returned, a 'young' gentleman had arrived. We saw him in the
parlour aswe passedthe window. It was simply a glance, but such a one
as suffices to make a photograph, which we can study afterwards, at our
leisure. I remember him at this momentÑa man of six-and-
thirtyÑdressed in a grey travelling suit, not over-well made; light-
haired, fat-faced, and clumsy; and he looked both dull and cunning, and
not at all like a gentleman.

Branston met us, announced the arrival, and handed me the stranger's
credentials. My cousin and I stopped in the passage to read them.

'That's your uncle Silas's,' said Lady Knollys, touching one of the two
letters with the tip of her finger.

'Shall we have lunch, Miss?'
'Certainly.' So Branston departed.
'Read it with me, Cousin Monica,' I said. And a very curious letter it

was. It spoke as follows:Ñ
'How can I thank my beloved niece for remembering her aged and for-

lorn kinsman at such a moment of anguish?'
I had written a note of a few, I dare say, incoherent words by the next

post after my dear father's death.
'It is, however, in the hour of bereavement that we most value the ties

that are broken, and yearn for the sympathy of kindred.'
Here came a little distich of French verse, of which I could only read

cieland l'amour.
'Our quiet household here is clouded with a new sorrow. How inscrut-

able are the ways of Providence! IÑthough a few years youngerÑhow
much the more infirmÑhow shattered in energy and in mindÑhow
mere a burdenÑhow entirely de tropÑam spared to my sad place in a
world where I can be no longer useful, where I have but one busi-
nessÑprayer, but one hopeÑthe tomb; and heÑapparently so ro-
bustÑthe centre of so much goodÑso necessaryto youÑso necessary,
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alas! to meÑis taken! He is gone to his restÑfor us, what remains but to
bow our heads,and murmur, "His will be done"? I trace these lines with
a trembling hand, while tears dim my old eyes. I did not think that any
earthly event could have moved me so profoundly. From the world I
have long stood aloof. I once led a life of pleasureÑalas! of wicked-
nessÑas I now do one of austerity; but as I never was rich, so my worst
enemy will allow I never was avaricious. My sins, I thank my Maker,
have been of a more reducible kind, and have succumbed to the discip-
line which Heaven has provided. To earth and its interests, as well as to
its pleasures, I have long been dead. For the few remaining years of my
life I ask but quietÑan exemption from the agitations and distractions of
struggle and care, and I trust to the Giver of all Good for my deliver-
anceÑwell knowing, at the same time, that whatever befalls will, under
His direction, prove best. Happy shall I be, my dearest niece, if in your
most interesting and, in some respects,forlorn situation, I can be of any
use to you. My present religious adviserÑof whom I ventured to ask
counsel on your behalfÑstates that I ought to send some one to repres-
ent me at the melancholy ceremony of reading the will which my be-
loved and now happy brother has, no doubt, left behind; and the idea
that the experienceand professional knowledge possessedby the gentle-
man whom I have selected may possibly be of use to you, my dearest
niece,determines me to place him at your disposal. He is the junior part-
ner in the firm of Archer and Sleigh, who conduct any little business
which I may have from time to time; may I entreat your hospitality for
him during a brief stay at Knowl? I write, even for a moment, upon these
small matters of business with an effortÑa painful one, but necessary.
Alas! my brother! The cup of bitterness is now full. Few and evil must
the remainder of my old days be. Yet, while they last, I remain always
for my beloved niece, that which all her wealth and splendour cannot
purchaseÑa loving and faithful kinsman and friend,

SILAS RUTHYN.'
'Is not it a kind letter?' I said, while tears stood in my eyes.
'Yes,' answered Lady Knollys, drily.
'But don't you think it so, really?'
'Oh! kind, very kind,' she answered in the same tone, 'and perhaps a

little cunning.'
'Cunning!Ñhow?'
'Well, you know I'm a peevish old Tabby, and of course I scratch now

and then, and seein the dark. I dare say Silas is sorry, but I don't think
he is in sackcloth and ashes.He has reason to be sorry and anxious, and I
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say I think he is both; and you know he pities you very much, and also
himself a good deal; and he wants money, and youÑhis beloved
nieceÑhave a great dealÑand altogether it is an affectionate and
prudent letter: and he has sent his attorney here to make a note of the
will; and you are to give the gentleman his meals and lodging; and Silas,
very thoughtfully, invites you to confide your difficulties and troubles to
his solicitor. It is very kind, but not imprudent.'

'Oh, Cousin Monica, don't you think at such a moment it is hardly nat-
ural that he should form such petty schemes,even were he capable at
other times of practising so low? Is it not judging him hardly? and you,
you know, so little acquainted with him.'

'I told you, dear, I'm a crossold thingÑand there's an end; and I really
don't care two pence about him; and of the two I'd much rather he were
no relation of ours.'

Now, was not this prejudice? I dare say in part it was. So,too, was my
vehement predisposition in his favour. I am afraid we women are fac-
tionists; we always take a side, and nature has formed us for advocates
rather than judges; and I think the function, if less dignified, is more
amiable.

I sat alone at the drawing-room window, at nightfall, awaiting my
cousin Monica's entrance.

Feverish and frightened I felt that night. It was a sympathy, I fancy,
with the weather. The sun had set stormily. Though the air was still, the
sky looked wild and storm-swept. The crowding clouds, slanting in the
attitude of flight, reflected their own sacred aspect upon my spirits. My
grief darkened with a wild presaging of danger, and a senseof the super-
natural fell upon me. It was the saddestand most awful evening that had
come since my beloved father's death.

All kinds of shapelessfears environed me in silence. For the first time,
dire misgivings about the form of faith affrighted me. Who were these
Swedenborgians who had got about himÑno one could tell howÑand
held him so fast to the close of his life? Who was this bilious, bewigged,
black-eyed Doctor Bryerly, whom none of us quite liked and all a little
feared; who seemed to rise out of the ground, and came and went, no
one knew whence or whither, exercising, as I imagined, a mysterious au-
thority over him? Was it all good and true, or a heresy and a witchcraft?
Oh, my beloved father! was it all well with you?

When Lady Knollys entered, she found me in floods of tears, walking
distractedly up and down the room. Shekissed me in silence;shewalked
back and forward with me, and did her best to console me.
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'I think, Cousin Monica, I would wish to seehim once more. Shall we
go up?'

'Unless you really wish it very much, I think, darling, you had better
not mind it. It is happier to recollect them as they were; there's a change,
you know, darling, and there is seldom any comfort in the sight.'

'But I do wish it verymuch. Oh! won't you come with me?'
And so I persuaded her, and up we went hand in hand, in the deepen-

ing twilight; and we halted at the end of the dark gallery, and I called
Mrs. Rusk, growing frightened.

'Tell her to let us in, Cousin Monica,' I whispered.
'Shewishes to seehim, my ladyÑdoes she?'enquired Mrs. Rusk, in an

under-tone, and with a mysterious glance at me, as she softly fitted the
key to the lock.

'Are you quite sure, Maud, dear?'
'Yes, yes.'
But when Mrs. Rusk entered bearing the candle, whose beam mixed

dismally with the expiring twilight, disclosing a great black coffin stand-
ing upon trestles, near the foot of which she took her stand, gazing
sternly into it, I lost heart again altogether and drew back.

'No, Mrs. Rusk, she won't; and I am very glad, dear,' she added to me.
'Come, Mrs. Rusk, come away. Yes, darling,' she continued to me, 'it is
much better for you;' and she hurried me away, and down-stairs again.
But the awful outlines of that large black coffin remained upon my ima-
gination with a new and terrible sense of death.

I had no more any wish to seehim. I felt a horror even of the room,
and for more than an hour after a kind of despair and terror, such as I
have never experienced before or since at the idea of death.

Cousin Monica had had her bed placed in my room, and Mary
Quince's moved to the dressing-room adjoining it. For the first time the
superstitious awe that follows death, but not immediately, visited me.
The idea of seeing my father enter the room, or open the door and look
in, haunted me. After Lady Knollys and I were in bed, I could not sleep.
The wind sounded mournfully outside, and the small sounds, the rat-
tlings, and strainings that responded from within, constantly startled me,
and simulated the sounds of steps, of doors opening, of knockings, and
so forth, rousing me with a palpitating heart as often as I fell into a doze.

At length the wind subsided, and theseambiguous noises abated, and
I, fatigued, dropped into a quiet sleep. I was awakened by a sound in the
galleryÑwhich I could not define. A considerable time had passed, for
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the wind was now quite lulled. I sat up in my bed a good deal scared,
listening breathlessly for I knew not what.

I heard a step moving stealthily along the gallery. I called my cousin
Monica softly; and we both heard the door of the room in which my
father's body lay unlocked, some one furtively enter, and the door shut.

'What can it be? Good Heavens, Cousin Monica, do you hear it?'
'Yes, dear; and it is two o'clock.'
Everyone at Knowl was in bed at eleven. We knew very well that Mrs.

Rusk was rather nervous, and would not, for worlds, go alone, and at
such an hour, to the room. We called Mary Quince. We all three listened,
but we heard no other sound. I set these things down here becausethey
made so terrible an impression upon me at the time.

It ended by our peeping out, all three in a body, upon the gallery.
Through each window in the perspective came its blue sheet of moon-
shine; but the door on which our attention was fixed was in the shade,
and we thought we could discern the glare of a candle through the key-
hole. While in whispers we were debating this point together, the door
opened, the dusky light of a candle emerged, the shadow of a figure
crossed it within, and in another moment the mysterious Doctor Bry-
erlyÑangular, ungainly, in the black cloth coat that fitted little better
than a coffinÑissued from the chamber, candle in hand; murmuring, I
suppose,a prayerÑit sounded like a farewellÑas much frightened as if I
had just seen a sorcerer stealing stepped cautiously upon the gallery
floor, shutting and locking the door upon the dead; and then having
listened for a second, the saturnine figure, casting a gigantic and distor-
ted shadow upon the ceiling and side-wall from the lowered candle,
strode lightly down the long dark passage, away from us.

I can only speak for myself, and I can honestly say that I felt as much
frightened as if I had just seen a sorcerer stealing from his unhallowed
business. I think Cousin Monica was also affected in the same way, for
she turned the key on the inside of the door when we entered. I do not
think one of us believed at the moment that what we had seen was a
Doctor Bryerly of flesh and blood, and yet the first thing we spoke of in
the morning was Doctor Bryerly's arrival. The mind is a different organ
by night and by day.
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Chapter23
I TALK WITH DOCTOR BRYERLY

Doctor Bryerly had, indeed, arrived at half-past twelve o'clock at night.
His summons at the hall-door was little heard at our remote side of the
old house of Knowl; and when the sleepy, half-dressed servant opened
the door, the lank Doctor, in glossy black clothing, was standing alone,
his portmanteau on its end upon the steps, and his vehicle disappearing
in the shadows of the old trees.

In he came, sterner and sharper of aspect than usual.
'I've been expected?I'm Doctor Bryerly. Haven't I? So, let whoever is

in charge of the body be called. I must visit it forthwith.'
So the Doctor sat in the back drawing-room, with a solitary candle;

and Mrs. Rusk was called up, and, grumbling much and very peevish,
dressed and went down, her ill-temper subsiding in a sort of fear as she
approached the visitor.

'How do you do, Madam? A sad visit this. Is anyone watching in the
room where the remains of your late master are laid?'

'No.'
'So much the better; it is a foolish custom. Will you pleaseconduct me

to the room? I must pray where he liesÑno longer he! And be good
enough to show me my bedroom, and so no one need wait up, and I
shall find my way.'

Accompanied by the man who carried his valise, Mrs. Rusk showed
him to his apartment; but he only looked in, and then glanced rapidly
about to take 'the bearings' of the door.

'Thank youÑyes. Now we'll proceed, here, along here? Let me see.A
turn to the right and another to the leftÑyes. He has been dead some
days. Is he yet in his coffin?'

'Yes, sir; since yesterday afternoon.'
Mrs. Rusk was growing more and more afraid of this lean figure

sheathed in shining black cloth, whose eyesglittered with a horrible sort
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of cunning, and whose long brown fingers groped before him, as if indic-
ating the way by guess.

'But, of course, the lid's not on; you've not screwed him down, hey?'
'No, sir.'
'That's well. I must look on the face as I pray. He is in his place; I here

on earth. He in the spirit; I in the flesh. The neutral ground lies there. So
are carried the vibrations, and so the light of earth and heaven reflected
back and forwardÑapaugasma, a wonderful though helpless engine, the
ladder of Jacob,and behold the angels of God ascending and descending
on it. Thanks, I'll take the key. Mysteries to those who will live altogether
in housesof clay, no mystery to such aswill use their eyesand read what
is revealed. This candle, it is the longer, please; noÑno need of a pair,
thanks; just this, to hold in my hand. And remember, all depends upon
the willing mind. Why do you look frightened? Where is your faith?
Don't you know that spirits are about us at all times? Why should you
fear to be near the body? The spirit is everything; the flesh profiteth
nothing.'

'Yes, sir,' said Mrs. Rusk, making him a great courtesy in the threshold.
She was frightened by his eerie talk, which grew, she fancied, more

voluble and energetic as they approached the corpse.
'Remember, then, that when you fancy yourself alone and wrapt in

darkness, you stand, in fact, in the centre of a theatre, as wide as the
starry floor of heaven, with an audience, whom no man can number, be-
holding you under a flood of light. Therefore, though your body be in
solitude and your mortal sensein darkness, remember to walk as being
in the light, surrounded with a cloud of witnesses.Thus walk; and when
the hour comes, and you pass forth unprisoned from the tabernacle of
the flesh, although it still has its relations and its rights'Ñand saying this,
as he held the solitary candle aloft in the doorway, he nodded towards
the coffin, whose large black form was faintly traceableagainst the shad-
ows beyondÑ'you will rejoice; and being clothed upon with your house
from on high, you will not be found naked. On the other hand, he that
loveth corruption shall have enough thereof. Think upon these things.
Good-night.'

And the Swedenborgian Doctor stepped into the room, taking the
candle with him, and closed the door upon the shadowy still-life there,
and on his own sharp and swarthy visage, leaving Mrs. Rusk in a sort of
panic in the dark alone, to find her way to her room the best way she
could.
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Early in the morning Mrs. Rusk came to my room to tell me that Doc-
tor Bryerly was in the parlour, and begged to know whether I had not a
messagefor him. I was already dressed, so, though it was dreadful see-
ing a stranger in my then mood, taking the key of the cabinet in my
hand, I followed Mrs. Rusk downstairs.

Opening the parlour door, she stepped in, and with a little courtesy
said,Ñ

'Please, sir, the young mistressÑMiss Ruthyn.'
Draped in black and very pale, tall and slight, 'the young mistress'

was; and as I entered I heard a newspaper rustle, and the sound of steps
approaching to meet me.

Faceto face we met, near the door; and, without speaking, I made him
a deep courtesy.

He took my hand, without the least indication on my part, in his hard
lean grasp, and shook it kindly, but familiarly, peering with a stern sort
of curiosity into my face as he continued to hold it. His ill-fitting, glossy
black cloth, ungainly presence,and sharp, dark, vulpine features had in
them, as I said before, the vulgarity of a Glasgow artisan in his Sabbath
suit. I made an instantaneous motion to withdraw my hand, but he held
it firmly.

Though there was a grim sort of familiarity, there was also decision,
shrewdness, and, above all, kindness, in his dark faceÑa gleam on the
whole of the masterly and the honestÑthat along with a certain pale-
ness, betraying, I thought, restrained emotion, indicated sympathy and
invited confidence.

'I hope, Miss, you are pretty well?' He pronounced 'pretty' as it is spelt.
'I have come in consequenceof a solemn promise exacted more than a
year since by your deceasedfather, the late Mr. Austin Ruthyn of Knowl,
for whom I cherished a warm esteem, being knit besides with him in
spiritual bonds. It has been a shock to you, Miss?'

'It has, indeed, sir.'
'I've a doctor's degree, I haveÑDoctor of Medicine, Miss. Like St.

Luke, preacher and doctor. I was in business once, but this is better. As
one footing fails, the Lord provides another. The stream of life is black
and angry; how so many of us get acrosswithout drowning, I often won-
der. The best way is not to look too far beforeÑjust from one stepping-
stone to another; and though you may wet your feet, He won't let you
drownÑHe has not allowed me.'

And Doctor Bryerly held up his head, and wagged it resolutely.
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