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CHAPTER XXXIII

Harribay was both gloomy and angry when
he left home, full of that sense of unappre-
ciated merit which cuts with peculiar keen-
ness into the minds of those who entertain
no doubt as to their own superiority over the
ordinary level ; but the influence of external
things and the distraction of travel soon
succeeded in clearing to a great degree his
mental firmament. The bustle of the great
station at Edinburgh, the care of selecting
a comfortable corner for his journey, the
hurrying and rush of less fortunate persons
hampered by luggage and children, amused
his mind and distracted his thoughts. He
travelled, as a matter of course, in the third
class; and, equally as a matter of course, he
recarded with a dignified derision the stal-
wart young men in deer-stalking coats, and
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with every superfluity imaginable in the way
of wraps and sticks and dressing-cases, who
indulged themselves in the luxury of sleep-
ing-carriages. Sybarites he called them in
his mind, with a half-contemptuous, half-
indulgent smile — frivolous creatures, alto-
gether unaware that in a corner of a third-
class carriage a man so much their superior
in everything was calmly regarding them,
making the inevitable comparison between
folly and its comfortable cushions, and wis-
dom, which, if it did not trudge afoot, yet
used only such conveniences as dignified
necessity required. The deer-stalking young
men, who never thought of the matter,
would indeed have been highly surprised
had they known how they werc set down at
their proper value by their travelling com-
panion. The comparison did Andrew good :
it made him feel his own dignity, his superi-
ority to the external, yet made his breast
swell with a pathetic wonder. Was it per-
haps possible that Joyce, after three months'
experience of luxury, should prefer thesc
brainless ones, so much lower in the intel-
lectual scale 7 Surely, surely that could not
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be possible. He saw with a smile that they
took copies of the Freld and the Sporting
News into  their luxurious carriages with
them. He himself had the Safurday Re-
viezo.  There is nothing so sustaining as
this sense of being better than one's neigh-
bours. It comforted poor Andrew, and
kept him warm during his journey. The
gentlemen in the sleeping-carriages might
rest better, but they did not, nay could not,
feel half the moral elevation of the school-
master in his corner of the third-class.
London, too, veiled in a gray-and-yellow
fog. through which the lamps, not yet ex-
tinguished, and a line of dusky sunrise among
the clouds, looked red, brought an excite-
ment to his mind which few perhaps of the
companions of his journey shared. Andrew
greeted the great city as people greet it in
books,—as adventurers in the days of Dr.
Johnson saluted that centre of the world
He thought with a tingle of strange emotion
in his breast that the great roar of humanity
might become familiar to his ears ere long.
He rose to the sound and commotion with
a sense of predestined greatness. The people
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in the sleeping-carriages tumbled out drows-
ily, rubbing their eyes in the midst of a
dream. But Andrew stepped forth inspired
by the recollection of many a great man who
had arrived like himself. not knowing what
might befall him. His hopes, his courage
rose more and more as he felt where he was
—in a great place where he was sure to be
understood, and where the human mind was
in a perpetual progress, not stagnant as in
the country. He felt, indeed, not as he had
done when he left home, as if his mission
were a forlorn-hope, but rather as if he were
coming like a conqueror to see and to van-
quish. It wanted only, he said to himself,
that touch of reality to chase all the chimeras
away. He would, he must, find Joyce faith-
ful as ever, keeping silence only because
her plans were not yet ripened for his ad-
vancement. He would find her father full
of that respect which the man of action feels
for the man of mind. He would be re-
ceived as an honoured guest; he would be
admitted into their confidence, and made
acquainted with their hopes. Visions of a
noble old housc in some sort of cloistered dig-
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nified centre of learning rose again before his
eyes—A. Halliday, Headmaster. He did
not definitely fix upon Eton or Harrow,
having no actual knowledge of either of
those places; but something exhilarating,
sweet, a strong yet soft delusion, stole into
his being.  He was so entirely inexperienced
and full of the ignorance of his class (al-
though a man so well instructed), that he
was not aware of any restriction upon such
appointments that could not be got over
by sufficiently powerful influence. Influence
could do everything, Halliday thought.

He got a bath and breakfast at the
nearest hotel, undiscouraged even by its
orim and chill nakedness, and feeling a
wonderful freedom and elation in the con-
sciousness of thus doing what the best people
did, and being waited upon, served by a
man-servant (if you liked to put it in that
way) like the best. It cost a good deal, but
it was worth the expenditure. The fog
cleared off as the morning advanced, and it
was in the sunshine of a bright hazy morn-
ing that he set off on the final stage of his
journcy. He had dressed himself with the
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utmost care and all the resources of his
wardrobe. His tie was blue, his coat a
frock-coat of extreme solemnity, which he
usually wore at funerals. He thought, as
he was a traveller, that it was the right
thing to wear with this a round hat such as
he wore in the country. He had a pair of
lavender gloves, his umbrella was very neatly
rolled up—in short, at half a mile off you
recognised his unquestionable character and
doubtful gentility with as much ease as if he
had written Andrew Halliday, schoolmaster
at Comely Green, upon his manly breast;
but he had not the least idea of that. His
clear and ruddy complexion was a little paled
by the night’s journey, and by the mixture
of agitation and excitement which he could
not but feel as the moment of meeting
approached. He looked a most respectable
young man, very respectable, honest as the
day. You would scarcely have suspected,
however, to see him, how superior he felt to
the people in the sleeping-carriages, and
how, when they got the Fic/d and the Sport-
ing Tomes at the bookstalls, he had bought
the Saturday Revicw.
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He went by the railway from Waterloo
admiring the river which ran glistening gray,
like a great worm, under the shining of the
wintry sun—and got out with a great heart-
beat at the station. How near he was now !
He felt inclined to take a walk, to see the
place and look at the view, pushing off the
decision for a time, the certainty—for he had
so little doubt by this time that it was a
certainty—of the happy meeting. To see
Joyce in perhaps a few minutes; to hear her
cry of astonishment and delight; to have her
come up to him in her shy way, never
demonstrative, unless perhaps the long sepa-
ration might have made her so. *Oh,
Andrew! and I was just going to write to
tell you——"" He would not wait till she
said ‘about the headmastership.” He would
take her in his arms, whoever was there (for
had he not the right?), and say, ' About
yourself, my dearest—that's what [ want to
hear about.” He thought he would take a
walk first to savourer a little this delightful
scene, and think how she would look and
what he would say. It was so near, so
very near! He would keep it at arm’s-
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length a little in order to enjoy it the
more.

It sobered him, however, to hear that
Colonel Hayward’s house was some distance
off, and to receive confused instructions which
he could not follow. As a matter of fact, the
instructions were not at all confused, they

Y

were only too rapid and clear. ‘First turn-
ing to the right, second turning to the left;
then go straight on till you pass the church :
then first turning, second turning.” How
could he keep all that in his mind? It was
he that was confused, not the direction. If
they had said, turn to the west and then a
little to the north—— He stumbled along,
forgetting whether it was the first, second, or
third turning he ought to take, till he came
to a church, which was not the church to
which he had been directed ; and from thence
he stumbled on again by a great many roads
clothed with pretty houses, which betvildered
him.  He stopped finally to ask his way of a
brisk little lady, who cried, *Oh, Colonel
Hayward’s!” her eyes dancing with instant
interest, and a look full of interrogations, as
if she would have liked to ask him a hundred
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things. Andrew could scarcely restrain him-
self from asking, ‘Do you know Joyce?’
He felt at once that this eager little lady
Jumped at some conclusion about himself,
and was eager to ask who he was—perhaps
whether he was the lover of whom Joyce
must have spoken to everybody with whom
she was intimate. And Andrew’s instinct
was indeed not far wrong: for Mrs. Sitwell
immediately divined him to be somebody out
of the mysterious past life of which none of
the Haywards spoke, and wondered whether,
perhaps, he was some one with whom Joyce
had got ' entangled’ in these dark ages.
She stood and looked after him when she
had given him his instructions, with curious
eyes, noting his long frock-coat and his low
hat. How dreadful! she said to herself, and
could scarcely contain the curiosity that filled
her. Should she make a hurried round
through the district, and then approach the
Haywards’ on the other side, so as to catch
him there, and see with her own eyes the
position of affairs? Mrs. Sitwell knew that
Joyce would be just going in with her father
from their morning walk, and would be caught
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by the wvisitor, and would be unable to
escape.

Certainly she must know Joyce : she must
divine who he was: Andrew said this to
himself, and was further exhilarated and
strengthened by the idea. Of course, Joyce
must have told her friends. He went on
with better success this time, inspired by the
little active lady with those eager eyes, who
must know—and at last got to the very door.
His heart was beating now very quickly in-
deed. Joyce's door—so different from the
cottage where he used to find her. There
she had always been shy, keeping behind old
Janet, never willing to permit any demon-
stration. Would things be different now ?
Would she rush to him after his long separa-
tion, laying her head upon his shoulder?
This image filled Andrew's face with light
and colour as he knocked at her father's
door.

“Is Miss Hayward at home?’ The ap-
pearance of Baker gave him a distinct sensa-
tion of pleasure—Colonel Hayward's butler
or upper servant, a domestic of a high class,

Andrew would have liked to see a footman
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or two behind, but pleased himself with the
thought that this must be considered higher
fon, ‘Is Miss Hayward at home ?’

‘Miss Hayward? well, I can’t say. She’s
been out walking with the Colonel, and
whether they've come back or not, I can't
tell you. Mrs. Hayward is in,’ Baker said.
He was not impressed by the appearance of
the visitor. He thought it must be some
man from a shop, or a person about a sub-
scription, at the best.

‘It 1s not Mistress Hayward but Miss
Hayward I want.’

‘Very well, said Baker—1 hear you. If
you'll wait a bit, I'll go and see.’

And Andrew had to wait, sadly against
his will, outside the door. *You'll excuse
me, but Missis's charges are as the door is
always to be shut, Baker said, with a re-
strained chuckle, instinctively delighted to do
his duty in a way that was offensive to the
newcomer, whom he saw to be of inferior
condition, and likely to be an undesirable
guest. Andrew's sensations when he was
left outside his love’s door were not pleasant.
He ceased to think of the butler as a high-
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class domestic, and called him in his mind a
pampered menial, but consoled himself with
the thought of the downfall that would happen
to Baker when he knew who it was whom he
had shut out. It was, however, a disagree-
able moment of suspense. He tried to dis-
tract his mind by an examination of the great
Hower-vases at the door, the shrubs in their
winter green, the perfectly swept and close-
cut turf, all the careful surroundings of the
place, not imposing or vast, but so exquisitely
kept,—more perfect even than Bellendean.
To think that he should have time to in-
vestigate all this, while she sat within with a
beating heart, divining—would she divine ?>—
his approach. When the butler described
him, she would know, and come rushing out.
She would rush to him, and the pampered
menial would see—— At this moment the
door opened quickly, and Baker said, ' Hi!
Missis will be obliged if you'll send in your
name.

This unceremonious address startled An-
drew. He said, ‘My name ?’ arrested in the
middle of his thoughts.

* 1 suppose you've got one ?’ Baker said.
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Though this was so far from the reception
he expected, he was not unprepared. He
took his card-case out of his pocket, partially
restored to himself by the pleasure of using
it, which was a thing that did not occur often,
and gave the pampered menial a card. He
stepped briskly inside as he did so, resolved
to bear no more of this, and followed the man
as he returned to the drawing-room with the
card in his hand. Andrew's heart beat very
quickly now,—his tranquillity was consider-
ably disturbed. The moment had come : an-
other instant and Joyce would be in his arms
putting all pampered menials to scorn——

The door opened. There was a faint
rustle of ladies’ dresses, a glow of softened
light, the sound of his own name, °Mr.
Andrew 'Alliday,” and then a cry. She did
not rush into his arms. He came to himself
after that interval of excitement, and saw
Joyce standing, her hands clasped, her eyes
with a look of horror in them, drawing back
as if she would have fled, with her face
turned towards the door. He put down his
hat upon the nearest chair, and crying ¢ Joyce!”
went forward with outstretched arms.



CHAPTER XXXIV

Jovce had just come in from her morning
walk. She was standing in the middle of the
room with her hat, which she had just taken
off, in her hand. And Mrs. Hayward had
been making some remarks to her, such as
mothers often, and stepmothers in some
cases, feel it their duty to make. It was
on the subject of the Sitwells, whom Mrs.
Hayward regarded in their poverty (not-
withstanding that the parsonage-house had
been begun, and things were on the whole
going well with them) with a certain con-
tempt.

‘I think, indeed, you prefer such people
to those of our own class.’

This was what Mrs. Hayward was saying
when Baker, still more contemptuous of the
inferior world than she, opened the door.
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‘There is a person,’” he said, asking for
Miss Hayward.’

‘A person—one of your district people, no
doubt. They come at all hours. There
really must be a stop put to this, Joyce.’

‘Well, ma’am, it's a male person, with a
haccent,” saild Baker—'not one from these
parts.’

‘Miss Hayward can’t see every idler who
chooses to ask for her: inquire his name,
said the mistress of the house.

And no premonition crossed the mind of
Joyce.  She stood to receive the interrupted
lecture, with her head a little bent, and her
hat in her hand. She never made any stand
for herself on such occasions, nor said a word
in self-defence—probably afraid to trust her
voice, and too proud to squabble. This made
her, it need scarcely be said, very provoking
to her stepmother, and aggravated any
original offence in the most insufferable way.
She stood quite silent now, waiting till she
should be dismissed. And to tell the truth,
Joyce, in the multitude of her thoughts, was
very sick of everything about her, and of the
friends for whom she was incurring reproof,
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and of the petty fault-finding which seemed
to surround her steps wherever she went.
Mrs. Hayward did not resume her lecture.
She sat down, slightly flushed and angry,
expectant to see what new visitor might
betray Joyce's inclination towards shabby
persons. ‘Mr. Andrew "Alliday,’ said Baker,
reading from the card. And then Joyce
uttered that cry—her hat fell out of her
hand upon the floor. She started violently,
gave a hurried glance round as if looking for
some way of escape, then turned a pale and
terrificd countenance towards the door.
‘Joyce I
The man was quite respectable ; his frock-
coat made him look like a Dissenting minister,
or perhaps a commercial traveller, or some-
thing of that kind. This was DMrs. Hay-
ward’s bewildered reflection. She sat and
looked on as if it had been a scene in a play.
‘Oh!" Joyce said, clasping her hands.
Then with a great effort she held out one
hesitatingly to the newcomer, and said,* An-
drew!” her voice dying away in her throat.
He seized her hand in both his. Though
he loved Joyce, and his heart bounded at
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the sight of her, he was also anxious to im-
press the pampered menial with a sense of
the hideous mistake he had made. <My
darling !’ he cried.

Baker did hear, and grew purple with
horror, and lingered about the door after he
had reluctantly closed it, to hear more if
possible.  But Joyce retreated before the
ardent advance of her lover. The light
began to fail in her eyes. She put up her
hands faintly to keep him back. <Oh,
Andrew! what has brought you here?’
she cried.

“Who is this—person ?" said Mrs. Hay-
ward, rising from her chair.

Andrew turned round upon her with a
smile. ‘Itisa long time since we have met,’
he said. *She is a little agitated. She was
always very shy.  Another man who did not
understand might think this was a cold re-
ception. But I know her better. You will
be Mrs. Hayward, ma'am, without doubt ?"

‘Yes, I am Mrs. Hayward; but what have
you to do with Joyce ? and how do you dare
to call Miss Hayward by her Christian
name ? ' cried the lady of the house.

VOL. III C
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Andrew smiled again—he was prepared
even for this emergency. My name,’ he
said, smiling with a complacency which
diffused itself all over him, and shone even
in the glister of his well-blacked boots,
*should be sufficient passport for me in this
house. But perhaps you did not properly
catch my name, for English servants clip the
consonants in a surprising manner. Allow
He had taken out the card-case,
that infallible mark of gentility, and here

me

handed her a card with an ease and grace to
which he felt no objection could be made.
Mrs. Hayward, confounded, read out aloud,
‘Mr. Andrew Halliday.” Underneath, in
very small letters, was written, ‘Sc/oolliouse,
Comely Green!

“You will at once perceive, ma’am,’ said
Andrew, ‘that if I ask to be left for a little
alone with Joyce, I am asking no more than
my right.’

“Alone with Joyce! You want—what do
you want?  ME to take myself out of your
way ! Oh, this is too much !I” Mrs. Hayward
cried.

‘It is not too much, madam, said
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Andrew, increasing in dignity, ‘if you con-
sider the circumstances. It is surely no
more than any man in my position has a
right to ask.’

* Joyce, who is this man ? Joyce, do you
hear that he wants to turn me out of my own
drawing-room ?  For goodness’ sake—— !
Oh, I must call Colonel Hayward.’

* That will be just in every sense the best
way. The Cornel knows me, and he will at
once understand,” said Andrew, with the
blandest self-possession. He opened the
door for Mrs. Hayward, which he knew was
the right thing to do; and it was sweet to
him to feel that he was acting as a gentleman
should from every point of view.

*Joyce!’ he cried—'my Joyce! now we
are really alone, though perhaps only for a
moment—one sweet look, my own dear!’

Joyce drew back from him, shrinking to
the very wall.  *Don't,) she said, “don’t!’
retreating before him.  Then, with some-
think of her old authority, ‘Sit down there ;
sit down and tell me, has anything happened?
What has brought you here ?’

*Oh, is that what 1s wrong ?’ he said.
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“I've frightened you, my dear one. No, no
—no reason to be frightened. They are all
well, and sent every message. Joyce, can
you ask why I came? Because I could do
without you no longer—because I was just
longing for a look, for a kind word——

“Sit down, she said in peremptory tones,
“sit down ! She herself kept standing, lean-
ing upon the glass door which led out to the
verandah, her slender figure standing dark
against the light. Her heart beat so, that
there was a thrill and tremble all over her,
visible against that background to which she
clung. But it gave her a little relief when
he obeyed her, and deposited himself upon
a chair.

‘1 am very sorry to have alarmed you, my
dear. I thought that when you heard my
name, your first thought would be for me.
It was not too much to expect, was it, after
being engaged—for more than a year 2’

“Andrew,” she said, with a shiver—
*Andrew.’

“What, my dearest? I know you're very
shy—very, very diffident—far more than you
ought to be. If ever girl should have a little
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assurance, a little confidence, surely it would
be you with me.’

He could not but be superior still—trying
to reassure her, to give her a little boldness,
smiling upon her in his most protecting,
encouraging way.

‘Andrew,” she said again. And then
Joyce’s courage failed her altogether. She
seized on any, the first expedient that
occurred to her to postpone all personal
questions. ‘ You are sure they are well,” she
said tremulously. * Granny—and my grand-
father—and all; and not missing me—not
too much—not breaking their hearts

* Breaking their hearts! But why should
they, poor old bodies >—the feelings get
blunted at that time of life. So long as they

have their porridge and their broth, and plenty
of good cakes—and a cup of tea. It is me
you should ask that question. Do you know
you have used me ill, Joyce? You have
written oftener to them than to me—though
it is me,’ Halliday said, ‘with whom you
have to spend your life—I] am not saying
at Comely Green. No doubt you've got
different notions in a house like this. It's
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always difficult to go back, and I would not
wish it—1I would not ask it. But in some
more refined, more cultivated place—in some
position like what we read of—like what able
men are securing every day——'  He rose
as he spoke, inspired by this conviction, and
approached her once more with outstretched
arms.

Mrs. Hayward could not find her husband
upstairs or down. He went to his library
invariably after his walk, but he was not there
to-day. He had not gone to his room up-
stairs. He was not among his flower-seeds
in the closet, where he had at the present
season a great deal to do, arranging and
naming these treasures. At last she met him
coming in, in his tranquil way, from the
garden, a pot of flowers in his hand.

‘Look at these begonias, my dear. Now
isn't it worth while to take a little trouble
when one gets a result like this? 1 am
carrying it in for your own little table.’

‘It is a fine time to talk of begonias,’ she
cried, pushing away the plant which he held
out to her. ‘Henry, for goodness’ sake
hurry into the drawing-room and put a stop
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to it at once! That man is there with
Joyce.

“That man!’" cried the Colonel, astounded.
‘What man? Bellendean ?’

“Oh, how can you talk! What objections
could there be to

Henry, wake yourself
the

man you would never tell me of—the school-

up, for goodness’ sake! It is the man

master—the Scotchman. Go, go! and put a
stop to it. I have been hunting for you high
and low. Who can tell what they are settling
all by themselves ?  Henry, I tell you go and
put a stop to it !’

The Colonel put down the pot upon the
hall table. He was quite bewildered. *The
Scotchman ?" he said: ‘the — the — school-
master ?—with Joyce ? 1 suppose, my dear,
it must be one of her old friends ?’

‘I suppose, my dear, it is the man you—
never told me of’ cried Mrs. Hayward
fiercely. ¢ The man she was to marry. Go,
I tell you, and put a stop to it, Henry !’

*1 put astop toit!" he said. The Colonel
grew red like a girl ——he grew pale —he
wrung his hands. * Elizabeth, my dear, you
know all about that better than I ever could
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do; you understand —such things. How
could I—put a stop to it?’ In his trouble he
paced up and down the hall, and knocked
against Baker, who was hanging about in
the hope of hearing something, and ordered
him off in a stentorian voice. *What are
you doing here, sir? Be off, sir, this
moment!" cried the Colonel.  Then he
added, apologetic yet angry, ‘ These servants
take a great deal upon them. VYou should
teach them their proper place.’

‘Henry," cried Mrs. Hayward, ‘it is not
like you to save yourself behind the servants.
You must come with me, at least. [ insist
upon it. What authority have I over her?
If T must interfere, it can only be as
representing you. They may have settled
everything by this time,” she cried, and
seized her husband’s arm. It was not to
support him, as he very well knew, but to
drag him to the sacrifice.

Andrew had risen : he had gone towards
his love, holding out his arms. His figure,
not graceful in itself, with the long frock-coat
coming down a little too low, and putting
him out of drawing, showed against the light;
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while Joyce, trembling, pressed against the
window, shrinking from his advance, seemed
to stand on the defensive, with a pale and
panic-stricken face. When the Colonel saw
this scene, he no longer needed any stimulant.
He dropped his wife's arm, and, stepping
forward quickly, put his hand upon the
intruder's shoulder. ' Hey, sir! don't you
see the young lady is afraid of you?" he
cried.

Andrew turned round at once with a quick
recovery, and instantly extended his hand.
He required not a moment to recover himself,
being primed and ready for whatever might
happen. *How do you do, Cornel?’ he
said; 'I'm extremely glad to see you. 1
as [ presume

was telling Mrs. Hayward
that lady is, though Joyce. being so shy, did
not introduce me, — I was telling her that
this happy meeting would be incomplete
without a sight of you.’

*What do you want here, sir ?’ cried the
Colonel. “What have you to do with my
daughter?’  Then Colonel Hayward's natural
courtesy checked him in spite of himself. ‘1
— 1 beg your pardon,’ he said, after a
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moment. ‘Perhaps I'm making a mistake,
—perhaps it's me you want, and not my
daughter. Joyce, no need to be frightened,
my love, when your father’s here.’

Andrew had not given way an inch. He
had no want of courage. He confronted the
angry warrior without flinching. ¢ What do
I want here, Cornel ?’ he said. ‘I see you
have forgotten me. I have just come to
see fer. Itis natural 1 should want to see
the young lady I am engaged to. You took
her away in such a hurry, I had no time to
make any arrangement. DBut nobody will
doubt my right to come and see her, I
suppose. Joyce, my dear one——'

‘Be silent, sir !’ the angry Colonel cried.

Andrew shrugged his shoulders. *Silent
or not, it makes little difference. Words
between you and me, Cornel, will change
nothing,” he said.

“Joyce,” cried the Colonel, with a gasp.
‘what does this fellow mean? You are
almost fainting with terror. Go away, and
leave me to deal with this man.’

“She'll not do that,” said Andrew calmly.

‘She'll not do that?  She shall do what I



XXXIV JOYCE 27

wish, sir, I can tell you, and nobody shall
interfere with her actions in her father’s
house.’

“She'll not do that, Cornel, for this good
reason, that Joyce will never give up her
word pledged and her promise given. If
you think so, it is clear you know very little
of Joyce, Colonel Hayward, though you are
her father,” Halliday said.

He did not look at Joyce to intimidate
her.  He held up his commonplace head:
and though he was of unimposing stature,
and his frock-coat was too long, the school-
master looked every inch a man. His
homely features grew dignified, his attitude
fine. The Colonel stared at him, silent, not
comprehending the transformation; while
Joyce, roused too by this subtle change in
the air, stood upright apart from the window
on which she had been leaning, and turned
to her father with a steadiness which was
given at once by the sudden stimulus and by
the rising despair.

‘Father,  she said, it is quite true. * I—did

not expect him—and it gave me a shock. I

thought perhaps—he might be bringing ill
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news. It is true,’ she said, after a pause;
‘1 am engaged—to Andrew Halliday. He
has a right to come—for me——" Her voice
stopped again. She stood quite still for a
moment, then flinging herself suddenly on
the Colonel's shoulder, * Oh, fatler/ FATHER !
she cried.

*What do you think of this, sir?’ cried
the Colonel, clasping her fast with one arm,
holding out the other with an oratorical
wave.

1 think just what she has said herself,
that she is excited and overdone. I am very
sorry [ did not write and tell her I was
coming. It would have saved her all this.
But her nerves were not in this agitated state
in the old days. I would like to know what
you have been doing to my betrothed
among you in England,’ the schoolmaster
said, ‘to make her like this.’

Colonel Hayward was too angry, too
much bewildered and agitated, to reply.
He took Joyce to the sofa, and made her sit
down. My dear child,” he said, *you must

not let yourself be intimidated,—you mustn't

give way. You may be sure you are quite



NXNXIV JOYCE 29

safe.  Nobody shall bully you or put forth a
false claim upon you here.’

Mrs. Hayward had not said a word all
this time, her husband having unexpectedly
risen to the height of the occasion. Eliza-
beth knew how to hold her tongue. DBut
she intervened now with calm authority.
‘We've no right to say it is a false claim,’
she said, ‘till we know more about it: but
you can see for yourself, Mr.—DMr. Halliday,
that she is not in a state now to have it
proved. Come back later; nothing can be
done now. Come back in the evening, and
my husband will see you finally.’

‘Finally " said Andrew. *You will see
me finally, ma'am, when I take away my wife
—but not till then. After that, you may be
sure [ will have little temptation to show
myself in this house.’

The schoolmaster was roused. All that
was best in him—his real love, his true inde-
pendence, his sense of manhood, all came to
his aid. He knew his rights and his power,
and that no father could crush a lover so
determined. DBut though he said these words
with genuine and indignant feeling, the utter-
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ance of them brought another side of the
question back to his mind. If it came to
that—yes: he was man enough to carry his
love away, herself alone, as he had wooed
her for herself alone. But nobody but he
knew how many glorious visions, how many
hopes, would be cut off if he shook the dust
from off his feet and resolved to cross that
threshold no more. He would not give
up Joyce, but he as good as gave up the
headmastership—that dream of glory. He
saw it melt away in the air, the baseless
fabric of a vision. He felt himself come
down, with a giddy sense of descent and
failure, and become once more Andrew Hal-
liday, schoolmaster, Comely Green. He had
even perhaps a little neglected Comely Green
for the sake of that too sweet, too tempting
illusion. And now he must resign all thought
of it, all hope. The renunciation thrilled
through all his nerves, as he stood there
facing the prejudiced and foolish people who
did not perceive what it was they were
throwing away. But even this did not shake
his faith in himself and his confidence in his
rigchts. He cast a glance which was full of
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compassion yet disapproval at the group on
the sofa. ‘I can see,’ he said, *that Joyce is
too much agitated to be responsible, and that
the Cornel is excited and unable to see the
rights of the situation. Therefore, ma’am, I
will take your advice. It is not the recep-
tion I had a right to expect; but neverthe-
less I have full faith in Joyce when she
comes to herself. 1 will withdraw till this
evening. Noceremony, I beg,’ cried Andrew
hurriedly. ‘I will ind my way out—there's
no need for any one to open the door.
Even in the midst of questions so much more
serious, he remembered that it would be
bitter indeed to show his discomfiture to the
pampered menial who had admitted him.
That at least he would not endure.

Mrs. Hayward followed him out of the
room, sparing him this indignity. Perhaps
the sight of Joyce leaning upon her father,
absorbing his every thought, was as little
agreeable to her as to Andrew. If Joyce
was in trouble, it was at least her own
making, whereas the innocent people whom
she dragged into it had done nothing to de-
serve it. Mrs. Hayward regarded Andrew
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with angry contempt, but she was not with-
out a certain fellow-feeling for him as a
sufferer from the same cause. His air of
terrible respectability, his coat, his hat, his
gloves, everything about him, were so many
additions to the sins of Joyce. And yet she
felt herself more or less, as against Joyce, on
Andrew’s side. She stood behind him while
he opened the door, grimly watching all his
imperfections. The back-door, she said to
herself, the servants’ hall, would have been
his right place. And yet, if the man spoke
the truth, he was quite a fit and proper match

for Joyce!



CHAPTER XXXV

Froy August to November the time had
gone very slowly and very hardly for Joyce.
After that glowing afternoon, when she had
heard from Norman Bellendean words which
she could never forget, not another sign or
token from him had reached her. It is not
an unprecedented thing that a gap like this
should happen in the midst of a love-tale.
A declaration interrupted, a question unan-
swered, may expose any pair of lovers to
such a blank. The man may be kept back
by many reasons; the woman on her side
cannot gather up the broken threads. Joyce,
above all, had no initiative to take. He had
said he would come back, but he had not
come back; and thus the story of her
awakened heart had seemed to close, as it
began, in agitation and shame. It had been
VOL. 1II D
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wrong to listen to him, wrong to allow the
thought of him to enter into her heart. She
had not intended it, she said to herself, as is
always said. The strong new tide which
she did not understand, the character of
which she had begun to suspect too late, had
carried her away. \What defence could she
have put up against it when she never sus-
pected it,—when it was to her a surprise most
painful, though so intoxicating ? Who is there
guilty of such infidelity, forsaking an old love
for a new, who cannot excuse herself in such
words? And of many such it is true, as
with Joyce, that the first love had been a
mere name, a something not understood, an
acquiescence—no more. If she had sinned
against Andrew in accepting the love which
was true enough on his side, without any
real response, it had been done without guile,
with no knowledge of any harm. Joyce had
been conscious that it was not the love of
which her beloved poets had sung; but how
could she tell? As there was no second
Shakespeare, so perhaps that love of the
poets had died away into something calm and
poor, like the dull prose of to-day ; and when
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the dulness about her had burst asunder like
a husk, and flowers had come forth, and a
blossoming and brightness indescribable, the
girl, bewildered, had tried to attribute that
illumination to other causes, to give it other
names.

The revelation, when it came, lasted but
for a moment. Before she had been able to
realise the sunshine that suddenly blazed
upon her life, there had as suddenly followed
a blank. The bewilderment and confusion
of all things, which had been great enough
before, were by this brought to a climax.
Norman's declaration or half-declaration com-
pleted the cutting off of her heart and exist-
ence from every ancient tie. She dared not
seek light in the chaos of her mind from
any one near her. She dared not betray
it to the tender ears of the old people
who would not understand, to whom she
could not say all. To whom could she say
all >~—to no one, no one on earth. She had
to fall back upon herself, a creature straying
about in worlds not realised. Andrew ap-
peared to her through the mists like the
vision of a nightmare, whose approach would
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be death. Never, even when no distraction
was in her mind, when he was the most near
and the most natural of all companions, had
she been able to tolerate the idea of a closer
union. She had vaguely looked for some-
thing to happen, to prevent any further
rapprochement. She had surrounded herself
with reasons why no further step should be
taken. But she had never felt as now the
horror of the bond which held her like iron—
which she had escaped from, yet from which
she never could escape. And, on the other
hand, scarcely less terrible was the brighter
vision which had burst upon her in one
dazzling, bewildering blaze—the revelation
which at first seemed to be that of Norman
Bellendean's love for her, but which soon
settled into a shameful, terrible consciousness
of her love for him. He had lighted up that
blaze, and then he had disappeared out of
her life, leaving her to contend alone with
this discovery and consciousness. He had
not asked for an answer from her—he had
only asked to come back. And he had not
come back ; he had disappeared as if he had
never existed, only leaving this revelation,
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this overturn of everything—the glory, the
horror, the shame,

Joyce, it is true, had been absent for
a great part of this blank period of dark-
ness through which no word or sign of life
had come. She had been taken away into
new scenes, into a new world, the novelty
and delight of which might have saved her
had she ever remained long enough in one
place to realise and understand it. But it
was only to her of all her party that Switzer-
land was a novelty. Her father and his wife
were accustomed to travel. They moved
from one tourist centre to another carrying
all their usual habits with them, possessing a
terrible monotony of acquaintance with every-
thing there was to do and to see.  DMrs. Hay-
ward took Mont Blanc as calmly as she did
the river of which she felt her own lawn and
trees to be one of the great charms. The
Colonel thought more of the occasional old
Indian comrade whom he would meet in one
of the big noisy hotels, than of all the mys-
teries of the Alps.

Joyce had therefore little aid in healing
her wounds herself, as she might have done,
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by that strong fascination of nature to which
her spirit was so open. The mountains were
not still to her, nor was there solitude to be
found in the wildest ravine. She was taken
there in the midst of a party which discussed
their usual concerns, and were intent upon
luncheon at the usual hour. The snowy
peaks only formed a new background for the
prattle of common life, for talk about St.
Augustine and the new parsonage. The new
world was to her like the old, only more be-
wildering—a phantasmagoria in which the
great and the petty were jumbled together,
—the great too cold and unfamiliar to reach
her soul, the petty like a babbling torrent
carrying her away. Oh for the crags of
Arthur's Seat and the sea coming in ayont
them! Oh for the quiet where thought is
possible!  But then with a shiver poor Joyce
felt that there was nothing for her but flight
from the dear familiar scenes, and from the
very stillness for which her heart craved.
For the one was full of conflicting passions
and the other of conflicting thoughts. Of all
places in the world, that place which, with
the obstinacy of the heart, she still called
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home was the most impossible to her. She
dared not even turn her face in that direc-
tion, lest the subdued struggle within her
might become a real conflict. For there was all
that she dreaded as well as all that she loved.

And even when the travelling was over
things did not mend. Summer was gone,
and all its events. She came back to a
blank, to the level of an existence no longer
new to her, but which she had never learned
to love. The sudden blaze of awakening, of
enlightenment, of delicht and misery, had
ceased as suddenly as it rose. She never
now heard Norman Bellendean’s name. He
did not come, he gave no sign: he might be
dead, or gone back to India, or in the farthest
part of the earth, for anything she knew. He
had disappeared as if he never had been, leav-
ing in her heart and mind only the miserable
consciousness that she loved him—oh, shame
to think of! She so proud in her reserve
and maidenly withdrawal! she affianced to
another man! she, Joyce, who had been so
proud! She felt herself, she who had been
a kind of princess in her own thoughts, re-
duced to the humble state of the Eastern
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handmaiden, waiting till perhaps some token
of favour might be shown to her,—some
word upon which she could build her hopes.
It is rare that any shame, real and deserved,
is felt with the same sting of suffering and
self-horror as attends the altogether fantastic
shame of a sensitive girl, when she finds that
she has given her love unsought. It was
torture and misery to Joyce. To allow to
herself that she was disappointed—that her
ear was always intent on every coming step,
her heart ready to beat loudly for every
sudden call, filled her with a bitterness of
humiliation such as crime itself would scarcely
bring. But nobody had any clue to these
thoughts. Her father saw nothing but that
his daughter became every day more delight-
ful to him, more indispensable. Mrs. Hay-
ward, with a faint disdain which it pleased
her to be able to entertain for her husband’s
daughter, concluded that Joyce, whom every-
body thought so clever, was in reality dull.
She had not shown any appreciation of
Switzerland.  She was a girl who might
know books, perhaps, but nothing else. She
had not cared for the mountains. [t was



XXXV JOYCE 41

impossible not to allow that Mrs. Hayward
was rather satisfied on the whole that this
should be. Perhaps only old Janet, with a
sore and sad heart, felt that something was
amiss. She did not know what it was that
was wanting, but something was wanting.
The letters which Peter found an inexhaust-
ible source of happiness were to her dark.
She could not see her child through them.
‘There is something the maitter,” Janet said
to herself. But nobody else divined, and to
no one did Joyce breathe a word.

It was in this condition that she had begun
the sunshiny, hazy, November day. It was
Friday, the Friday of the winter Preachings,
the Fast-day in Bellendean. She had re-
membered this when she set out with Colonel
Hayward for their morning walk, with a
tender thought of Janet in her great shawl,
and Peter in his Sunday clothes, sitting in
the kirk in rustic state and religious recueille-
ment.  And now the blank was broken, the
silence disturbed, but not as she thought.

My dear, don't you be afraid—I am here
to protect you, Joyce; your father is surely
good for that. This man can do nothing,
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nothing. Thank God that you don't love
him — that there is not #4at to struggle
against.’

‘Father, it is quite true. Oh, I haver
behaved badly—I am not fit to be among
honourable folk. I have not respected my
word.’

“Stuff and nonsense, my dear. What did
a girl like you know? He took advantage
of your ignorance. You could never have—
cared for that fellow, Joyce. The Colonel
himself blushed at the thought.

Joyce made no reply.

‘He took advantage of your inexperience
—he never could have been a match for you.
I remember—he was there that afternoon in
the cottage. He tried to thrust his claims
upon me, but Norman Bellendean took him
off me. Ah, Norman Bellendean!’

The Colonel broke off quickly. He was
not clear about it at all, but he remembered
that Elizabeth—that there was something
about Bellendean. He stopped confused;
and, with a sudden start, Joyce raised herself
from the sofa. He had brought her to life,
though he did not know it, by that violent
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stimulant. “I must not,’ she said, in a broken
voice, ‘go back from my word.’

‘I set you free from it,” said the Colonel.
“You were under age; you had no right to
bind yourself. I set you free from it.’

She shook her head at him with a wistful
smile. It was once thought a priest could
do that,’” she said.

‘I am not a priest, but I am your father,
Joyce. I set you free from it. It is in the
Bible—you know your Bible better than I
do. I set you free from it. You had no
right to bind yourself.’

She shook her head still. ‘I cannot get
any comfort out of that. I was a woman,
well knowing what I was doing.’

“My dear, you are not of age even now.’

“Oh, father,” she cried, ‘don't say anything
to me. [ cannot go back from my word.’

‘Joyce, I hear my wife coming back. 1
am not clever, I know. Elizabeth is the one
to tell us what to do. If she will only take
it up—if you will let her take it up.’

Joyce rose quickly to her feet. *Not now
—not now. I couldn’t speak to any one.
Father, you must let me settle it by myself.’
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“‘Joyce! Oh, have confidence in us both,
Joyce!”

Joyce escaped from his restraining hand
and imploring look. She hastened out of
one door while Mrs. Hayward entered by
the other, and, with her limbs trembling
under her, got to the refuge of her own room,
where at least there was no one to question
her, and tell her what she ought to do. She
was not capable of any more. She threw
herself down in a chair, and did not move for
hours, turning it over and over—helplessly
over and over in her mind. It was all she
could do. The scene through which she
had just passed repeated itself before her—
every word that had been said, every look.
When she was called to go downstairs for
lunch, she made excuses for herself she
knew not what, and sat there with a sort of
helpless craving only to be alone—to be
left to herself —through all the daylight
hours. It seemed to Joyce that everything
else had disappeared for ever, that every
vision of her soul was gone,—that Andrew
alone stood before her, the only stable and
stedfast thing. She saw him before her eyes
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all the time, with all his imperfections. There
had never been any glamour in her eyes to
blind her to these. His familiar aspect, with
which she had grown unfamiliar, came back
to her with all the force at once of recollec-
tion and of new discovery. He had come to
claim her, and he had a right to claim her;
and how could she resist that claim? He
had not hesitated, nor had he been cowed
even by her dread of him, by her father’s
vehemence. He had stood for his rights
like a man. A respect for the man at whom
she shuddered, whose approach was dreadful
to her, had come into Joyce’s mind: even
with strange inconsistency she was half proud
of him in his immovableness—in the resolution
and force he had shown. She tried to face
it all calmly, to contemplate her fate,—to ask
herself whether, perhaps, her old life, the
duties to which she had been born, were not
after all the best, the only existence for her ?
There would be plenty to do, there would
not be much time to think. The clamour of
the school, and all the old emulations, and
the ambitions which had once seemed enough
to fill any mind, would shut out all echoes
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and banish all ghosts. Only for a few
months had she been absent—not enough to
change her habits, to change the fashion of
her mind. Why should she resist and strive
against her fate ?

She tried to soothe and put away other
visions by that— the school, the children’s
looks of interest, the clinging of the girls
about her, the books in which she could
always escape from all that troubled her.
With her trembling hands clasped, with her
eyes in an abstract gaze, she saw all these
things again, and for a moment her heart
beat calm. But then once more, with a
sudden flash, with a start, with a cry of
horror, she recognised in front of all, him—
Andrew—as he had stood before her to-day,
as she remembered him, as he was and had
always been. Joyce sprang to her feet to
escape that steady, calm, immovable image.
She put her hands over her hot eyes, but
could not shut it out. She paced about her
room, but could not get beyond the place in
which he stood. He filled all the sphere
of her vision, as he would fill her whole life.
Oh, how to escape—how to escape! Oh for
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the wings of a dove!— but where to fly ?
She flung herself down on her knees by the
side of her bed. Sometimes in that attitude
merely there is a relief. She was not pray-
ing, but laying her heart with all its con-
fusions, its whirl of contradictory thoughts,
its wild longings for escape, open where God
could see it, calling wistfully His attention to
it as human creatures will, in human forget-
fulness that everywhere and in all attitudes
He sees, and does not neglect.

Later in the afternoon Joyce stole out to
seek counsel from the evening breeze and
the cold flow of the river. She was afraid
to go beyond the limits of the garden and
grounds lest she should meet him alone,
and forestall the decision of her fate. The
November evening was chill with cold dews
falling, the grass penetrated with wet, the
half - naked trees all heavy with moisture,
sprinkling cold showers over her when the
breeze moved them. She went down to the
river - edge, and looked out upon it in the
gray of the twilight, flowing, glistening, giving
back the little light there was. A boat was
drawn up here and there on the bank, but
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there was none on the stream, which, swollen
with early rains, and bearing on its dark
clear surface specks of the leaves that every
air swept off the overhanging trees, flowed
on through the darkness, a ceaseless way-
farer. The willows, still in ragged robes of
pale yellow, gave a faint light to the darkling
scene. Joyce leant over, almost feeling the
sweep of the stream, and there came upon
her a strong temptation to detach the boat
that lay within her reach, and trust herself
to the flowing water and the night. The
possibilities of that flight came before her
instantaneously like a picture. The stream
itself would carry her along; the movement
itself would soothe her troubled spirit. She
secemed to feel the rush of the water under
the bridge, to see the lights of the town
twinkling reflected on the water, the opening
of the dim evening skies beyond, the dark
shadows of barges and ships as the widening
stream flowed on. She saw in a moment all
the dark panorama float past her, the increas-
ing rush of the Thames, the sound of its
gurgle in her ears, the growing dangers of
the darkness, and the crowded ways. The
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little boat might go down under the bows
of some monster in the dark, and no one
ever know what young despairing heart was
in it. She saw, too, the dark mass heaving
up high above, the frail little vessel turning
over, the choking inky stream, and drew
back with a low cry of terror. It was indeed
a kind of despair which was closing round
her, but she wanted to escape and not to die
—not yet to die.

The shuddering of that sensation brought
her back slowly away from the dark fascina-
tion of the flowing water. She came back
picking her steps across the wet grass, chilled
by the damp and the dark, the cold rain-
drops suspended on the branches coming
down upon her in an icy shower as she
passed under the trees. The lights in the
windows, the warmth of the house, shone
through the twilight, attracting her, putting
forth a strong appeal. But what was warmth
and shelter to freedom, if she could but get
her freedom and escape from it all? Joyce
had got beyond all power of thinking. Her
mind saw pictures, visions of what might be,
as more reasonable people see the motives

VOL. III E
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and arguments which tell for or against every
course of action. As she turned her face
from the river and reached the gravel path,
there suddenly came before her a vision of a
still and quiet country road, such as she had
seen in her walks, leading far away into far
level distances, the long perspective of the
low-lying country. She bethought herself of
a dozen turns and byways, all leading into
the unknown. She saw them stretching for
miles and miles, leading the wayfarer far out
of sight of every one who knew her, and the
dark line of the hedgerows that would keep
her from straying, and the sleeping villages
she would pass through. There would be
no dangers in a country road, and she was
strong : she could go a long way without
requiring to pause. There would be ten
hours of darkness in which she could walk on.
She was not afraid of her strength failing.
And at the end surely there would be some
quiet place where nobody would ever think
of finding a strayed creature. It would
be like falling and disappearing through
Mirza’s bridge. Joyce stood still for a
moment, moved by a wild prick of that
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unreasoning impulse which was in her blood.
By the side of the house was a dim opening
which admitted to that world, strange, dark,
and cold, in which a poor girl could lose her-
self who had no true place, no natural nest in
the other. She paused for a moment, clasp-
ing her hands, appealing to she knew not
what—not God this time : there are moments
when the bewildered soul becomes pagan in
its broken faith—to something, she knew not
what, above, around.

The lamp had been lighted in the drawing-
room, but no curtains drawn or shutters
closed. Another picture, a real one, caught
her eyes there as she hesitated, standing on
the edge. She was close to the verandah
upon which the window opened, and she
heard the sound of the voices within, now
raised, now sinking low. The sudden spell
of a stronger interest seized upon Joyce.
She came forward a few steps at a time,
unwilling and yet eager, until she commanded
a full view of the party within. Her father
stood facing the window. He was talking
with much vehemence, referring occasionally
to his wife, who sat in her usual place, a very
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watchful spectator—now and then breaking
off with a flourish of his hand, as a man does
when he has said something unanswerable.
With his back towards the window, Andrew
sat squarely on a chair, his hat at his feet.
There came upon Joyce an impulse of painful
laughter in the midst of her misery. It
was a look, an attitude she knew so well—
ludicrously, horribly familiar in this crisis of
her fate, — for it was her fate, her life or
death, they were deciding, while he sat there
like a rock, unconvincible, immovable, as
he had sat through many a discussion that
mattered nothing. For who could ever con-
vince Andrew? She drew closer in the
sudden smart of the recollection, the keen
sense of incongruity, the reality of this scene
dispersing every vision. The living drama,
in which she was herself the chief figure,
had a stronger force than any imagination.
She went into the verandah, to the window
against which, on the other side, she had
leant in the morning. It was not fastened,
and yielded to her touch. They all turned
upon her at the sound of the faint cry she
gave.



CHAPTER XXXVI

Tue light dazzled her as she came into the
warm room, in the midst of this conference.
Colonel Hayward started forward to meet
her, and his wife rose from her chair. But
Andrew did not budge. In his world no
such respectful movement was thought of;
and in times of excitement he had not leisure
to think, nor note what others did.

‘ Joyce, why are you here?’ her father
said hastily.

‘ Joyce, you will come with me,” said Mrs.
Hayward. ‘Let the gentlemen settle this
matter. Come with me.’

‘Joyce,” said Andrew, ‘in justice to me
you will remain here.’

She stood looking from one to another
with eyes still wild with her secret dreams
and projects, which no one suspected, and
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the drops of cold dew glittering in her hair.
' Father,” she said, ‘you know I must stay.
[ cannot leave it to you, as if—as if—you had
known it all the time.’

* Joyce sees what is just,” said Andrew.
* There was neither father nor mother be-
tween us. She decided for herself, and she
will have to decide for herself again. Cornel,
leave her alone.” He spoke with great com-
posure, in his ordinary tone. ‘I will take no
answer from you, but I'll abide by what she
says.’

‘She is under age,’ said Colonel Hayward.
Sir, if you were a little better acquainted
with ordinary rules, you would know it is her
father only who has the right to reply to
you.’

*And how do you know, Cornel, that she
is under age? Were you there when she
was born? Were you near at hand to see
your child?  What do you know about her
more than any passer-by 7’

“Sir!” cried Colonel Hayward, stammer-
ing with indignation, ‘you presume upon the
shelter of my roof, and on being beneath—
beneath my notice.’
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“Not beneath being your son-in-law,
Andrew said.

‘Joyce,” said Mrs. Hayward angrily,
‘either put a stop to this at once, or come
with me and let your father settle it. You
make everything worse by being here.’

Joyce stood between them trembling, un-
able to command, as she had once so vainly
thought she could, the situation in which she
found herself.  Oh, how much easier to fly,
either by the dark river or the darker country!
‘I will respect my father, she said, *in every-
thing—in everything—but——'

The last word did not reach the Colonel’s
ear. He drew her hand within his arm.
* Thank you, my dear,” he said. ‘Then it is
all right.  Mr. Halliday, or whatever your
name is, there must be no more of this. 1
might lose my temper. I might forget that
you are under my roof. Don't you hear
what my daughter has said? In such a
matter a gentleman gives way at once. It's
no question of love.” He pressed Joyce's
trembling hand in his arm. *If you've any
regard for her, sir, or for your own character,
you'll go away and disturb her no more.’
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Andrew had risen slowly to his feet. He
came forward with his hand raised, as if he
were about to address a class. * Youll
observe,” he said, ‘that the circumstances
only, and not the persons, are changed. It
was a question of love six months ago. 1
was a man in a good position, my father very
respectable, a little money in the family.
And she was Joyce, a female teacher, with
nobody to stand for her but Peter Matheson,
a ploughman.’

‘You insult me, sir,” cried Colonel Hay-
ward—‘you insult my daughter!” He held
her hand close, pressing it in his to console
her. My poor Joyce, my poor child!’ he
exclaimed.

‘Nevertheless,” said Andrew, with com-
posure, ‘it is true. Joyce knows that it is
true. My mother, who expresses herself
strongly, put it in other words : it was said I
was throwing myself away. I did not think
so; but that being the case, Cornel, you need
not think I will be daunted because she is
your daughter, or any man’s daughter. She’s
Joyce—and engaged to me.’

‘Leave my house, sir,” cried the Colonel.
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‘You have insulted my child. For that there
is no excuse and no pardon. Leave my
house.’

‘ Father,” said Joyce, ‘it's no insult—it is
all true. I am always Joyce, whatever I
am besides. And when [ was poor, it was
thought a —credit to me. He should not
have said it, but it’s true. I never thought
of that, and he should not have said it: but
it's true. He held out his hand to me when
I was—Dbeneath him.’

‘Joyce!”

‘Yes, I see it all, though I did not think
of it then. Oh, excuse him! he does not
know a man should never say that! They
do it and think no harm where we come
from. We were common folk. He did me
honour, and am I to do him discredit? I
cannot, [ cannot. [ must keep to my word.’

“ Joyce, for heaven’s sake, don't act like a
mad woman! Come away with me and let
them settle it,” cried Mrs. Hayward, seizing
her arm on the other side.

‘Joyce behaves just as I should have
expected from her,” said Andrew, facing this
agitated group with his own supreme self-
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possession and calm. ‘I knew I could not
be deceived. 1 am willing to make every
allowance for your feelings, Cornel. You
naturally look for a richer man than me to
be your daughter’s husband. I respect even
the prejudices of a man like you. But there
is no real reason to be disturbed about that.
I am a young man. I have always been
successful, so far as has been in my power.
There is no need for me to remain in the
humble place I now fill.  With your interest
and my own merits——'

‘Good Lord!” the Colonel cried. He
dropped his daughter’s arm in his consterna-
tion, and stood with his lips apart, with a
stare of horror.

‘My own merits,” repeated Andrew, ‘I
think we might soon so modify the circum-
stances that you need object no longer. I am
not afraid of the circumstances,” he said, with
a smile of complacence. ‘You can tell your
father, Joyce, what testimonials——'

‘ Father, said Joyce eagerly, with a burning
blush, ‘he is to be excused. That is how
they think where — where we came from.
He is—not a gentleman : we were—common



XXXVI JOYCE 59

folk.  Father, he means it all right, though
he does not know. He's good, though—
though he speaks another language.” Her
own horror and dismay took the form of
apology. She was roused by her consterna-
tion into full and eager life.

“‘And you hold by this man, Joyce,
and you plead for him!" Colonel Hayward
cried.

‘You will understand, Cornel; said
Andrew, who had drawn himself up indig-
nantly, and sacrificed all the advantage of
his self-possession in sudden discomposure
and resentment, ‘that I ask nobody to plead for
me. Joyce has been carried away with trying
to please both parties. She is sacrificing me
to soothe you down. Women will do such
things ; they will not learn. But for my part,
I reject her excuses. I'll have no forbear-
ance on that score,’ cried Andrew, holding
up his head and throwing back his shoulders.
‘I stand upon my own merits, as between
man and man.’

Then the Joyce of other days found words
-—not the tremulous girl, all strange in
strange places, who was Colonel Hayward's
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daughter, but the swift-speaking, high-handed
Joyce, the possible princess, the lady born of
Janet’s cottage. “Oh,’ she cried, her words
pouring forth on a sudden passionate breath,
‘how dare you bring up your merits here,
and all your worldly thoughts! My old
grandfather was but a ploughman, but he
was a gentleman like my father. He would
have put you to the door if you had said all
that to him. And you stand before a man
that has fought, and has the Queen’s medals
on his breast — that has been wounded in
battle, and faced cannon and sword; and
before a lady that has no knowledge of the
ways of common folk; and before me, that
you said you loved; and you stand up and
tell them of the female teacher that you
held out your hand to, and of your merits,
that make you good enough for the best—
for Colonel Hayward’s daughter, that is d
great soldier, a great captain, far too noble
and great to put you to the door like
Peter Matheson. Oh, Andrew Halliday,
for shame, for shame!— you, after all the
books you have read, and all the fine words
you have said. I am ashamed myself," said
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Joyce, turning from him with a proud despair,
“for I thought that Shakespeare and all the
poets would make a gentleman even out of
the commonest clay.’

Andrew bore this without quailing, with a
smile on his face. When she stopped, he
drew a long breath, and turned with an
explanatory air to Colonel Hayward. ‘That
is just one of her old tirades,” he said.

The Colonel paid him no attention: he
put his arm round his daughter, as tremul-
ous as she was. ‘Joyce,” he said, faltering—
‘Joyce, my dear child, you see it all. You
see through him, and—and all of us. Thank
God that it’s all over now!”

Joyce drew back from him, trembling
with the reaction from her own excitement.
The flush that had given her a temporary
brilliancy and force faded away. ‘But yet
that alters nothing,” she said.

Mrs. Hayward put her hand upon the
girl’s arm with an impatient pressure. ‘Do
you mean that you are going to marry -
that man, Joyce?’

“ Mr. Halliday,” said the Colonel, ‘I hope,
after what my daughter has said, that you
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will see the inexpediency of—of continuing
this discussion. She has her ideas of honour,
which are a little overstrained—overstrained,
as is perhaps natural; but she sees all the

discrepancies—all the You know, you

must see that it's quite impossible. My
consent you will never get—never! and as
for Joyce, she will not—you can see by what
she has said—go against me.’

‘She will never go against her word.’

*Oh, this is endless!” the Colonel cried.
* We may go on contradicting each other till
doomsday. You understand that I will hear
no more, and that Joyce, as she has told
vou, will hear no more.’

“She may object to my manners, Cornel,
but she will keep her word to me, said
Andrew, regaining all the force of his con-
viction.  ‘But, as you say, it is little use
bandying words. 1 will withdraw. [ have
made a long journey for very little—not half
a dozen words by ourselves with the young
lady to whom I am engaged to be married.
But I will not keep up a needless discussion.
She understands me, and you understand.
[f you meet me in a friendly spirit, every-
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thing may yet be arranged for the best; if
not, she will be of age at least in a year, and
we will have no need of your consent.
Joyce,” he said, suddenly, making a quick
step towards her, seizing her hand, ‘I'll bid
you good-bye, my dearest. You'll mind
vour honour and duty to me. Rich or
poor, high or low, makes no difference.
You have my word, and 1 have vyours.
Have you any message for the old
folk.’

“Andrew !" she said, trembling. She had
shrunk back for the first moment, but now
held herself upright, very tremulous, leaving
her hand in his, with an evident great exer-
tion of her will. Her lips quivered, too, and
she said no more.

I understand,” he said, in a soothing tone,
putting his other hand for a moment over
hers. “Well, if that’s all, it will have to
do. Good-bye, Joyce—but not for long. 1
have learned the road to you, and it shall
not be untrodden. We'll meet soon—without
other eyes always on us. Good-bye. I put
my full trust in you. You will mind your
word and your duty, Joyce. Good evening,



64 JOYCE CHAP.

madam. Cornel, you will understand that we
are agreed, she and I’

‘I understand nothing of the sort, sir!
On the contrary, I forbid you my house, sir!
[ will give orders——

“ Good-bye, Cornel,” said Andrew, with a
smile. He gathered up his hat from the
floor, waved his hand with a general leave-
taking, and walked to the door. ‘You will
hear from me very soon, Joyce, my dear, he
said, looking round before he finally dis-
appeared. He went out, he felt, with all the
honours of war.

[t was very near the dinner hour, and
Baker was busy in the dining-room. Andrew
had to let himself out. He did so with a
reflection that to have been asked to stay to
dinner, as was his due, would have been much
more agreeable; yet with another reflection
following, that probably in this house they
went through the somewhat mysterious cere-
mony called dressing for dinner, and that he
had no means of altering his costume. The
odour that filled the house was very agree-
able ; and however unhappy or even tragical
this interview had been to the others, it was
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not so to Andrew. He had calculated upon
opposition. He had calculated, too, with
certainty upon Joyce's fidelity to her word.
There had been, it was true, that tirade—
which did not in the least surprise him—
which was quite natural, much more like the
Joyce he knew than was the dignified silent
young lady who had first appeared to him.
He could forgive her the tirade. Otherwise
he felt that he had lost nothing. He knew
exactly the position the parents would take
up, and he did not even despair that when
they fully saw the situation, they would be
moved to make the best of it, and that even
the headmastership might still be within
reach. He went out, carefully closing the
door behind him, a little disgusted about the
dinner, not discouraged about anything else,
and met at the gate, coming in, the lady who
had directed him, so clearly that he could not
miss it, to Colonel Hayward’s door. Therewas
alamp not farfrom thegate,andsomelight came
from the gaslight in the hall, which revealed
him to her before he could close the door.

“Oh!" she cried, in a breathless, rapid
way ; ‘so you found the place.’

VOL. 111 F
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‘Yes, madam, said Andrew, mindful of
his p’s and q's.  He felt that in addressing a
lady, especially one whom he did not know,
it was the safest course to err by a little
more, not less, respect. ‘Yes, thanks to
you.’

“And you found them—you found her?
It was Joyce you wanted, 1 feel sure.’

‘Yes, it was Joyce I wanted.’

*Oh! this is so interesting,” Mrs. Sitwell
cried—‘s0 interesting! I know her very
well, and I take the greatest interest in her.
You are—an old friend, I am sure ?’

‘Yes, an old friend—a very old friend,
said Andrew,—'a very warm friend; some-
thing—something more than a friend, if the
truth were known.’

“Oh!" cried the little lady, clasping her
hands together, ‘this is more interesting
than I can say. Let me go back with you a
little, Mr.—Mr.——

‘Halliday—my name is Halliday. She
has spoken of me, no doubt.’

‘I am so glad to make your acquaint-
ance, Mr. Halliday. I really must walk with
you a little way. I was going to see Joyce,
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but T am sure she has something else to
think of, and it is a little too late. By the
way, I suppose you are going back there to
dinner ?’

‘It is natural to think so,’ said Andrew,
with a grim little laugh, ‘but no.’

‘No?' cried Mrs. Sitwell. Her curiosity,
her interest in this drama, her determination
to know everything, rose to fever-heat. She
had taken him all in at the first glance, when
she had met him in the morning : his long—
too long—coat, his round hat, the colour of
his gloves. Her eyes danced with eagerness
and interest. She could scarcely contain
herself.

*No, he said; ‘I am not good enough
for Cornel Hayward’'s daughter. You may
be surprised—but, so far as lies with the old
people, I am sent away.’

‘Sent away!’ she repeated, with a little
shriek. (‘And not much wonder!" she said
to herself.) ‘You must not think it mere
curiosity,” she cried; ‘I am so interested in
dear Joyce. Ab, please tell me. I shall see
her to-morrow, and if I can be of any use,

or take her any message——'
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‘It is unnecessary, said Andrew, with a
wave of his hand. ‘I know Joyce, and she
understands me.’

‘T can’t tell you, said Mrs. Sitwell, “how
interesting all this is to me. Though I have
never seen you before, Mr. Halliday, T feel
that 1 know you through dear Joyce. I
wonder, as you are not dining at the Hay-
wards’, if you would come and take your
evening meal with my husband and me—
Rev. Austin Sitwell, St. Augustine’s. You
must have heard of my husband; he would
be charmed to make your acquaintance.
We don’t say we dine, you know; we are
quite poor people, and don't make any fuss;
but we will give you something to eat—and
true sympathy,’ cried the parson’s wife, with
a little friendly touch of her hand upon his
arm.

‘I am sure you are exceedingly kind,” said
Andrew. He was a little alarmed, if truth
must be told. Had it happened in London,
he would at once have understood that a
snare of some sort was being laid for him;
but as he was at some distance from LLondon,
he was only doubtful, slightly alarmed, and
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uneasy. e reflected, however, that he had
all his wits about him, and was not a man to
be led into a snare; and he did not know
(though he had heard of a place called the
Star and Garter) where to go for a dinner;
and he had great need of some one to speak
to—to open his heart to. And certainly she
had been going to Colonel Hayward's when
he met her, and knew Joyce, and therefore
was a person who could be trusted. He
thought, on the whole, he might venture to
accept the invitation, secure of being able to
take care of himself, whatever happened.
*You are exceedingly kind,” he said again ;
‘I should be very glad, ma'am, to make your
husband’s acquaintance. He will be of the
Established Church, no doubt? It would be
a pleasure to compare experience, especially
in the way of schools.’

“Have you to do with schools?’ she
asked.

Andrew turned in the lamplight to cast a
glance of inquiry at the ignorant little person
beside him. “Surely,” he said, in a tone of
suppressed surprise,—' what else? as my
poor Joyce was, too, before it all came out.
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You speak of poverty, which I don't doubt is
a figure of speech so far as you are con-
cerned—but Joyce was in a very humble
position, though always above it in her mind,
before the Cornel came.’

¢This is more interesting than ever,’ cried
the parson’s wife, clasping her hands.

‘My only trouble was that my family
were not very well content, constantly
throwing it in my teeth that I might
have done better, said Andrew:; ¢which
makes it the more wonderful,’ he added,
with a faint laugh, ‘to be put to the door as
it were, and told I am not good enough for
the Cornel's daughter! It is a turning of
the tables which I never looked to see.’

‘But nothing will shake Joyce— Joyce
will always be faithful,” Mrs. Sitwell cried.

“Oh yes, Joyce—Joyce has a high sense
of duty; and besides, she knows my position,
which an ignorant officer and his wife are not
likely to do. I am not afraid of Joyce, he
added, with sedate self-confidence. ‘She is a
good girl.  She knows what she owes to me.’

“This way, Mr. Halliday,” cried DMrs,
Sitwell.  “Ours is only a little place, but
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you will have a warm welcome. | must
hear all about you and Joyce.’

He was a stranger, and she took him in
—there could not have been a more
Christian act.  And such acts often have
their recompense here, without waiting for
that final reward which is promised. An-
drew became very watchful and suspicious
when he found himself face to face with a
clerical person in a coat much longer than
his own, and a costume which recalled in a
general way what he had heard of Jesuits—a
name of terror. He was much on his guard
for the first hour. But after supper Mrs.
Sitwell's magic began to tell.  Notwith-
standing his self-control, he could not but
be sore and injured, and to be able to speak
and unburden himself was a relief indescrib-
able.  He fell into the snare delicately
arranged around his feet.  Mrs. Sitwell's
keen little eyes danced with delight. She
wiped off a tiny fictitious tear when she had
drawn it all out, one detail after another.
‘1 shall go and see her to-morrow,” she cried.
] will give her a kiss and say, You dear

)

girl, now I know all



72 JOYCE cfiarp,

“It is all to her credit—nothing but to her
credit,” said Andrew.

The Rev. Austin had a meeting on his
hands, and had been obliged to go out,
leaving the new acquaintance to be dissected
at his wife’s pleasure. He was uneasy about
the adventure altogether. ‘A fellow like
that,” he cried,—* would you let him marry
one of your sisters, Dora ?’

“Yes, dear, if he were rich enough,’ cried
his wife. ‘ But to think what a romance it
has been all the time. How astonished
everybody will be. I am not going to
publish it abroad——'

*I hope not, I hope not, Dora.’

“But naturally I will tell the people who
are most interested in her,” Mrs. Sitwell
said.

Mrs. Sitwell took charge of Andrew as
if he had been a respectable tramp. She
procured him a lodging for the night, having
got every detaill out of him that it was
possible to gather. He had to leave early
the next morning, which was a relief; and
she could scarcely sleep all night for excite-
ment and satisfaction.  She felt like the
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finder of a treasure-—like a great inventor or
poet. To whom should she communicate
first this wonderful piece of news? It would
act as a stimulant in the dull season all over
the place. ‘Don't talk of it?’ she said to
her husband, who acted his usual part of wet
blanket to subdue her ardour; ‘oh no, not in
society generally—1I hope you know me better
than that, Austin. 1 will only tell a few of
her friends—her friends ought to know.
What a showing up it will be of those
Haywards! 1 never liked that woman. 1
see now why she has been so anxious to
keep everything quiet. No, I shall not talk
of it—except to Joyce's friends; for it is all
to Joyce's credit,—all, all!” Mrs. Sitwell

said.



CHAPTER XXXVII

“Canon, what does this story mean which I
meet wherever [ go? I heard it at the St
Clairs’ yesterday, but took no notice, and
to-day there's poor Lady Thompson burst-
ing and panting—what does it all mean ?’

‘I should be better able to answer if you
told me what it was.’

“That is just like a man, cried Mrs.
Jenkinson, ‘as if you did not know! When
any gossip is going it always gets here first
of all. I believe you have a telephone, or
whatever you call them. Is there anything in
it > What is the meaning of it? You have
always had a fancy for the girl, more than
I saw any reason for—but that's your way.’

‘The girl,” said the Canon. ‘I suppose
you mean old Hayward's girl.  Well, and
what do they say ?’
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‘I am very surprised that you should ask
me; and now | feel sure there must be some-
thing in it,” Mrs. Jenkinson cried.

“That she was a schoolmistress, or some-
thing of that sort? 1 always suspected as
much.  The mother was a governess—and if
Hayward left her, as he seems to have done,
with poor relations—and what then, my dear?’
said the Canon briskly. ‘Eh? that doesn’t
alter the fact that she's a very nice girl.’

“It alters the situation,’ said the Canon's
wife. *DMiss Beachey is a very nice girl;
but [ should not ask her to meet the St.
Clairs, for example, in my drawing-room.’

‘Empty-headed noodles,” said the Canon.
‘ Miss Beachey is worth the whole bundle of
them; but I hope you don't compare DMiss
Beachey with Joyce.’

If that were all!” said the lady, shaking
her head. ‘I hear now that's not half.
They say she’s nothing to the Haywards at
all—only a girl that took their fancy,
and that they took her out of her natural
position—-—"

*I'll swear she never took Mrs. Hayward's
fancy, Charlotte !”
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‘Well, well.  Mrs. Hayward is a woman
of sense; she knows it is vain to go against
a man when he has taken a notion in his
head. The Colonel saw her, it appears, and
thought her like his first wife.  These
romantic plans never succeed. It appears
she was engaged to a man in her own class,
and he has been here making a disturbance.
[ am very distressed for these poor people.
Well?  You know all about it, of course, a
great deal better than I do.’

*My dear, I think that notion of yours
about a telephone is quite just. Of course |
have heard it all—first, that she had been a
schoolmarm, as these troublesome Ameri-
cans say (we'll all find ourselves speaking
American one of these days), then a board
schoolmistress, additional horror! Yester-
day, however, nobody had any doubt she
was old Hayward's daughter. The other
thing has come up to-day. I don't believe
a word of it, if that's any satisfaction to
you.'

‘It 1s very little satisfaction to me, Canon,’
said Mrs. Jenkinson, shaking her head, ' for
[ know how you are swayed by your feelings.
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You like her, therefore nothing that tells
against her can be true. But unfortunately
[ can't give up my judgment in that way.’

“What has your judgment got to do with
it? That's a big thing to be put in move-
ment for such a small matter,” said the Canon,
pushing his chair from the table. The
rotundity of the vast black-silk waistcoat burst
forth from under that shadow with an impos-
ing air. He crossed one leg over the other,
filling half the vacant space with a neat foot
in a black gaiter and well-brushed shoe.

“I don't call it a small matter. I am very
surprised that you should think so. A Scotch
country girl, with a pupil-teacher’s training,
brought among us—presented to us all as a
yvoung lady !'

“Well, wasn't she a young lady? What
fault have you to find with her? She puts
me to my p's and q's, I can tell you, with
what you call her pupil-teacher's——" The
Canon changed his position impatiently,
bringing his other foot into that elevated
position. ‘It’s all a horrid nuisance!" he
cried. ‘I don't know when I've been more
vexed. Hayward's an old fool—I always
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knew it. I wish they had never settled
here.

‘I knew you'd think so, Canon,” Mrs.
Jenkinson cried.

“What was the good, if you knew I'd think
so, of aggravating everything ? I'll tell you
what it is,—it's those pernicious people at
St. Augustine’s. That woman mzust be in
mischief. I told you so. She can't keep
out of it. And to fall foul of the people who
have been her best friends! But for that
poor girl, whom she's fixing her fangs in,
neither old Sam nor I would have moved a
step. I've a great mind to go and stop the
building. It would serve them right.’

“1 don’t defend Dora Sitwell, Canon ; but
if there had been nothing wrong she could
not have made a story. It is the people who
shock all the instincts of society and break its
rules—as the Haywards have done——'

“Well, I said he was an old fool,” said the
Canon, getting up and marching about the
room, which shook and creaked under him—
the windows rattling, the boards bending.
‘I give him up to you—iflay him alive, if you
like—— Still, at the same time,” he added,
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stopping in front of her, with his long coat
swinging, and his thumbs in the armholes of
his waiscoat, ‘if a man should happen by any
misfortune to find his own child in an inferior
position—suppose she had been a housemaid
instead of a board schoolmistress—should he
have left her there? is that what you ladies
think the right thing to do? Respect the
delicate breeding of girls who have run about
town for two or three seasons, and don’t
bring the rustic Una here.’

* The Unal” said Mrs Jenkinson. ‘Canon,
when you are very excited, you always
become extravagant. Una was a princess,
not a schoolmistress. Oh yes, of course, it's
all one in a fairy tale; but a Una, with a
lover who comes and makes a disturb-
ance——! And besides, everybody says
she's not their daughter—only a country
girl to whom they took a fancy.’

* A strange fancy on the wife's part I

I do wish you would be reasonable. The
wife, of course, saw the difficulties, poor
woman! Very likely she disapproved of all
that romantic nonsense, adopting a stranger
—if it had been a child even! but a grown-
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up girl with a lover. It has not been for her
happiness either, poor thing. To have been
left in her own sphere, and married, as she
would naturally have done, would have been
far better. I am sorry for her, and I am
sorry for Mrs. Hayward. As for him, it is
all his fault, and I have no patience with
him,” cried Mrs. Jenkinson. ‘You are quite
right, Canon ; he is an old fool.’

“Suill, I don't see, if he had been Solomon,
how he was to have left the poor little girl
behind him when he had once found her.
Do you ?’

“Canon,” said Mrs. Jenkinson, with a
dignified look of reproach, ' I allow that you
may be a partisan; but don’t keep up that
transparent fiction with me.’

The Canon said, ‘By! in an access of
feeling, and with a fling which made the rectory
ring. It is not permitted to a Churchman to
swear : even By Jove! comes amiss with a
clerical coat and gaiters; but the use of that
innocent monosyllable can be forbidden to no
one—the wealthy English language would
fall to pieces without it. He said ‘By!’
making a fling round the room which caused
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every window in the old house to tremble,
and then he came to a sudden stop in front
of his wife, like a ship arrested in full sail.
*Fiction " he said; ‘the girl's the image of
her mother. My brother Jim was in Hay-
ward’s regiment. I remember the poor thing,
and the marriage, and all aboutit. Hayward
behaved like a fool in that business too—he’ll
probably wreck his daughter’s happiness now,
—but mind you, Charlotte, there’s no fiction
aboutit. You can say [ said so. I mean to
say so myself till I make the welkin ring—
whatever that may be,’ he added, with a
short laugh.

“Oh, you'll make the welkin ring, I don't
doubt, anyhow : but, of course, that's strong
evidence, Canon—if you stick to it.’

‘I'll stick to it Dr. Jenkinson said.
“Poor little girl! I knew she'd get into
trouble ; but, my dear, if 1 were you, I'd go
forth to all the tea-parties and sweep these
cobwebs away.’

* My dear, if I were you, I'd do it myself;
said the lady. ‘You had better go now,
while you are so hot, to Lady St. Clair’s.’

The Canon flung himself down in his

VOL. III G
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study chair, once more making the rectory
ring. He said something about tabbies and
old cats, which a clerical authority ought not
to have said, and then he informed his wife
that he was writing his sermon—the sermon
which she knew he had to preach before a
Diocesan Conference. ‘I felt very much in
the vein before you came in. I must try
to gather together my scattered ideas.’

‘You don't seem to have made much pro-
aress,” said Mrs. Jenkinson, looking severely
at a blank sheet of paper on the writing-
table. The Canon uttered a low chuckle of
conscious guilt, and drew it towards him.

“I'll tell you what—TI'll give them a good
rousing sermon on scandal and tea-parties.’

“Oh, tea-parties! your clubs and things
are worse than all the tea-parties in the
world,” said Mrs. Jenkinson, rising with
dignity. The rectory was an old house, and
very ready to creak and rattle ; but scarcely
a window moved in its frame, or a board
vibrated under her movements. The Canon'’s
lightest gesture, when he threw himself back
in his chair, or pulled it forward in the heat
of composition, made every timber thrill.
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Mrs. Jenkinson took her way with dainty
steps along the road, where there were
puddles, for it had been raining, to Lady St.
Clair's. Now that the days were closing in,
and winter approaching, the season of tea-
parties had set in. The gardens were all bare
and desolate, not as much as a belated red
geranium left in the beds. Everything
naked and sodden with autumn rains. DBut
in Lady St. Clair’s, who followed the fashion
even in flowers, there was a sort of super-
natural summer in the conservatory, a many-
coloured glow of chrysanthemums which lit
up one side of her drawing-room. The day
was mild, the fire was hot, and so was the tea;
and the crowd of people in the warm room
were hot too, in their unnecessary furs and
wrappings, and disposed to be sour and out
of temper. Lady Thompson had got a seat
near the fire; she had a cup of tea in her
hand ; she was being served with hot tea-
cake and muffins, and she wore a sealskin
cloak trimmed with deep borders of another
and still more costly fur. Her good-humoured
countenance was crimson, her breath came in
gasps. By her side sat Mrs. Sitwell, busy
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and eager. ‘Of course 1 was interested,’
said the parson’s wife. ‘A tale of true love.
We ought all to do what we can for them.
You, dear Lady Thompson, that have so
much influence——

‘I don't think, said Lady St. Clair, with
emphasis, ‘that anything of the kind should
be asked from us. We have been made to
receive a girl on false pretences, who should
never have been admitted among us. 1
always had a feeling about that girl. She
was so gaucie. One could see she had been
accustomed to 7o society. And my girls had
quite the same feeling. It was instinctive ;
one has a sort of creepy sensation just as
when one rubs against some one in a crowd
—some one who is not of one’s own class.’

‘I was always fond of ’er,’ said Lady
Thompson, in the middle of her muffin. 1
never 'ad no creepy feeling. If you ask my
opinion, she's a pretty dear.’

*Oh,’ said Mrs. Sitwell, clasping her hands
with enthusiasm, * everything, everything that
has come out has been favourable to Joyce !’

*Not to thrust herself into society on
false pretences,” said the eldest Miss St. Clair.
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‘I really know nothing of her. I have been
from home most of the summer ; but to push
her way among gentlepeople—a little school-
mistress! Why, Dolly and Daisy were very
nearly making a frzend of herl—a girl with
these antecedents !’

‘Itwas dreadful cheek, said Dolly aforesaid.

Miss Marsham, who had been pulling the
lace round her thin wrists into tatters, here
put forward a timid plea. <Oh, I am sure
there was no thrusting herself forward! If
there was anything, she was too shy—dear
Joyce! She always said it was the schools
she was interested in—from the first. Mrs.
Sitwell, you remember, in Wombwell’s field.’

“Oh,’ cried Mrs. Sitwell, ‘I never have
said anything but praise of her. I think it
is noble to work like that,—to exert yourself
for your people. Her poor old parents were
so poor, living in a wretched cottage upon
oatmeal and I don't know what messes, as the
Scotch do.  And she occupied herself to get
them a little comfort in their old days. It
was noble of her; everything is to Joyce's
credit—everything! Wild horses would not
have drawn it out of me but for that.’
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‘1 never 'ad no creepy feeling,’ said Lady
Thompson, pulling at the velvet strings of her
bonnet (which had been carefully pinned,
poor woman, by a careful maid). ‘She's
always been as nice as nice to me.’

“What seems very strange,’ said another
of the company, ‘is that the Bellendeans,
really nice people, who must have known all
about it, should have countenanced such an
imposition; and your little cousin, Lady St.
Clair.

“Oh, Greta’s a mere child,—and you know
the silly ways some girls have. They think
it's fine to take up people, and have a prosé-
g¢e out of their own class—bringing the rich

and poor together, don't you know—that’s

what they say.’

“They are so silly, all those revolutionary
ways !’

“And then Captain Bellendean, who
should have known better, dangling after
her everywhere—compromising the girl, I
always said.’

“Oh, we always knew, said Lady St.
Clair, with a smile, ‘that nothing would come
of that. A young man, of course, will take
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his amusement where he can find it—and if a
girl allows herself to be compromised it is her
own fault’

“The parents are most to blame, I think,’
another lady said.

“The parents!’ said Miss St. Clair, with
a laugh.

‘My dear Mrs. John—a mere matter of
adoption, and not a successful one. DNrs.
Hayward, I believe, never approved of it
It was all the Colonel's doing—a foolish
fancy about a resemblance.’

*And who was she, then, to begin with ?’

‘A toundling—picked up by the roadside
—adopted by some cottagers—the lowest of

the low.’
“Oh!" cried Miss Marsham, behind backs,
with a cry of pain. *Poor child, poor dear!

—1f it Is so, it's not her fault.’

Mrs. Sitwell had grown pale. She was
not done up in velvet strings like Lady
Thompson, who sat gasping, making vain
efforts to release herself, unable to speak.
‘I don't think it is so bad as that. I never
sald—I was never told—Only poor people,
that was all—poor village people—very re-
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spectable. And everything to Joyce’s credit,
or I never should have said a word.’

Mr. Sitwell and Mr. Bright had come in
from one of their many services in the pause
of awe which followed the severe statement
of Joyce's fabulous origin. ¢ Who was that ¢’
said the curate, in Miss Dolly’s ear.

“Oh, the girl at the Haywards'—don't
you know ?  You ought to know, for you saw
a great deal of her in the summer. You
ought to have found out all her secrets.’

‘1 never pry into a lady's secrets,” said the
curate.

‘Oh, don’t you just! DBut she turns out
to be nothing and nobody, though they took
her everywhere, Did you ever hear such
awful cheek ?’

‘I always tell you, Miss Dolly, human
nature is so depraved—except in some ex-
ceptional cases,” Mr. Bright said, with an
ingratiating smile, bending over the young
lady’s chair.

Mr. Sitwell asked the same question of
the elder circle, standing up in the severity
of his clerical coat amid the group of ladies.
Two or three people answered him at once.
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‘It is Joyce, Austin,’ his wife said, in a
faint voice.

‘It is Miss Hayward.’

‘It 1s,” said Lady St. Clair, emphatically,
“the young person—Colonel Hayward's gro-
tigde —whose appearance has always been
such a wonder to us.’

“Dora,” the parson said, in consternation,
‘you never told me this.’

“Oh no—oh no. I told Lady St. Clair
so. It was not half so much, not half so
much ! only that they were poor people, quite
respectable ; and that Colonel Hayward re-
cognised her directly. Didn’t I sayso? 1
never, never meant it to be understood

* Mrs. Sitwell evidently thinks—which is a
pity—that all my information on the subject
is derived from her,” Lady St. Clair said.
‘She forgets that my husband is Scotch, and
that we have many connections about the
country. The story is no novelty to me.’

Lady Thompson could bear her dreadful
position no longer. She stumbled from her
seat, a mass of hot furs, and thrust her teacup
into Mr. Sitwell's hand. ¢Then how was it
that Miss Dolly was nearly making a friend
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of ’er?’ she cried. ¢Oh, let me get away
from the fire l—there’s a dear !’

This cry of anguish took something from
the force of the strong point which the homely
lady had made. A little bustle ensued, and
general changing of places, in the midst of
which Mrs. Jenkinson came in, full of the im-
portant contribution which her husband had
made to the evidence on the subject. But
she found the conclave breaking up, and had
no opportunity of putting forth her testimony.
It was still discussed in corners. Mrs. Sit-
well, quite pale, and very eager and demon-
strative, stood under her husband's shadow,
who looked exceedingly severe and grave,
making explanations to two ladies aside ; and
Lady Thompson had been led into the con-
servatory to recover, where she had been
joined by Miss Marsham. These two poor
women were in a great state of emotion and
excitement. It was not tears, indeed, which
the soap-boiler's wife was wiping from her
crimson forehead. Yet she was all but cry-
ing, too.

‘I took a fancy to'er the first day. If she
ain't a lady, Miss Marsham, dear, I don’t
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know when I 'ave seen one,” Lady Thompson
said.

“Oh, poor dear! poor dear! If she has
made a sacrifice for the sake of her people,
who could blame her?’ the other gentle
creature cried, with sniffs and sobs. They
were the helpless ones who could not affect
society—even the suburban society which
was led by Lady St. Clair.

Lady Thompson had loosed her great
cloak : the coolness of the conservatory gave
her courage. ‘How can we help 'er?’ she
said. * Me and Sir Sam would do anything.
And I don't believe—not one word. Not
one word !’ she repeated with emphasis—‘as
them cats says. She was vulgar, it could
not be denied, but her heart was in the right
place.

Miss Marsham, poor lady, was not vulgar
at all.  She could not refuse to believe what
was told her, being incapable of understand-
ing how anybody could, as she said, ‘look
her in the face’ and tell a lie—a character-
istic which the school children and the people
in her district knew and worked pitilessly.
“Oh, poor dear! poor dear!’ she said, ‘I for
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one would never, never blame her. There is
nothing in the world so natural as to sacrifice
yourself, if it's to do anybody any good. I
understand her,” said the good woman. ‘I
am sure there's been nothing wrong in it
But, oh, I don't know in the least what to do.’

Lady St. Clair, however, was talking of
other things among her guests, who had
begun to disperse, and there was no oppor-
tunity for Mrs. Jenkinson. This roused that
lady to a wholesome sense of opposition, and
a growing determination to interfere.



CHAPTER XXXVIII

THE storm subsided which had raged around
Joyce for that long and miserable day.
When a few others had passed in their usual
calm, the Colonel, who had elaborately re-
frained from all allusion to what had occurred,
saying even from time to time, * We must not
speak of that,’ made up his mind with great
satisfaction that Joyce had dismissed it from
her mind. ‘She is so full of sense,” he said
to his wife; ‘she doesn't go fretting and
worrying about a thing as I do. When she
knows that there is nothing to be done, she
just puts it aside. I wish we were all as sen-
sible as Joyce.’

“Then take care you don’t remind her of
it,’ said Mrs. Hayward.

‘]-—remind her! \Why, I have said from
the first—We'll say nothing of that. Time
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will settle it. I have said it every day. And
you think [ would remind her!”

“Well, Henry, I would not say even that
if I were you. I have given Baker his orders
never to let that man in again. I hate to
take servants into my confidence, but still
—— Fortunately nobody has seen him or
knows anything about him,’ said the deceived
woman, with mistaken calm. She was not so
sure about Joyce's good sense as her hus-
band was; but even in the midst of her
annoyance a certain compassion for Joyce
had awakened in her mind. Poor thing! to
feel herself bound to such a man. “And we
are not done with him,” Mrs. Hayward said
to herself. She sighed for the calm of those
days when there were no complications—
when it was quite unnecessary to give Baker
any instructions as to who should be admitted
—when a disturbance and angry controversy
in her pretty drawing-room would have been
a thing inconceivable. She thought she
could decipher a trace of Andrew’s country
boots on the Persian rug, a delightful speci-
men, upon which (she had remarked at the
time) he had placed his chair. The Colonel
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in his anger had crushed up between his
hands a piece of fine embroidery, and ravelled
out some of the gold thread which formed
the exquisite pattern. In spite of these
things Mrs. Hayward, for the first time, was
sorry for Joyce. She felt with an impatient
vexation that if Captain Bellendean had but
‘spoken’ when she thought he did, all this
might have been avoided. There would no
doubt still have been a struggle. The school-
master would not have given in without a
figcht; but Mrs. Hayward knew human nature
well enough to be sure that with a man be-
hind her whom she loved, Joyce would have
felt her bond to the man whom she did not
love to be still more impossible. In such a
case fidelity was no longer a virtue but a
crime.

But Bellendean had gone, and had not
spoken.  Mrs. Hayward had been both
angry and disappointed by this failure. She
had blamed Joyce for 1t, and she had blamed
the Colonel for it. That a man should a/ffic/er
himself and then go away was a thing not to
be endured, according to her ideas. And
now she was really sorry for Joyce, in both
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these aspects of her case. If Joyce had but
known how much her stepmother divined, all
her troubles would have been increased ten-
fold. But fortunately she did not know,
although the additional kindness of Mrs.
Hayward's manner gave her now and then
a thrill of fear.

She was walking with her father in the
park one morning, not long after these
events. Winter was coming on with great
strides, and the leaves fell in showers before
every breath of wind. Some of the trees
were already bare.  Some stood up all
golden vyellow against the background of
bare boughs, lighting up the landscape.
The grass was all particoloured with the
sprinklings of the fallen leaves. Under the
hill the river flowed down the valley, coming
out of distances unseen. The Colonel and
his daughter paused at a favourite point of
theirs to look at the prospect. The wide
vault of firmament above and the great
breadth of air and space beyond were
always a refreshment and consolation. O
Thames! flow softly while T sing my song,’
Joyce said, under her breath.
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‘Eh ’~——what were you saying, Joyce ?’

‘ Nothing,” she said, with a smile ; *only a
line out of a poem.’

‘Ah! you know so much more about
books, my dear, than I have ever done.
You must get that turn in your education
early, or you never take it of yourself.
I have never asked you, Joyce, though
it has often been on the tip of my tongue,
How do you like the place, now you know
it > I hope you like your home.’

‘It is very—bonnie. I use that word,’
said Joyce, ‘because it means the most.
Pretty would be impertinent to the Thames

2

—and beautiful

‘Do you think beautiful ’s too much?
Well, my dear, tastes differ; but I never
saw anything that pleased me like the course
of the river and the splendid trees. You
should have lived in a hot climate to ap-
preciate fully English trees.’

“Oh, but I do,” cried Joyce. ‘They are
finer than we have—in Scotland,” she said,
after a pause. It had been on her lips to

say ‘at home.’
‘Much finer,’ said the Colonel, with

VOL. III H
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conviction; ‘but that is not exactly an
answer to my question. [ asked if you
liked it—as your home.’

Joyce raised her eyes to him, moist and
shining. < Father,” she said, ‘it is you who
are my home.’

“My love!’” the Colonel stammered and
faltered, in unexpected emotion. The water
came to his eyes and blotted out the land-
scape. ‘You make me very happy and very
proud, Joyce. This is more, much more
than I had any right to.” He took her hand
in his and drew it within his arm. ‘I have
wanted,” he said, ‘to surround you with
everything that your poor mother did not
have—to make you happy if 1 could, my
dear; but I scarcely expected such a return
as this. God bless you, Joyce! Still, said
the pertinacious inquirer, caressing the hand
upon his arm, *that’s not quite what I asked,
my dear.’

Joyce had twice avoided the direct
response he demanded. She paused before
she replied. ¢Some,’ she said, ‘father, are
happy enough never to need to think, or ask
such a question. [ wish I had been always
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where you were, and never to have had any
life but yours: or else——"Colonel Hay-
ward fortunately did not remark these two
syllables, which were very softly said, and
breathed off into a sigh.

‘My dear,” he said, ‘under the best of
circumstances that could never have been,
for you know the most of my life has been
spent in India. The worst of India is, that
parents must part with their children. We
should not really have known very much
more of each other if—if you had been born,
as you should have been, in your father’s
house.’

‘Then there is little harm done,’ said
Joyce, this time with a smile.

‘Not if you trust us fully, my dear, and
love your home. He patted her hand
again, then moved on unsatisfied. I think,
however, you are beginning to like the
people, and feel at home among them. And
they like you. I am sure they like you—
and admire you, Joyce, and feel that you are
—— There is Lady St. Clair, my dear, with
all her bevy of girls.  You will want to stop
and speak to them. My wife says they're
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the best people, but I'm not myself very

fond—— How do you do?’ cried the
Colonel cheerily, taking off his hat with a
flourish. ¢ Lovely morning! How do you
do ?’

The old soldier stood the image of good-
humour and cheerful courtesy, holding his
hat in his hand. There were so many ladies
to share his bow that it was longer than
usual, and gave the wind time to blow about
a little the close curly locks, touched with
gray, which covered the Colonel’s head with
all the vigour of youth. His countenance
beamed with kindness and that civility of
the heart which made the fact that he was
not himself very fond of this group inoper-
ative. But when Lady St. Clair, picking her
steps to the other side of the road, delivered
in return the most chilling of faint bows,
while her daughters hurried like a flock of
birds across the park to avoid the encounter,
Colonel Hayward stood dumb with con-
sternation in the middle of the path. His
under lip dropped in his astonishment; he
forgot to put on his hat. He turned to
Joyce, holding it in his hand, with dismay in
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his face. ¢“What—what,” he cried, ‘is the
meaning of that?’

‘Indeed I don’t know,” said Joyce. She
was not aroused to the importance of the
action. Unfortunately she did not care, nor
did it seem to her that so slight a matter was
worth noticing. ‘They were perhaps in a
hurry,’ she said.

“In a hurry! They meant to avoid us.
They would rather not have seen us. What
does it mean, Joyce? They consulted
together, and the girls rushed off, and
their mother— 1 am utterly astounded,
Joyce.’

‘But,” said Joyce, very calmly, ‘if they
did not wish to speak to us, why should
they ? I do not think I care.’

The Colonel put on his hat. He had
grown a little pale. ¢ Elizabeth will not like
it,” he said. ‘She will not like it at all
For a long time she would not go into so-
ciety, because of——  But now that she does
she likes to know all the best people. I
am not myself fond of those St. Clairs. But
any unpleasantness, I am sure, would make
her unhappy. Can I have done anything, I
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wonder ? I am a blundering old fellow,—I
may have neglected some etiquette——"

“ Perhaps it would be better to say nothing
about it,’ said Joyce.

‘Much better ! ' cried the Colonel.
“That’s the right way—take no notice. I
am glad you are of that opinion. But I'm
very bad at keeping a secret, Joyce. Prob-
ably I'll blurt it out.’

*No, father. 1 will look at you when I
see you approaching the subject,” said Joyce.
She was quite unconscious of any seriousness
in the matter. Lady St. Clair and her girls
seemed incapable of any influence on her
fate. She even laughed, looking up at him
with a lightness quite unusual to her. ‘It
will be a little secret between us,” she said.

“So it will,” said the Colonel, brightening ;
‘but you must keep your eyes upon me,
Joyce. 1 never could keep a thing to my-
self in my life, particularly from Elizabeth.
But this cannot be of any importance after
all, can it? No, [ don't think it can be of
any importance. Lady St. Clair may be
vexed with me perhaps for the moment. 1|
may have done some silly thing or other. I
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would not for the world have a secret from
Elizabeth—but such a trifle as this.’

‘It cannot be of the least importance,
said Joyce. She was more confident of
being right than he had ever known her
before.

*Well, my dear: but you must keep
your eyes upon me, Colonel Hayward
said.

He came back to the subject several
times as they went on, and worked out the
shock, so that by the time they reached
home, he himself had come to regard Lady
St. Clair's incivility as a matter of little
importance. ¢ Perhaps she had something
on her mind, my dear; their eldest boy, I
believe, gives them a great deal of trouble.
And I know they are not rich—and with
that large family. People are not always in
the mood for a conversation on the roadside.
You are quite right, Joyce. 1 daresay it
meant just nothing at all but the humour
of the moment. It will be a lttle secret
between you and me—but you must keep
your eyes upon me. Give a little cough, or
put your hand up to your brooch, or some
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sign I shall know—for I am an old goose, I
know it: I can keep nothing to myself.
When they reached home, however, the
incident and the secret were both forgotten
in the surprise which awaited them. They
found Mrs. Hayward in the drawing-room
entertaining Mrs. Bellendean. Joyce, though
she had always been more shy of her dear
lady since she had discovered how much
Mrs. Bellendean's behaviour to herself was
influenced by her change of circumstances,
was startled out of all her preventions by
this unexpected visit. But the sight of the
woman to whom she had looked up with
such sincere reverence, and admired before
everybody in the world, was not now to her
so simple a matter as it had once been:
after the first burst of pleasure it was 1m-
possible to forget how closely associated she
was both with the old life and the new.
And Mrs. Bellendean herself was changed.
There were lines of anxiety and care in her
face. She was no longer the calm queen in
her own circle, the centre of pleasure and
promotion she had once appeared to Joyce.
The peace of the old life was gone from her,
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and something of its largeness and dignity.
She talked of her present plans and purposes
in such a way that Joyce, though little ac-
customed to the subtleties of conventional
life, slowly came to perceive that the object
of Mrs. Bellendean’s visit was not that which
it professed to be. She explained to them
that she was about to leave England with
her husband for Italy, and that she had come
to take leave of her friends—but this was
not all. Joyce’s training in the network of
motives which lie under the surface was very
imperfect. She wondered, without at all
divining, what the other object was.

* Things have changed very much since
Belleandean ceased to be our headquarters,’
she said, with a smile which was not a very
cheerful one. *You remember how much I
threw myself into it, Joyce. After having
nothing particular to do, to come into that
full life with so many things to look after was
delightful to me. But my husband never
liked it she added quickly. “He dislikes
the worry and the responsibility. He thinks
it worry : you know I never did.’

*My friend Norman,” said the Colonel,
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*will be lost without you. It must have been
such a thing for him.’

“Oh, Norman has been very good,” Lines
came out on Mrs. Bellendean’s brow which
had not been there before. ‘You saw some-
thing of him during the summer?’

‘Something—oh, a great deal! We got
quite used to see him appearing in his flannels.
Fine exercise for a young fellow : It helped
him to support London,” said the guileless
Colonel. ‘I think he found us very handy here’

<Old fellows, I suspect, think more of
exercise than young fellows, said Mrs. Hay-
ward : ‘and London is very supportable in
Captain Bellendean's circumstances—but we
did see a little of him from time to time.’

Joyce said nothing at all. She kept a
little behind, away from Mrs. Bellendean's
anxious eyes. She could not prevent the
colour from deepening in her face, or her
heart from beating high and loud in her
breast—so loud that she felt it must be heard
by others as well as herself, the most distinct
sound in the room.

“ He has not been here very lately, I sup-
pose?’ Mrs. Bellendean said.
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*Oh no, not since August—when he came
to bid us good-bye.’

*As I am doing now,’ said Mrs. Bellen-
dean. She could not see Joyce, who was
behind her, but she was noting, with the
intensest observation, every movement and
word. She was on a voyage of discovery,
not quite knowing what she expected, almost
too eager to distinguish what she imagined
from what she saw.

‘Shooting, I suppose,” said the Colonel.
‘I hope he has had good sport. There was
some talk of his coming back, but I never
expected him for my part, until the moors
began to pall ; and that doesn’t happen soon,
your first year at home. You preserved, of
course, at Bellendean.’

‘There are always plenty of partridges—
nothing more exciting. He has been up in
the Highlands, coming and going. 1 think
he has thoroughly enjoyed himself—as you
say, the first year at home.’

These words were all very simple and
natural ; but there was a little emphasis here
and there, which betrayed a meaning more
than met the ear. Joyce felt them fall upon
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her heart like so many stones, thrown singly,
resolutely, with intention. It had never oc-
curred to her before that any one could wish
to give her pain: and that her own lady
should do it—her model of all that was great-
est and sweetest! The cruel boys throw
stones at wounded, helpless things. She
remembered suddenly, with that quickness
of imagination which enhances every impres-
sion, a scene which detached itself from the
past—a boy in the village aiming steadily at a
lame dog, and how she had flung herself upon
him in a blaze of indignation, to his supreme
astonishment. \Why this should come into
her head she could not tell. The dog could
velp at least, but Joyce could not cry out.
[t seemed to her that it was Mrs. Bellendean,
in her mature, middle-aged beauty, tall, digni-
fied, and serene, who stood and took aim.
[t was all new to Joyce—the covert blow,
the deliberate intention, the strong necessity
of keeping still, uttering no sound, giving no
look even of consciousness. Nothing in her
past experience had prepared her for this.

‘I have more sympathy with your plans
than with Captain Bellendean’s amusements,’
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said Mrs. Hayward. ‘Sport’s monotonous,
at least to women who only look on.  But to
get away for the winter is always delightful.
Oh, not to you, Henry, I know! You like
your walks. And he tells me it is so Eng-
lish, so like home. Very English indeed, and
pleasant, for girls who skate, and all that;
but when one begins to get old and go about
in a shawll’

“ I would willingly compound for the shawl,’
said the visitor. ‘It is cold enough at Bel-
lendean ; but there one had both duties and
pleasures. 1 hate to be one of a useless
crowd, drifting about pleasure-places. \When
it's health it is dismal enough; but at least
there is some meaning in that.’

“Oh, there is a great deal of meaning in
being warm,” cried Mrs. Hayward, with a
little shiver, *in seeing sunshine and the blue
sky instead of universal grayness and fogs.
The Colonel takes a pleasure in it, even in
east wind ; but so do not .’

“My dear,” cried Colonel Hayward
anxiously, “if you really do feel so strongly
about it, you don't think that I would ever
object? I like my own country, I confess;
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and to understand what everybody’s saying—
but if you feel the cold so much——

It was not much wonder that he should not
understand ; but Joyce, for whom the thing
was done, knew almost as little as he did that
this diversion was for her benefit. A half-
forlorn wonder arose in her mind that so
much useless, aimless talk should mingle with
the torture through which she was going.
Better that the stones should all be thrown,
and the victim left in peace. But this was
not how it was to be. The gong sounded,
beaten by Baker's powerful hand, and the
little procession went in to luncheon. Joyce
had to expose her face, with all its clouds,
the burning red which she felt on her cheek,
the heavy shadow about her eyes, to the full
daylight and Mrs. Bellendean’s searching
gaze. Nobody could help her now.



CHAPTER XXXIX

‘At last I can get a word with yourself,
Joyce !’

Mrs. Bellendean led her out under the
verandah to the garden path beyond with an
anxlety and eagerness which startled Joyce.
She half enveloped the girl in the warmth of
her cloak and of the caressing arm which
held hers. It was a caressing hold, but very
firm, not leaving any possibility of escape.
More than an hour had passed slowly in the
usual vague interchanges of drawing-room
conversation, when there is nothing particular
to talk about on either side; but the visitor
had said nothing about going—had not even
mentioned, as such visitors are bound to do,
the train by which she intended to leave.
She had kept a furtive watch upon Joyce,
following all her movements, but she had not
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transgressed against decorum and domestic
rule by asking to speak with her alone.
Accident, however, had done what Mrs.
Bellendean did not venture to do. Mrs.
Hayward had been called away for some
domestic consultation, the Colonel had gone
out, and Joyce was left with her visitor
alone.

“Are you afraid of the cold >—but it isn’t
cold—and I do want to say a dozen words,
where no one can possibly hear. Joyce, my
dear girl, do let me speak to you while there
is time. Joyce—I don't know how to open
the subject—I would not venture if I were
less anxious.  Joyce, you heard what I was
saying about Norman, my stepson ?

‘Yes." Joyce did not look up, nor did she
feel herself able to say more.

‘You used to be—devoted to me, Joyce;
as I always was very fond of you. A little
cloud has come between us somehow—1I can't
tell how—Dbut it has made no difference to my
feelings.”  Mrs. Bellendean was a little short
of breath.  She paused, pressing Joyce's arm
with hers, leaning over her, with anxious
cyes upon her face. But something pre-
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vented Joyce from making any response—
that cloud was still between them, whatever
it was.

“You know very well the interest I have
always taken in you from the very beginning,

before any one suspected—— And Greta
Greta was always fond of you. You have
not met much lately.’

‘No.” Nothing would come but mono-
syllables.

‘I want to speak to you of Greta, Joyce.
She is younger than you are, though you are
young enough. She has never been crossed
or disappointed in her life. [ can’t think of
that for her without a shudder. She would
die. It would break her heart.’

“What ?’ said Joyce.

“Joyce, I am going to take you into our
confidence—to tell you our secret; you will
never betray us.  If things should happen so
that what we wish never came to pass, you
would not betray us 2’

For the first time Joyce raised her eyes to
Mrs. Bellendean’s face.

‘I know—I know—1I never doubted for a
moment. It will rest with you to decide.

VOL. III I
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Joyce, you have got Greta’s life in your
hands.’

1! in my hands.” She looked up again
into the face which was bending so closely
with such an anxious look over hers. The
lace of Mrs. Bellendean's veil swept her
forehead. The breath, which came so quick,
breathed upon her cheek.

“Joyce,’ said the lady again, * I know that
it was not a little that you saw Norman. |
know that he was here day after day. |
know that he was—in love with you.’

Joyce detached herself suddenly from that
close enlacement. She drew her arm away,
shook off the draperies which half enveloped
her. I do not think you have any right—to
say that to me,” she said.

“If T did not know it to be true—and you
know it's true. He came here day after day
till he imagined—he was in love with you.
And then he came to Bellendean. All this
time he has been seeing Greta every day.
He has made her believe that it is she whom
he loves.’ '

The heart of Joyce gave one bound as if
it would have burst out of her breast.
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“And she believes it,’ said Mrs. Bellen-
dean. ‘She is a tender little flower ; she has
never been crossed in her life. She believes

that it is she whom he loves—and she loves
him.’

There was a momentary silence, complete
and terrible. A little gust of wind burst
forth suddenly, and sent a small shower of
leaves at their feet. They both started, as
if these had been the footsteps of some
intruder.

‘It has always been our desire:’—the
visitor began again in a low voice, as if she
were afraid of being overheard—‘everybody
has wished and expected it. They suit each
other in every way. She has been brought
up for him. She has always thought of
Norman all her life. Poor little Greta! she
is so young—not strong either; her mother
died quite young. And she doesn’t know
what disappointment is. We are all to
blame ; we have petted her and made her
think there was nothing but happiness before
her. And she was always fond of you, Joyce.
You, too’'—Mrs. Bellendean added, after a
pause—* you were devoted to her.’
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Joyce’s voice sounded harsh and hoarse.
After the silence it came out quite suddenly,
all the music and softness gone out of it:
‘What have I to do with all this? What has
it to say to me ?’

“Joyce! do you think I would come to you
without strong reason—betraying Greta ?’

“This has nothing to do with me,’ said
Joyce again.

It has everything to do with you. So
long as he has been at home all has been
well.  He has seen her every day. He has
got to appreciate her, and to see that she is
the right wife for him, his own class, his own
kind, fit to take her place in the county, and
help him to his right position. DBut he is
coming up to town. He will be coming
here,” and Mrs. Bellendean, putting her hand
again upon the girl's arm. *Oh, Joyce,
Joyce——

“1 have nothing to do with 1t said
Joyce. * What
do ?’

‘He——can be nothing to you,” said the

what do you think [ can

visitor tremulously. ‘You—you're engaged
already. You've given your word to a—good
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respectable man.  Norman is only a stranger
to you.’

Joyce did not reply. She drew herself
away a little, but could not escape the pres-
sure of that eager, persuasive hand.

‘I understand it all,” said Mrs. Bellen-
dean. ‘“Heis not clever, but he has the man-
ners of a man that knows the world, and he
has been very much struck with you. And
you have been—flattered. You have liked
to have him come, even though he could
never be anything to you.’

She had got Joyce's arm again in her close
clasp, and she felt the strong pulsations, the
resistance, the movements of agitation, which,
with all her power of self-control, the girl
could not restrain.

“Oh, think, Joyce, before it goes any
further! \Vill you for simple vanity—or like
one of the flirts that would have every one
at their feet—will you break Greta's heart,
and make a desert of both their lives 2 All

for what—for a brag,—for a little pleasure to

your pride,—for it can be nothing else, seeing
you're engaged to another man ?’
The woman was cruel, remorseless,—for



118 JOYCE CHAP.

she felt Joyce’s arm vibrate in her clasp,
which she could not loosen,—and thus
commanded her secrets, and forced her to
betray herself. The girl felt herself driven
to bay.

‘I don't understand—the things you say,’
she answered slowly at last. *You speak as
if T had a power—a power—that I know
nothing about. And oh, you're cruel, cruel!
to put all that in my mind. \What—do you
think I can do ?’

“Oh, Joyce, I knew you would never fail
me. You have such a generous heart. Let
him see, only let him see, that between him
and you there can be nothing. He will
accept it quickly enough. A man's pride is
soon up in arms. It has only been a passing
fancy, and he will soon see that everything is
against it; while everything is in favour of
the other. If you will only be firm, and let
him see——oh, Joyce, you who are so clever !
dear Joyce!”

Joyce's heart swelled almost to bursting.
*You call me clever, and dear.’ she cried :
“and you tell me I must save Greta’s heart
from breaking ; but what if 1 were to break
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mine,—and what if ] were to hurt his,—and
what if I were to make three miserable in-
stead of one? You never think of that.’

“No,” cried Mrs. Bellendean, with a tone
of indignation; ‘because I would never do
you that wrong, Joyce,—you that are honour
itself and the soul of truth,—to believe that
you had even a thought of Norman, being
engaged to another man.’

Joyce shrank as if she had received a
blow. ¢Oh, she cried, in a broken voice,
“you never ceased to say that I had done
wrong—that it was not a fit thing for me—
that I would change, that I would find it not
possible to keep my word. You said so—
not [

“My dear! my dear!" cried Mrs. Bellen-
dean.

“No. said Joyce, ‘don’'t call me so. I am
not dear any more. You know that there
was a time when Joyce would do what you
said, if it was small or great, if it was to give
you a flower or to give you her heart; and
then you changed, and that ceased to be;
and we got all wrong because I was Colonel
Hayward’s daughter. And now you come
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and put me back again in my old place, but
far, far lower—the girl engaged to Andrew
Halliday, whom you never could bear to hear
of—and bid me do what may be, perhaps,
for all you know, a heartbreak to me
“No, Joyce—no, dear Joyce !’
“For what?’ she said sadly—¢that you
may call me #Zat—you that raised me up to
your arms, for being not myself but my
father’s daughter—and now drop me down,
down again, for fear I should come in your
way. And why should I break my heart
more than Greta? why should I be disap-

pointed and not she ? why should T give up
my hope to save her—if it was so ?’

‘But, Joyce, Joyce l—it is not so !’

Joyce made no reply.

The two figures moved on together slowly
in silence, with the autumn leaves dropping
over them, and the afternoon growing gray.
Mrs. Bellendean felt upon her arm the strong
beating of the girl's heart, and the tremor
that went through her; and her own heart
smote her for what she was doing: but not
for so little as that did she give up the work
which was already more than half done. She
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followed all the movements of the girl's mind
with an extraordinary sympathy, even while
she set herself to the task of overcoming
them; for she was not the less fond of Joyce,
and scarcely felt with her less, for this deter-
mination to subdue her. She was conscious
of the commotion, the revolt, the sense of
personal wrong, yet underneath all the strong
fidelity and loyalty of the spirit over which
she was exercising a tyrannical power. She
let her own influence work in the silence,
without saying a word, with an assurance of
victory. The only thing that lessened the
cruelty of the undertaking was that she did
not really know whether Joyce's heart was
or was not engaged-—even now she could not
fathom that
self that the girl’s protest was one of indigna-
tion only, not of outraged love ; and that the

but was able to persuade her-

sacrifice, if she made it, would only be a sac-
rifice of her pleasure in a conquest and of her
vanity, not of any real happiness or hope.
Mrs. Bellendean’s confidence was justified.
After a minute or two, which had seemed
hours, Joyce spoke again. ‘There is no
need to tell you,” she said, very low, so that
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the lady had to stoop to hear her—for Joyce's
head was bent, and her voice scarcely audible,
—~¢there is no need to tell you—that as far
as in me lies I will do what you say.’

“My dearest, kind girl—my own Joyce!’

“No,” she said, with a shudder, drawing
away her arm, ‘not that—never that. It is
all changed and different, Mrs. Bellendean.
I am not even Joyce, your schoolmistress,
that was so proud to please you; but in
another parish, with another name—as you
think best for me.’

“Oh, Joyce, said Mrs. Bellendean, with
real pain, ‘don’t say that! [ only think so
because you yourself thought so; and with
your father’s help and that of your friends, it
need not be another parish, nor any parish.
He is a most respectable, clever man. We
will find him something far better, something
more worthy of you.

Joyce said nothing more. She turned
round and led the way back to the house,
keeping apart from her companion, walking
with a new-born dignity and pride. There
was not another word said as they returned
to the verandah, from which Mrs. Hayward
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was looking out, looking for them. She had
a shawl wrapped close round her, yet shivered
a little in the early falling twilight. ‘You
will both get your death of cold,” she cried.
‘Come in, come in, and have some tea.
Joyce, you really carry rashness too far: you
must be chilled to death.’

‘1 am afraid it is my fault, said Mrs.
Bellendean. I forgot she had no wrap. It
was such a pleasure to have a little talk with
her'—the lady hesitated for a moment, then
added with a tremble in her voice—‘as in
the old days.’

As in the old days!
“Yes, it is very cold,” said Joyce, holding her
hands to the fire. She stood up there, a

a pleasure to talk!

dark shadow against the warm glow. A
strange fascination kept her in the presence
of the woman whom she had so loved, who
had turned her love to such account. She
stood there without moving, trembling with
the cold, and something more than the cold.
So long as these entreaties were not repeated
here! so long as her stepmother was not
taken into the lady’s confidence too. No-
thing was further from Mrs. Bellendean’s
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mind. She took with pleasure the warm cup
of tea, which, and the warm air of the fire-
lighted room, brought back a genial heat all
over her. She was a little tremulous, yet
satisfied, feeling that she had done all for
which she had come. And no harm had
been done to Joyce—no harm. She wished
the girl would not stand there, cold, re-
proaching her by the silent shiver with which
she held her hands to the fire.  But that was
all.  What is a little cold at her age ’—no
more than the little puncture of her vanity,
the little salutary wound which was all, Mrs.
Bellendean persuaded herself, that she had
given.

“It was foolish of me to forget that Joyce
had no shawl. She has always been so
hardy, I hope it will not matter. It is such
along time since I have seen her” It scemed
impossible to change the subject, to get out
of these banalités which meant so much worse
than nothing, which conveyed so false a sense
to Joyce's keen ear. MNrs. Bellendean was
embarrassed, but she was not conscious of
being false.  She added, * And it will be a
long time before we meet again. [ shall
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my friends from my mind. Joyce is one
whom [ can always trust not to misunder-
stand me, not to forget anything,” Mrs.
Bellendean said.

Joyce heard everything, even the rustle
of Mrs. Bellendean’s gown, the movement of
her arm as she lifted her teacup to her lips,
but could not move or say a word. She
stood still, warming herself, while the two
ladies carried out the usual little interchange
of nothings. All they said entered into her
brain, and remained in her memory like some-
thing of importance. DBut it was of no
importance. Presently Mrs. Bellendean re-
membered that she must go by a certain
train, and a cab had to be sent for. There
was a little bustle of leave-taking. Joyce felt
herself enclosed in a warm embrance, tenderly
kissed, still more tenderly said farewell to.
‘I don't say, Remember, for I am sure you
will not forget me, Joyce,” were Mrs. Bellen-
dean’s last words, ‘nor what I have said.
But to this also Joyce replied nothing.

‘1 thought she was never going away,’
said Mrs. Hayward. ‘She must have had
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something very particular to say to you,
Joyce.’

Joyce was walking across the hall to-
wards the stair without any response. Mrs.
Hayward stood still under the light and cried
impatiently, ‘You don’t seem to have heard
me.  You look dazed. What had she to say
to you, Joyce?’

Joyce turned half round, holding by the
banister of the stair. She said, ¢ Nothing—
" then paused. *She was

it was I myself:
telling me about Greta. Greta—has never
been disappointed —not like —like other
folk.’

‘Never disappointed !’ cried Mrs. Hay-
ward. ‘Do they think she can get through
life like that?  And was this all Mrs. Bellen-
dean came to say ? I think she might have
saved herself the trouble. 1 would let Miss
Greta look after her own affairs.’
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CHAPTER XL

NEVER had been disappointed — never
crossed !

Perhaps that is as real a claim upon
human compassion as is the claim of the long-
suffering and much-tried. Perhaps it is even
a stronger claim. It is the claim of a child.
\WWho would be the one to open the doors of
human trouble to a child ?—to give the first
blow ?>~—to begin the disenchantment which
is the rule of life? People get used to
disappointments as to the other burdens of
human existence; but to snatch the first
light away and replace it by darkness, who
would do that willingly? to change the
firmament and eclipse the sunshine, where
all had been brightness and hope! There
had been a sombre anger roused in Joyce's

heart by that appeal. She had said, \Vhy
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should one be spared by the pain of another?
Why should her heart break, that Greta’s
should be saved from aching? But she no
longer asked herself that question. She
said to ‘herself that it was just. There are
some that must be saved while the others go
bleeding. It is the rule of life—not justice,
perhaps, but something that is above justice.
Some must have flowers strewn upon their
path, while others walk across the burning
ploughshares. There was no reason in it,
perhaps, no logic, but only truth: for some
object unknown, which God had made a law
of life. Greta had been the idol of her
family all her life. Everybody had loved her,
and cared for her. She had been sheltered
from every wind that blew. Joyce was only
a little older, but already had passed through
so many experiences. S/Z¢ knew what it
was to be disappointed, to have all her
dreams cut short, and the current of her
being changed. Another pang to her, who

was accustomed to it, would not be half so
much as the first pang of wounding misery
to Greta. Poor little Greta! fed on the
roses, and laid in the lilies of life, to give her
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all at once the apples of Gomorrah, to wrap
her in the poisoned robe. Oh no! oh no!
It was a just plea. Let the heart that is
used to it go on breaking; let the child’s
heart go free.

Joyce's room was the one full of thoughts
in the middle of that peaceful house. In all
the others was the regular breathing of quiet
sleepers—the rest of the undisturbed. She
alone waked, with her little light burning,
throwing a faint gleam across the invisible
river-banks, on the dark stream floating
unseen.  Had there been any wayfarer
belated, any boat floating down-stream, the
gleam from that window would have given
cheer in the middle of the darkness and
night.  But there was not much cheer in it.
The room it lighted was full of thoughts and
cares, and sheltered a human creature facing
a sca of troubles, doing her best to keep
afloat — sometimes almost submerged by
these rising waves: and there is this ad-
ditional pang in the troubles of a woman—
of a girl like Joyce—that there is no motive
to strive against them. The Hamlets of
existence have a great life and great possi-

VOL. 111 K
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bilities before them ; but what profit is there
to the world in one poor girl the more or
less? If she is glad or sad—a victim or a
conqueror—what matter? Her poor old
people were separated from her. They
would never know. Her father would not
suffer, and no one else in the world would
care. There was no mother, no sister, to
wish her woes their own—not even a friend
—not a friend! for Mrs. Bellendean and
Greta were those who had been most dear.
There would be some use in her suffering,
but none in her happiness—none at all:
rather evil to all concerned. A selfish good
purchased by others’ disadvantage. No good
-——no good to any one in the world.

Joyce said to herself, in her profound dis-
couragement, that after all Mrs. Bellendean's
prayer had made no change in anything.
She had already made up her mind. Happi-
ness was a very doubtful thing in any case,
everybody said. It was not the end of
existence—it was a chimera that flew from
you the more you sought it. But your
honour was your life. To be faithful and
true, to be worthy of trust, to stand to your
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word whatever happened, that was the best
thing in the world, the only thing worth
living and dying for. Even if you could not
keep your word to the letter, she said to
herself with a shudder, at least to do nothing
against it, not to contradict it before earth
and heaven! No human creature but can
do that. She would never, never turn her
back upon her pledge. \Vhat was the need
of invoking another motive, of adjuring her
by Greta's happiness, by Norman’s advan-
tage? This was only to irritate, to import
into the question a sense of injustice and
wrong. It had been decided before there
was a word of all that. Everything that
Mrs. Bellendean had said had been an
irritation to Joyce. To take it for granted
that her happiness should yield to that of
Greta,—that Norman’s interests should be
considered before hers,—that she would be
a burden, a disadvantage to Norman, while
Greta would be nothing but good and happi-
ness :—and finally to thrust her back to
what they considered her own place, into the
arms of the man whom they all had thought
unworthy of Joyce in Joyce's humblest days,



132 JOYCE CHIAP.

—to thrust her back into his arms, to speak
of promotion for him, of humble advance-
ment, comfort which would make him a
match for her!

Mrs. Bellendean’s appeal had only brought
a succession of irritations, one more keen
than the other. Joyce felt herself angered,
wounded, driven to bay. She had not
needed any inducement to do what she felt
to be right; but now it required an effort to
return to the state in which she had been
when she had renewed her pledge and pro-
mised to keep to her word. She would
stand by that resolution whatever might be
said ; but she was angry, offended, wounded
in her deepest heart. Her friends, her own
friends, those who were most dear, had torn
away all veils from the helpless and shrinking
soul. She had been Joyce, their handmaiden
—oh, eager to do their will ; ready to spend
her life for them, in proud yet perfect
humility. And then they had lifted her up,
called her their equal, pretended to treat her
as such, because of the change—though there
was no change in her. And yet again, last
phase of all, they had flung her down from
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that fictitious position, and shown her that to
them in truth she never had been more than
a handmaiden, a being without rights or
feelings, born only to yield to them. And
these were her dearest friends, the friends of
her whole life, whose affection had elevated
her above herself! Joyce hid her face, that
she might not see the thoughts that rent her
heart. Her friends, her familiar friends, in
whom she had trusted; her dear lady, who
had been to her like the saints in heaven ;
her Greta, whom she had thought like an
angel.  They had betrayed her, and after
this, what did it matter what man or woman
could do ?

The night was half over before the little
light in the window disappeared from the
darkling world through which the Thames
flowed unscen. It disappeared, and all was
black and invisible, the dark sky and the
darker earth lost in the night and the black-
ness of the night and its silence. No such
watch had ever been kept in that peaceful
house before.

Next morning, when Joyce came down-
stairs, looking very pale and sleepless, with
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dark lines under her eyes, she found her
stepmother standing in the hall, turning over
a letter, with great surprise in her face. ‘It
is inconceivable,” she was saying.

It must be a mistake,’” said the Colonel ;
“depend upon it, it must be a mistake.’

“To ask you and me, and not Joyce,—I
cannot understand it. Can Joyce have done
anything to offend them ?  Why should I be
asked to a ball but for Joyce? We are not
dancing people, you and I. I might have
gone for Joyce, and Joyce is left out. What
can it mean ? She must have done some-
thing to offend them.’

“That reminds me, my dear, said the
Colonel, ¢ of something that happened yester-
day. We met the St. Clairs, that huge regi-
oh!” said the
Colonel suddenly, beholding Joyce with her

ment. [ took off my hat

finger up, standing behind Mrs. Hayward.
“What do you mean by breaking off like
this > 'What happened ?’ cried his wife.
‘Oh, nothing, nothing, my dear,” said the
veteran, with confusion and dismay.
‘ Nothing, Henry ? you change your tone
very quickly.  You spoke as if it had some
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bearing upon this strange invitation, which
wants explanation very much.’

‘No, my dear, no. I was mistaken ; it
couldn’t have anything to do with that. In
short, it was nothing—nothing—only a piece
of nonsense—one of my mistakes.” He looked
piteously at Joyce, standing behind, who had
dropped her hand, as if abandoning the warn-
ing which she had given him.  Joyce, in the
extremity of her trouble, had fallen into that
quiescence which comes with the failure of
hope. She remembered the bargain that had
been made between them at the instant, but
that and everything else seemed of too little
importance now to move her beyond a mo-
ment. Mrs. Hayward, however, turned round,
following her husband’s look.

“Oh, it is you, Joyce! You wish your
father not to tell me.

‘The fact is,” said the Colonel, eager to
speak, ‘we thought it might annoy you,
Elizabeth.’

“You are taking the best way to annoy
me, she cried. * \What is this you have been
making up between you? Henry, I have a
right at least to the truth from you.’
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“The truth !’ he said; ‘surely, my dear,
the truth, if it was of any consequence. Joyce
will tell you what happened. It was of no
importance. Most likely Lady St. Clair is
short-sighted.  Many ladies are, you know.
Most likely she didn’t make out who we were.
That was your opinion, Joyce, wasn’t it?’
The Colonel felt that the best thing he could
do, as Joyce did not help him out in safety,
was to drag her into her share of the danger.

“ There might be many reasons. I did not
think it mattered at all,” said Joyce.

“ Reasons for what ? " said Mrs. Hayward,
stamping her foot on the ground. I think
between you, you will drive me mad.’

‘My dear! for nothing at all, Elizabeth.
She scarcely returned my salutation. The
girls all scuttled off across the park like so
many rabbits. They are not unlike rabbits,’
the Colonel said, with an ingratiating smile.
‘But we agreed it was of no importance, and
that it was useless to speak to you of it, as it
might annoy you: we agreed——

*Youagreed !" Mrs. Hayward gave Joyce
an angry look. ‘I wish in such matters,
Henry, you would act from your own impulse,
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and never mind any one else.” She swept in
before the others into the dining-room, where
it was the wont of the household that the
Colonel every morning should read prayers.
But itis to be feared that these prayers were
not so composing to the soul of the mis-
tress of the house as might have been
wished. ‘We agreed’—these words kept
ringing through the devotions of the family,
as if some sprite of mischief had thrown them,
a sort of demoniac squib or cracker through
the quiet air. To have her husband consult
with his daughter as to what should or should
not be told to her was more than she could
bear.

Mrs. Hayward went out in the afternoon
alone to make a call at a much frequented
house, where she hoped to discover what was
the cause of Lady St. Clair's rudeness and
Mrs. Morton’s strange invitation. She met
a great many acquaintances, as was natural
in a small place, where all *the best people’
knew each other. Among them was Lady
St. Clair, who, instead of avoiding her as she
had done the Colonel, came forward with
empressement, showing the most sympathetic
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civility. ‘How are you, dear Mrs. Hay-
ward ? [ hope you are well. 1 do hope you
are bearing — the beginning of the severe
weather,” that lady said, shaking her hand
warmly, and looking with tender meaning in
her eyes.

‘I don’t pay much attention to the weather,
thank you,” said Mrs. Hayward, ‘ and we can’t
complain of it so far. I am glad to see you
so well. My husband thought he saw you
yesterday, and that you were put out about
something.’

“Put out! I did see Colonel Hayward,’
said Lady St. Clair, with dignity ; “ but I am
sure you will understand, dear Mrs. Hayward,
that charming as he is, and much as we all like
him, there are circumstances——"

“ Circumstances !’ cried Mrs. Hayward. 1
don't know indeed any circumstances which
can possibly affect my husband. None, cer-
tainly, that don’t affect me.’

“Oh, we all feel for you,’ said the leader of
society, pressing Mrs. Hayward's hand.

She had to pass on, fuming with indigna-
tion and astonishment, and next minute it was
her fortune to meet the lady who had sent her
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the invitation of the morning : for Mrs. Hay-
ward had by chance stumbled into a tea-party
specially convoked for the purpose of talking
over the last great piece of news. Though
she had as yet no clue to what it was, she felt
there was something in the air, and that both
in the salutations and the silence of those
about her, and the evidently startling effect
of her unexpected appearance, there was a
secret meaning which was at once perplex-
ing and exasperating. The mere fact of a
tea-party of which she knew nothing, in a
house so familiar, was startling in the highest
degree. She went up eagerly to Mrs. Morton,
with a belligerent gaiety. “ How kind of you,’
she said, “to ask me to your ball, the Colonel
and me/ It is very flattering that you
should think me the young person—unless
it was all a mistake, as I am obliged to

believe.’
“Oh, no mistake,” said the lady, a little
tremulous. ‘I hope you can come.’

‘I—come ? But you must be laughing at
me, cried Mrs. Hayward, with a little burst
of gaiety. ‘Of course I go everywhere as
Joyce's chaperon: but to ask e, at my
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age, to @ dance /! My dear Mrs. Morton, you
must think me an old fool.’

“Oh, indeed, I should have liked to ask—
indeed, if it hadn't been for what was said,—
but I hope, I do hope you will come. 1
am sure I did not mean any-—any dis-
respect——'

‘Disrespect! oh, flattery I call it! to
think a dance was just the thing for me.
My stepdaughter will be asked to the dinner-
parties, [ suppose, now that it is evident the
balls are for a young creature like me.’

This lady, who could not conduct matters
with so high a hand as Lady St. Clair, slid
away behind backs, and concealed herself
from those severe yet laughing looks. She
had thought it would please Mrs. Hayward
to be the one chosen,'while the other was left
out. Presently Mrs. Hayward fell into the
hands of the lady of the house, who led her
aside a little. ‘1 am so glad,” said this
friendly person, ‘to see you here by yourself.
It is so lucky. Of course I should have
asked you to come if it had not been—many
of us, you know, don't think we would be
doing right if we were to countenance——'
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*To countenance—what ?’ Mrs. Hayward
grew pale with astonishment and wrath.

*But [ assure you,” cried this lady, ‘no
one blames yox. We quite understand how
you have been led to do it to please him and
for the sake of peace. We don't think one
bit the less of you, dear.’

“The less—of me!”

‘Rather the more, said the mistress of
the house, giving her bewildered guest a
hasty kiss: and then she was hurried off
to receive some newcomers.  Mrs. Hayward
stood and stared round her for a minute or
two, neglecting several kind advances that
were made to her, and then, without any
leave-taking, she walked out of the room and
out of the house. She was in a whirl of
anger and astonishment. “Don’t blame—
me ! don't think the less—of me!” This
was the most astounding deliverance that
had ever come to Elizabeth's ear. She was
not in the habit of supposing that any one
could think less than the highest of her.
The assertion was the profoundest offence.
And what could it mean? What was the

cause ?
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Coming down the hill she was met by the
Thompsons’ big resplendent carriage, which
stopped as she drew near, and Lady Thomp-
son leant out, holding forth both hands.
“Oh, how is the poor dear?’ said Lady
Thompson, beginning to cry : *I'm sure you
‘ave too much heart to forsake 'er whatever
happens. Oh, how is the poor dear ?’

‘I don’t know whom you mean, Lady
Thompson. I never forsake anybody I am
interested in—but I don't know what you
mean.’

*Oh, I'm sure you're a good woman. I'm
sure you're a real lady,’ Lady Thompson
cried.

Mrs. Hayward walked away from the
side of the carriage. Her head seemed
turning round. What did it mean? Sie?
Who was ske?  Utter perplexity took
possession of her. She was so angry she
could scarcely think : and Lady Thompson,
notwithstanding that warm unnecessary ex-
pression of confidence, was, with her blurred
eyes and eager tone, almost more incompre-
hensible than the rest. She walked quickly
home to avoid any further insinuated con-
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fidence, to think it over, to make out what it
meant. Who could tell her what it meant?
She saw Mrs. Sitwell at a little distance, and
concluded that she would be the most fit
interpreter; but the parson’s wife saw her
too, and quickened her steps, hurrying away.
*It 1s her doing,” Mrs. Hayward said to her-
self. At last she came to her own door.
Some one was there before her, standing in
the porch waiting till the door should be
opened. He turned round at the sound of
her step, and stood aside to let her pass,
holding out at the same time his hand.

“Captain Bellendean! it is a long time
since we have seen you.’

‘Yes, a long time. I have been a fool.
[ mean [ have been—busy. I hope you are
all well, Mrs. Hayward. My dear old
Colonel, and——

‘He is quite well—but I fear you will not
find him at home. This is not his hour for
being at home.” She stood between him
and the open door, barring his passage, as it
seemed. It was a way of working off the
disturbance and trouble in her mind.

‘I hope you will let me in, he said



144 JOYCE CHAP. XL

humbly. ‘It is not a mere call. 1 could
wait till he came back. [I—1I have some-
thing important to say to him: and—and—
I hope you will let me come in and wait.’

*That is a modest prayer. [ cannot
refuse it," she said, leading the way.



CHAPTER XLI

Jovce had to come to a resolution at which
she herself wondered, in forlorn helplessness,
as if some other being within her had de-
cided upon it and not she. That she, all
shy, shrinking, reticent as she was, with the
limitations of her peasant pride and in-
capacity for self-revelation, should attach a
last desperate hope to the possibility of
enlightenment from some one else’s judg-
ment, was wonderful to herself. For how
could she lay that tangled question before
any one, or unfold her soul? how could any
stranger know what her perplexity was,
between the claims of the old tranquil yet
enthusiastic affections of her youth, and the
strange unconfessed dream of absorbing
feeling which had swept her soul of late—
between the pledges of her tender ignorance,
VOL. 111 L
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and the fulfilments of a life to which fuller
knowledge had come? She did not herself
understand how she had come to stand at
this terrible turning-point, or why she should
thus be summoned to decide not only her
own fate, but that of others: and how could
she explain it to strangers who knew
nothing, neither how she was bound, nor
wherein she was free? And yet there came
a longing over her which could not be
silenced—to ask some one—to make a tri-
bunal for herself, and plead her cause before
it, and hear what the oracle would say.
Perhaps it was because all her lights had
failed her, and all her faculties contradicted
cach other, that this despairing thought
suggested itself—to discover an oracle, and
to find out what it would say.

Of whom could she ask, and who could
fill this place to her? Not her father.
Joyce did not say to herself that the good
Colonel was not a wise man, though he was
so kind.  Had he been the wisest of men,
she would have shrunk from placing her
heart unveiled in his hand.
father everything must be said.

For to the
He is no
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oracle; he is a sovereign judge: that was
not the help her case required. Her step-
mother was more impossible still. If not to
him, still less to her, could the girl so cruelly
wounded, so torn in divers directions, lay
open her misery and difficulty. Not to any
one could she lay them open. It was an
oracle she wanted—something to which a
half-revelation, an enigmatical confession
would suffice—who would understand be-
fore anything was spoken, and give a deliver-
ance which, perhaps, would be capable of
various interpretations, which should not
approach too closely to the facts. This was
what she wanted without knowing what she
wanted, with only a strong longing to have
light—Ilight such as was not in her own
troubled self-questionings and thoughts.
Joyce had not many friends among the
people who surrounded Mrs. Hayward with
a flutter of society and social obligations.
Indeed Mrs. Hayward herself had not many
friends, and it is doubtful whether she would
have found one to whose judgment she could
resort for advice, as Joyce meant to do. But
the girl was perhaps more discriminating by
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a natural instinct as to who was to be trusted
—perhaps in her far higher ideality more
trustful. At all events, there were two very
different persons to whom, after much tossing
about on the dark sea of her distress, her
thoughts turned. A little light might come
from them ; she might unfold herself to them
partially, fancifully, leaving them to guess
the word of the enigma, finding some comfort
in what they said, even if it should fall wide
of the mark. When Mrs. Hayward set out
to pay her visits in the afternoon, Joyce stole
forth almost furtively, though all the world
might have seen her going upon her innocent
search after wisdom; but the world, even
as represented in a comparatively innocent
suburban place, would have been at once
startled and amused to note at what shrine it
was that Joyce sought wisdom and the teach-
ing of the oracle. She went not to any of
the notable people, not to the clergy, or even
to Mrs. Sitwell, who was supposed to be her
friend, and who was known to be so clever,
Joyce did not at all know that the parson's
wife had played her false, and she had seen
more of that lady than of any one else in the
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place.  But this was not because of any
innate sympathy, but because of the per-
tinacity with which Mrs. Sitwell had seized
upon Joyce as a useful auxiliary in the carry-
ing out of her own ends—and the girl's
instinct rejected that artificial bond, and put
no faith in the cleverness which she acknow-
ledged, nor even in the goodness after its
kind, which Joyce's mind was large enough
to acknowledge too. She went not to Mrs.
Sitwell, nor to the parson, Mrs. Sitwell's
husband, but she threaded through many
lanes and devious ways until she came to
a door in a wall with a little bright brass
knocker, and a grating, and great thorny
branches of a bare rose-tree straggling over.
Within was a small neat green garden, and
a little house looking out upon it with shining
windows. And within that, coming hastily
to the door to meet her, was Miss Marsham,
whom everybody knew to be as good as
gold, but nobody imagined to be wise or
instructive in any way. Joyce had come to
find her oracle here.

The room was small and low, full of old
china, old pictures, a little collection of relics,
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in the midst of which their gentle mistress, a
mild spirit clad with only as much body as
was strictly essential, and with an old gown
constructed on the same principles, with just
as much old and somewhat faded silk as was
strictly necessary, appeared in perfect har-
mony, the soul of the little dainty place. She
received Joyce with the tenderest welcome,
in which there was something more than her
usual kindness, and an anxiety which Joyce,
full of her own thoughts, never perceived.
Miss Marsham was ready and preparcd to be
confided in. She was prepared for the story
of Joyce's youth, for the revelation of her
peasant parents, and how for their good she
had sacrificed herself to Colonel Hayward's
fancy—ready to understand at half a word,
to condone and to condole, to give praise
for the noble motive, the self-sacrifice, and
only gently—very gently—to touch upon the
deception, which the severest critic could not
consider to be Joyce’s fault. She kissed her
and said, ‘My dear child, my poor Joyce,
with a tender pity which forestalled every
explanation.  Did she then already know
Joyce's trouble and sore perplexity? but
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how was it possible that she should
know ?

“You must not think I have come just to
call,” Joyce said.

‘No, dear? but why shouldn’t you come
just to call?  There will never, never be
any circumstances in which I shall not be
glad to have you come. My dear, circum-
stances don't matter at all to me when I
know any one as I know you!’

Joyce was a little bewildered by this
effusion. She said, with a faint smile, ¢ And
yet you don't know me well. I have been
here just five months, and part of that

)

away

‘My love, when you understand a person
and love a person, as I do you, the time does
not count by months.’

“That is what I feel: and I have nobody
—nobody to look to:—you will say my
father, Miss Marsham. He is kind, kind—
but oh, I have not been brought up with him
nor used to open my heart,—and in some
things he knows only one language and me
another: and besides, if I were to tell him
everything, he would say what I was to do,
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and I would have to obey. And Mrs. Hay-
ward with him, they would settle it all,—and
[ am not used to it, and I cannot——'

“No, Joyce, I understand—it is they who
have led you into it,—you can't ask advice
from them.’

“ They did not lead me into it," said Joyce.
It was just nature led me into it, and the
perversity of things. Will you ever have
noticed in your life how things go wrong ?
Nobody means any harm, and all you do
is innocent; and even if you were very
prudent and weighed everything beforehand,
there would not be one step that you could
say afterwards—This was wrong. And yet
things all turn wrong, and your heart is
broken, and nothing is to blame.’

“Oh, Joyce, words cannot say how sorry
I am! There was one thing perhaps, my
dear, a little wrong—for to deceive in any
way, even if it seems to do no harm and
is with the best motive—the highest motive,
to help those you love———-

Joyce sighed softly to herself, no longer
asking how Miss Marsham could know, then
shook her head. I wish it had been for
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that motive ; but there was no love, no love,
—I,” with a sudden blush, ‘did not know
what love meant.’

Miss Marsham looked up with an ex-
clamation of astonishment on her lips, but
stopped with her mouth open, wondering.
Joyce, whose eyes were cast down, did not
see the impulse at all.

“He had read a great deal—a great deal’
said the girl. ‘I have never met any one—
oh, not here nor anywhere—so well instructed.
I thought then that there was nothing so
grand as that. He had read a great deal
more than I!—he was my—superior in that.
It is true, | always knew all the time that |
was not—what seemed——  But that might
never have come to anything, and besides, I
would have thought shame. For I thought
that to know the poets, and all that has been
written—that was what made a gentleman.
Oh, I think shame to say such a thing,—it
doesn’t

how can I say it? It seems
there must be something more.’

Miss Marsham remained silent in simple
bewilderment. Joyce was now talking her
own language, which nobody understood.
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“You may say it was deceiving to let him
think I cared for him, but that was never
what I intended. He said at first, it was
enough for him to care for me. Oh, but that
is nothing, nothing !’ cried Joyce suddenly,
‘that is only the beginning. Though I
cannot keep my word to him, I need not
break it,—that would have been easy. Itis
far, far worse what is to come.’

Miss Marsham took Joyce’s hands into
hers. She was lost in amazement, and felt
herself swimming, floating wildly, at sea,
among things altogether strange and incom-
prehensible. She could not reply, but there is
always sympathy in a pressure of the hands.

‘There was nothing wrong in meeting
another man that was my father’s friend, that
was my dear lady’s son,” said Joyce, very
low; ‘how was I to know that he and me
would see each other different from—common
folk 7 How was I to know that they had
made it up for him to be the love of — of
another girl 7 And now here I stand,’ she
cried, rising up holding out her hands in
piteous explanation, ‘pledged to one, and
caring nothing for him, harming another that
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but for me would do what was meant for
him, would do—would do well—with a lady
bred like himself, born like himself, not one
that had been abandoned like me. Tell me
what you would do if you were me! The
lady comes and asks me—she has no right.
She says that [ know trouble and sorrow,
but Greta never a disappointment, never a
thing that was not happy—and that she’ll
break her heart; and nobody cares for mine.
And she says I should keep my word, though
she was the first to say he was not the one
for me. And oh, what am I to do—what
am [ to do?’

Joyce sank down again upon the seat, and
covered her face with her hands.

“Oh, my poor Joyce—my dear Joyce!’
Miss Marsham cried.

Her head was not very clear at any time
—it was apt to get confused with a very
small matter. And Joyce's story was con-
fusion worse confounded to the anxious
hearer. Even what she thought to be her
knowledge of the circumstances deepcned
Miss Marsham’s bewilderment. She knew
of the man to whom Joyce was engaged,
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from whom all the information came: but
the after episode — half told, hurried over,
which Joyce had no mind to explain fully,
which she addressed to the oracle—was as a
veil thrown over poor Miss Marsham'’s under-
standing. She knew none of these people;
the name of Greta brought no enlightenment
to her, nor did she know who the lady was,
nor who the man was who was mixed up
inextricably in this strange imbroglio. She
drew Joyce’s hands from her face, and laid
that hidden face upon her own kind breast,
kneeling down to caress and to soothe the
poor girl in her trouble. But what to say or
what to do Miss Marsham knew not. She
did not understand the delicate case upon
which her advice was required. And the
oracle was mute. There was no response to
give. <Oh, my poor child, my dear child, my
poor dear love!” Miss Marsham cried.

After a minute Joyce raised her head and
looked at her friend in whom she trusted.
She was very pale, her eyes were wet with
tears, and looked large and liquid in caves of
trouble,—her mouth quivered a little, like the
mouth of a child when its passion-fit is over,
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and there was a pathetic little break in her
voice. ‘Tell me,’ she said, with a look that
searched the very soul, ‘tell me what you
would do—if you were me.’

“Oh, my pretty Joyce—my poor dear!’

‘Tell me,” the girl said, < would you break
ker heart and wound /Zzmn, all for yourself ?
Would you break your word and your pledge
that you gave when you were poor, all for
vourself ? as if you had to be happy what-
ever happened—you! And what right had
you to be happy, any more than Greta—or
Greta more than you ?’

The question, heaven knows, was vague
enough—Dbut the oracle was no longer mute.
The pilgrim at the shrine had touched the
true chord, and at last the priestess spoke.
She had a moment of that ecstasy, of that
semi-trance of mingled reluctance and eager-
ness, which makes those pause who have the
response of the unseen to give forth to feeble
men. Her gentle eyes lit up, then dimmed
again; a brightness came over her faded
face, giving it a momentary gleam of eternal
youth, then disappeared. She trembled a
little as she held the votary to her breast.
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“Oh Joyce! my darling Joyce! I don't
know that I quite understand you, dear. It
is all so mixed up. Things that I have heard
and that you tell me are so different. I don't
know what to think—but if it's a question
between you and another, which is to take
the happiness and let the other suffer—oh,
my child, my dear! do I need to say it to
you—do I need to tell you? Joyce, your
heart tells you—it's like a, b, ¢, to a woman.
You know——'

‘I thought,” said Joyce, with that sob in
her throat, following with intent eyes every
little movement of her agitated instructor—
* I thought that was what you would say.’

‘Yes,  said the vestal, the priestess of this
new Dodona, ‘it is not in our will to choose
or to change. You can'tleave the heartbreak
to another. You have to take it, though
your spirit may cry out and refuse. [ am not
wise to give you advice, oh my darling! but
I know this, and every woman knows it.
Oh, it isn't all that do it, I know, for it's
not an easy thing. But when you have
strength from above, you can do it. And
what is more, it is not in vour nature to do
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anything else. So don't ask me what I would
do.  You could not—do—any other thing:
being you and nobody else: Joyce, #ias 1
know.’

‘No, said Joyce, stumbling, rising to her
feet, meeting with a solemn look the wet and
weeping eyes of her oracle, ‘no, not any other
thing.’

‘Not any other thing.” Miss Marsham
would have kept her in her arms, would have
wooed her to further speech, would have wept
over her and caressed her, and expended all
the treasures of her heart in soothing the
martyr whom she had thus consecrated. But
of this Joyce was not capable. She had got
her oracle, and it was clear. [t was what she
had wanted, not advice, but that divine and
vague enigma which corresponded with the
enigma of her confession. She resisted gently
the softness of her friend’s clinging embrace.
Her eyes were full of the awe of the victim
who consents and accepts, and is restrained
by every solemnity of her religion from any
struggle—but who already feels herself to be
outside this world of secondary consolations,
face to face with the awful realities of the
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sacrifice. “ Don't keep me, she said faintly,
putting away the thin kind hands that would
have held her, ¢ I must go—I must go.’

“Oh Joyce," cried Miss Marsham, stricken
with a secret terror, ‘I hope I have said
right I’

] am sure you have said right ; it is what
I knew. I could not—do—any other thing.
Let me go, Miss Marsham, let me go, for
more | cannot bear.’

“Oh, my dearest, I hope [ have done
right! O, stay a little and tell me more!
Oh Joyce, God bless you, God bless you, my
dear, if you must go!’

She followed the girl to the little door,
so Howery and embowered in summer,
now overshadowed by those straggling bare
branches of the rose-tree, which were good
for nothing but to make, had that been
wanted, a sharp garland of thorns. Joyce
scarcely turned to answer her blessings and
good-byes, but went on straight from the
door as if hurrying to the place of sacrifice.
The thought was folly, Miss Marsham said
to herself, and yet it went with a chill to her
heart and would not be chased away.



CHAPTER XLII

You could not do—any other thing. If there
could be a proof of the divinity of the oracle
it was this. It addressed that something
within which is more than any external hear-
ing. ‘When thou wast under the fig-tree.’
Who could tell what was in the spirit in
secret but the perfect Teacher, who saw all ?
Joyce received in something of the same way
the utterance which had been given in such
darkness on the part of its exponent, as is the
way of oracles. She felt that it was the true
and only revelation. She hurried along in
the wintry twilight, her head bent down,
avoiding the cold night wind; her heart
beating loudly: her eyes hot and suffused
with scalding tears, which did not fall; her
feet cold, stumbling over every little stone.
The certainty which had replaced her doubts

VOL. IIT M
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and conflicts of mind were scarcely less con-
fusing than they : it did not inspire her as in
the procession to the place of sacrifice. Ah!
had she to do that boldly in the face of man
for a great cause, Joyce knew how high she
could have carried her head, and marched
with what steady force and triumph. But the
way was dark and tortuous, and full of fears,
—the wind in her face so cold, the sensation
in her heart so full of misery. The oracle
had spoken right. It had been what she
wanted. [t had made her see clearly, driving
from her eyes those films of weakness that
come up upon the wind and obscure the
vision, even when it is most clear. She re-
membered now that there never could have
been any doubt, that she was even pledged
to that sole course. Had she not said, ‘I
will do as you wish ?" and had not she been
blessed and thanked for her resolution ? and
yet it had failed, and she had sought the
oracle—to have it confirmed, as it was right
it should be.

Ah! but the oracle is pitiless too. It has
no regard for the weakness of — common
folk.,  Joyce was one who had held her
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head very high, who never in her con-
sciousness had been one of the common
folk. But now, in her despair, consenting
to the sacrifice demanded of her, yet with
partial revulsions of her mind against it, she
took refuge in that common strain of hu-
manity. Those oracles which spoke out of
the veiled heights, from which the votaries
with bleeding hearts, all torn with special
wounds, received such stern and abstract
answers—they were right, but they were re-
morseless. They took nothing into considera-
tion, not the weakness of the victim, nor that
bewildering way in which, though cleared off
for a moment, doubts and mists would rise
again, obscuring, confusing the most certain
truth. They had no pity. The devotee, in-
deed, went to them only for that—to have the
support of a certain reply, to hear what, be-
yond all control of circumstances, was just
and right. And for a moment there would
be a great calm after the reply had come.
But then there would start into the aching
heart this complaint : It was remorseless that
reply, there was no pity in it. You could
not—do any other thing. It was true, true!
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and yet there were so many other things that
could be done; and it was hard, hard for
flesh and blood to conform to that pitiless
abstract law : it had no regard for the weak-
ness of —common folk. And what was
Joyce, after all, but a girl like another >—
very little different from Greta, who had to
be shielded from trouble : just like the rest—
young, fragile, like the girls whom everybody
took care of. Oh, the oracle was hard! it
had no pity. It never took into account how
much or how little a girl could bear!

This murmur in the heart growing louder
as she went on, with strange additions and
exasperations from the cold, and the dark,
and the physical discomfort around, at last
roused Joyce to a kind of despairing rebel-
lion.  After you have made your sorfes and
read your fate, does it ever happen that you
do not try, or wish to try, another time ?
Open the book again—be it Virgil, be it
the Bible, be it anything, at haphazard, from
which superstition or fancy can take a fancied
guidance. Try the oracle again. It was the
suggestion of despair. But Joyce had always
thought of two from whom she might seek
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the direction she could no longer give her-
self. She reminded herself now, stopping in
her hurried walk towards home, saying with
natural sophistry that her consultation of fate
was incomplete, that she had always meant
the trial to be double. She had always in-
tended it. She had meant to lay her case
before him too. He was very unlike the
other—the priestess, the vestal, whose deci-
sions Joyce felt in her despair no one could
have doubted for a moment. HHe was very,
very different. It was only just that he too
should give his verdict. They were the two
sides which ought to stand in every question,
which see the matter from different points,
which balance and temper each other.
Joyce’'s heart beat very high; the blood
again began to run warm in her veins, reach-
ing her feet, her hands, which were so cold.
She turned and hastened back to the rec-
tory, which she had passed.

It was dark by this time, and the lamps
were being lighted, coming into life one by
one along the darkling way. And the house
was half dark, the lights dazzling her in the
hall, while there was nothing but soft fire-
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light in the drawing-room, which she passed
hastily, telling the servant that it was the
Canon she came to see. The Canon was
seated at his table writing, or pretending to
himself to write, his sermon. He bounded
up from his seat with a violent convulsion
through all the house, making the windows
ring and the boards creak, and the very walls
shake, when with some difficulty he realised
who his visitor was. “Joyce!’ he cried, with
a roll of mild thunder in his voice, and took
her by the hand and placed her in a chair.
He was much astonished by her visit, yet
felt that he knew what had brought her
here. The poor girl had heard what was
being said about her, and she had come
perhaps to confess, if there was anything in
that story, that she was a mere foundling,
and not Hayward's daughter (but the Canon
knew there was nothing in that)—perhaps
to ask him for his help, for his advice. And
he was pleased beforchand, before she
opened her mouth, that she should come to
him—not to that man at St. Augustine's,
though she had been so much with those
Sitwells, but to himself, a much better guide,
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whom she had said she liked best.
Jealousies do not exist between man and
man, we know, as they do between woman
and woman—and especially not between
clergyman and clergyman — but yet the
Canon was pleased that it was to him Joyce
had come.

“Well," he said, ‘here you are, and I'm
delighted to see you. It is not often you go
about paying visits, Joyce.’

‘Oh no, she said, ‘never.” The shock
of finding herself here, opposite to him, in
the place of a penitent, come to tell her tale,
brought the colour to Joyce’s face. She
gave him one look, and then turned her eyes
away. He was very, very different from
Miss Marsham. To sit there and tell him
everything struck Joyce as impossible. She
had never intended to tell everything. She
had meant that the oracle should half divine,
should understand before she spoke.

“Come,’ he said, ‘don’t lose courage now
you are here. You've come to tell me all
about it, Joyce.’

Joyce only looked at him again, her eyes
enlarged with alarm and terror, wondering
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after all, she who desired to be understood
without speaking, what and how he knew.
She said under her breath, her eyes being
the chief speakers, the words seeming
nothing, ‘1 want you to tell me what to do.'

‘You want me——?" What are you
saying, Joyce? Come, you're not afraid of
me. I'm your father’s old friend, you know.
[ don't believe any of that nonsense, and I'm
your friend against the world, my dear.
Come, speak out, don't be afraid of me.’

He drew his chair nearer hers, once more
making the house quiver, and laying his
hand upon her shoulder, patted it en-
couragingly. ‘Come, Joyce, be a man, the
Canon said, with the little tremble of a laugh
in his big voice.

Joyce answered him only with her eyes.
They seemed to grow bigger and bigger in
her pale face, telling him a hundred things;
but she could not find her voice. She had
meant to tell him as much at least as she had
told Miss Marsham:; but when she found
herself before him, a man, with that confused
story of hers which was not for a man’s ears,
Joyce was struck dumb.  She made an
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effort to say something, but failed again.
He kept his hand on her shoulder, patting it,
encouraging her as if she had been a child.
‘Come, Joyce, tell me all about it.  You are
not afraid of me.’ _

Her voice burst forth suddenly, as if she
had forced it, or rather as if it had forced an
outlet for itself from some place where it had
been pent up. ‘Oh, sir!’ Joyce cried, ‘I
cannot speak; but tell me one thing,—if
there are two and one must suffer, and you
are one of them—must you never make
a question, but consent and accept that it
shall be you?’

The Canon was altogether taken by
surprise. The burst of the voice, hoarse at
first, afterwards clearing and quickening in
its passionate strain, the question that had
nothing to do with what he had expected to
hear, but was an abstract question, startled
him beyond expression. ‘Why, Joyce,
Joyce—what is this 2’ he said.

She turned to him, growing bolder. ¢If
you are one of two, and one of them must
break her heart—and you are the one that is
used to that, and the other has known no
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trouble. Do not ask me what I mean,’” said
Joyce, ‘but oh, you that are a minister, you
that have to guide those that are wandering
and lost, tell me! They say that is like a,
b, ¢, and every woman knows; but you are
not a woman, you are aman. You will not be
carried away by feeling as they are. You
will be more just. You will know.’

‘My poor child,” said the Canon. He
too, like Miss Marsham, took her hand, in
utter failure of any other way to help her,
and held it. patting it softly between his.
‘Joyce,” he said, ‘my dear, you're right. 1
am only a man ; I can’t divine what you mean
unless you tell me. As far as I can make
out, somebody has been talking nonsense to
you. What is this a, b, ¢ that every woman
knows? If you'll believe me, Joyce, a
woman is just like a man so far as duty
goes. There's no law for one more than the
other. Tell me what it is, seriously, Joyce.’

She looked up at him once more and
opened her lips to speak; but again the
impossibility of telling that tale to him
closed her lips.  Joyce was ncarly in despair,
and she had a clinging to him as to her
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friend, one who would help her if he could,
one who knew many things and might
understand. But when she looked up at the
Canon’s middle-aged countenance and at his
large prosperous person, and the capacious
round of his black silk waiscoat, and the air
about him of a man who had everything and
abounded, her courage and confidence failed
her. She was dumb. To tell her youthful
trouble to him, all mixed up as it was with
love and lovers and trifling things, though so
great to her, a matter of life and death—to
him, who would be moved by none of these
matters—how could she do it? She drew a
long breath, which ended in something like
a sob—¢ It is—it is a case of conscience,’ she
said, with her wistful eyes fixed upon him,
making revelations which he could not
understand.

‘A case of conscience!’ he said; ‘this is
one of your evasions not to speak out.
You're like other women, Joyce, which is no
shame to you; you would like me to be at
all the expense of the talk, my dear, and give
you my advice without any knowledge of the
circumstances. Let us see what premisses
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we've got. If I were one of two and knew
that one must suffer, would I take it upon me
without question that the sufferer must be |
—is that what you call the a, b, ¢ that every
woman knows? A great many women are
fools, my dear, but not such fools as that.
No, Joyce! 1 should take up no such idea.
I should say, let him suffer who deserved it,
who had brought it on himself.’

‘No, said Joyce very low. ¢She has not
done that : we are not ill-deserving—it’s no
—no wrong—oh, neither her nor me!’

‘It 1s something between two women,’
said the clear-sighted Canon. ‘It is love
then, and there is a man in the question too.’

She made him no reply ; but she turned
away her face from him, and the Canon saw
the colour rise like a fire over her cheek
from throat to brow.

‘And somebody has put it into your head
that the easy way out of it—the fairest way
—i1s to sacrifice yourself? It was a woman
that said that, and told you it was the a, b, c.
I shouldn't wonder if it was that old fool
Cissy Marsham, it would be just like her.
Now, Joyce listen to me——'
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‘She is not a fool,” said Joyce, turning her
face to him again.

“Don't tell me! She's worth a dozen of
any of us, but she may be a fool for all
that. Now listen tome, Joyce. Isayno: do
you hear? There’s no a, b, ¢, but plain right
and wrong. As for self-sacrifice, in the
majority of cases it's a mere silly, idiotic, if
not horrible, mistake. Generally it does good
to nobody. You fling your own happiness
away, and you don’t secure any one else’s.
My dear girl, to consider other people firstis in
some cases not only uncalled for but wrong.’

Joyce had kept her eyes fixed upon his
face. At this there came over hers a faint
smile, and she softly shook her head.

¢ She doesn’t believe me,” said the Canon,
—‘none of them do; on this point good
women are all fools, and the better they are
the greater fools they are. God bless my
soul —who made you your brother’s keeper ?
How do you know what's best for him?
Who gave you the right to humiliate him
by sacrificing yourself to him—or her ? what
does it matter ? it's all the same, him or her.
[ tell you, cried the Canon, jumping up
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suddenly, walking round to the fireplace, and
standing up against the glow of the fire, his
large person rising like a mountain, flinging
over Joyce a great shadow, ‘women like
Cissy Marsham are a pest; they’re a plague
in the place, with their a, b, ¢, and their
creed for a woman. Nonsense, my dear!
that’s all nonsense, my dear! What's law
for a man is law for a woman. There's
no other. Don’t break anybody's heart if
you can help it; but in the name of
common-sense, go your own way and take
what God gives you, and have the courage
to be happy if He puts happiness into your
hands!” The Canon puffed out a hot breath
of impatience, and shook himself in his easy
large garments as if to settle them all into
their places, shaking the house at the same
time and making everything ring—* whatever
Cissy Marsham may say, the old fool, God
bless her!" he cried, with a laugh, throwing
himself down again into a big easy-chair.
But Joyce made no reply. It is in the
nature of an oracle to divine what is congenial
to the nature of the devotee—to give a de-
liverance which, however confusing, will have
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something in it which will carry out its natural
tendencies, and agree with his inner sense.
But to Joyce this voice brought no such mes-
sage. Tobe bidden to be happy was no part
of her requirements. She did not understand
what happiness in the abstract was. Accord-
ing to her austere peasant training, it was so
far from being the object of life, that to seek
it was an unworthy and undignified, even
wrong thing. She had been happy all her
life without knowing ; but to look for happi-
ness, to seek it, to make it the object of every
exertion, was incompatible with all the rules
of life which she knew. <Happy! you will
just do your work and your duty, and be
thankful for what the Lord sends ye,” Janet
Matheson would have said. \Vhat the Canon
said was not very different: ‘ Go your own
way and take what God gives.” DBut the
meaning was different ; oh, the meaning was
different! Don't break anybody’s heart if you
can help it; but if you do, never mind—have
the courage to be happy all the same. This
oracle spoke too loudly, too plainly, with too
distinct a note. It found no echo in her heart.
[t was not the guidance for which she craved.
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The Canon saw perhaps that he had not
been successful. He tried to draw her into
conversation of a less momentous kind. ‘I
hear you've had some visitors from your old
home, Joyce. [ fear they've been injudicious
visitors, talking a great deal of nonsense;
but I hope they brought you good news at
least of your people—old people, weren't they,
that brought you up? I'm ready to give
them a certificate of success in that line, the
Canon added in his fine bass, which lent itself
very tenderly to those paternal words, and
with a pleasant laugh.

Joyce looked up at him with a startled
glance. She had, indeed, put no question to
Andrew as to the beloved old people. There
had not been a word about them, or any other
question of life—nothing but his claim, and
her resistance yet acknowledgment, and all
the confused miserable discussions. She
seemed to fall into a slough of despond, the
miry pit and the horrible clay of the Scrip-
tures, when her heart went back, sick, to that
visit.  Ah! she thought, had that been all—
had there been nothing but Andrew! But
with the instinct of her natural reticence she
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only replied, ‘They are well—they always
write that they are well.’

*That's good.” Dr. Jenkinson meant to
take advantage of the opportunity to ask
further questions, to elicit, if he could, some-
thing of the true story upon which Mrs. Sit-
well had built her romance; but when he
looked at Joyce’s pale and musing face, and
saw that the girl could scarcely withdraw her-
self from the consideration of her perplexity,
whatever it was, to answer him, and that she
had no attention to give to other matters, his
heart smote him. He could not question her,
force her out of herself, to satisfy his curiosity.
He said nothing more for a whole minute ;
but the silence did not frighten Joyce nor
force her to speak. She sat lost in her own
problem, to which he felt his energetic counsel
had brought no light. The Canon had been
impatient ; he had thought it best to crush
these foolish womanish thoughts on the
threshold of her mind; but he had not
succeeded. \What he had said had been a
disappointment and confusion only—no en-
lightenment to Joyce.

‘Come, he said, ‘we can't sit silent like

VOL. 111 N
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this and look at the fire. When you and me
get together we want to talk, Joyce. Give
me some of your opinions. You're not
satisfied with mine, I can see.’

She looked up at him without any smile
and shook her head.

“Out with it!’ cried the Canon. ‘We
always do have a little fight. Let me hear
where I am wrong. That’s the worst of your
Saint Cissy, and other such. They don't say
a word for themselves; they're only meekly
obstinate after the manner of saints. Come!
out with it, Joyce!”

“Oh,” said Joyce, ‘I cannot speak! My
heart says no to you, but I can't give a reason
—it's because it's far too serious. I thought
of her and of you, that are so different, that
might give me a light where all is dark—but 1
can give no reason. | must just go on till
the moment, and then do—what is put into
my heart.’

‘My poor child!” cried the Canon,
alarmed, ‘can't you tell me what is wrong?
Do nothing rash, whatever it is—do nothing
that can’t be undone. Joyce, I am afraid of
you. You are not like the rest of them:
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never mind any nonsense I have said, but tell
me, tell me sincerely, what is wrong. Don't
shake your head. You have come to consult
me of your own free will—tell me what it

15

“I cannot,” she said piteously; ‘I cannot!
—oh, I would if I could: it's maybe nothing
at all—I cannot speak. It's—it's love that
is stronger than death,” cried the girl, ‘and
love that is nothing, that is but fancy, and a
dream—— Tl think nothing more of it.
I'll think nothing! The moment may never
come, and if it comes, no one can help me.
I must do—what is in my heart

The Canon drew his chair in front of her
with a look that was more searching than his
questions, and which she could not support
save for a second. ¢Mind what I say, Joyce.
Nobody made you your brother’s keeper. If
it's beautiful to make a sacrifice, as you
women think, it’s shameful to accept one.
Remember that. You've no right to put a
shame and humiliation upon another. It's
a humiliation—you would yourself refuse it
and scorn it. Joyce, whatever you may be
tempted to do, remember what [ say
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She tried to speak, struggling with tears.
“ The greatest of all—was a sacrifice, a sacri-
fice

“Hush!” he said imperatively. *\Vhen
there is One to be found in His conditions
there need be no discussion. And that one
man should die for the people, I allow—and
that you should die physically rather than let
another die, if it is in your heart to do it, that
[ allow. But that you should make yourself

the judge in other circumstances, and shame
another by suffering for him when you know
neither his heart, nor what is best for him, nor
anything but your own wild enthusiasm—
that I forbid, Joyce. [ forbid it, being your
priest, to whom you have come for light.’

Joyce raised her wistful eyes, which were
wet with tears hanging on the lashes. DBut
she shook her head. She was a little Pres-
byterian, as he had said. Perhaps the name
of the priest lessened instead of strengthen-
ing his power.



CHAPTER XLIII

Carraiy BELLENDEAN followed NMrs. Hay-
ward into the house. It was unusually silent,
no one stirring, not even a dog. The air
was very warm and soft inside, the fire
having the room to itself, and burning in a
quiet genial way to keep itself company, with
a clear red glow that lighted up everything.
The tea-table stood untouched—the curtains
drawn a little more than usual over the sides
of the windows to keep out the cold, and
making a still earlier twilight than that outside.
The emptiness and silence and vacancy of that
warm and luxurious room, so softly carpeted,
curtained, cushioned, so evidently expectant
of inhabitation, with all its certain signs and
marks of habitual tenancy, yet all empty and
silent, were more impressive almost than the
emptiness of real abandonment. Mrs. Hay-
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ward opened the door of the room for her
visitor, and bade him go in while she herself
looked for the others. ‘I'll seeif they are in,’
she said ; and her heart gave a little jump of
expectation as she said it. If she had found
Joyce, she would have sent the girl into the
drawing-room, while she herself took off her
“things " in the most leisurely way upstairs ;
and she would not have pursued her researches
with any idea of finding the Colonel. It
annoyed her very much to find Joyce's
room empty, and no trace of her visible.
She went over every room where her step-
daughter could be before she gave up the
search, asking the maids, and finally Baker,
though she had no desire to take that
personage into her confidence.  Colonel
Hayward's lamp was already burning in the
library. It was his hour for reading the rest
of the paper left unfinished in the morning,
and sometimes for a doze; but Joyce was not
there.

‘ Miss Hayward have gone out, ma'am,’
Baker said.

*Oh, has she? 1 had something to say to
her.  (She would not have Baker think that
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it was because of Captain Bellendean's visit
that she wanted Joyce.) Ask her to come
to me in the drawing-room the moment she
comes in.’

‘I will, ma’'am,” said Baker, with stolid
gravity ; but he chuckled when his mistress,
much put out, turned towards the drawing-
room door. /e knew very well why Joyce
was so urgently wanted. ‘He 'ave come up
to the scratch at last,” Baker said to himself.

Captain Bellendean stood by himself upon
the Persian rug before the fire. He was in
a very restless mood. There was something
in this warm, soft afternoon atmosphere, the
sense of domestic calm, the composure of
settled life, which was like an insufficient
opiate, exciting instead of calming. He was
not in a comfortable or happy state of mind.
The last time he had been here he was at
the height of warm and spontaneous love,
bewitched by the presence of the girl who
had transported him out of all his bachelor
reluctances and defences. This is perhaps a
strange way in which to speak of the lover.
[t is the woman who is supposed to defend
herself, to hold back with reluctance, either
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real or assumed. However, it is one of the
enlightenments of our age to recognise that
there are two sides to that question. Norman
Bellendean had not made up his mind to
marry when he took possession of his estate.
He did not want even to take possession of his
estate; he wouldhave preferred that his father
should have held it in his place a few years
longer, until he felt more disposed to settle
down. But that had not suited Mr. Bellen-
dean's ideas or plans : and Norman, fresh from
India, and with a natural desire after the
pleasant experiences of a rich young man's
untrammelled career at home, found himself
at once introduced into the responsibilities of
an estate and the bondage of a conspicuous
position much against his will.  But he had
set his face against the natural results. He
knew that it was expected of him that he
should marry and ‘settle down.” He had an
idea even that his neighbours had kindly
selected for him a certain number of eligible
young ladies among whom he would be
expected to make his choice. To be sure,
nobody could force him to make any such
choice. He was free as the air to choose
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elsewhere, or not to choose at all. But the
consciousness that this was what was expected
of him chafed the young man. He was coy
at first like a girl, on his defence, yet some-
times, with laughter and shame, became con-
scious of his own little coquetries, and felt
how ludicrous was the situation altogether.
And then he fled to town, to the excitements
of the season, to take his share, for the first
time, in that whirl and hurry of entertain-
ment and assembling together which we call
society. And then—but this was the thing
unaccountable in the midst of so many things
which he saw through and understood—he
fell in love; and before he knew, was on the
eve of asking to share his fortunes, and to
‘settle down’ with him at Bellendean, the
girl who had been, a few months before, the
village schoolmistress there.

Norman had fallen in love honestly,
spontaneously, without any preparation or
arricre-penscée.  He had neither said to him-
self that this was the one woman for him, or
that she was altogether out of the question for
him being what she was. Before he had
begun to suspect it, the thing was done. He
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had thought it was the river, the rowing, the
greater simplicity and freedom of the merry
party, something in the summer air that was
itself delicious as an escape out of London,
before he found out that it was Joyce. He
had indeed just found out that it was Joyce
on the last occasion, when he walked with
her home from the garden-party at Sir Sam’s,
He had found it out, and in the rush and
flood of feeling had told her—he scarcely
knew what. He tried to recollect after
what he had said, and he could not. He
knew that she had not responded: that she
had kept him at arm’s-length ; and that when
he had rushed away, unable to bear the con-
straint of other people’s society while it was

she—she only—whom he wanted, he had
said he would come back. The recollection
was all confused, disturbed, made uncertain
even by excessive thinking over and attempts
to remember every detail.  And then he had
been called away, and it was not possible
for him to go back; and then cold after-
thought had seized upon him in his heat of
love. She had made no reply—what she

had said had been * No," though he did not
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believe that she meant the final * No ' which
would annihilate all his pretensions. He
had known that she did not mean that: he
had seen in her something of the flood of
feeling which had overwhelmed himself. He
had gone up to town with his heart throb-
bing and his head swimming, in anticipation
of what would happen when he went back.
That was not how a man felt when he
expected the * No’ which would make an end
of all.

But he did not come back—Ifor the
moment could not, being called back to
Bellendean; and then——did not.  \Why?
Because of the chill of the afterthought
which took possession of him; because he
remembered, not immediately but after a
time, who Joyce was. She was his old
Colonel’'s daughter, it was true, who was a
match for any gentleman. Yes, a match for
any gentleman. Colonel Hayward’s daughter,
a distinguished soldier, a man who was as
good as the best. Under royalty, Colonel
Hayward’s daughter might have married any
one—no man daring to have said that it was
a mibsalliance. But then at Bellendean she
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was the village schoolmistress. Nobody
knew much about Colonel Hayward, though
they had all heard the story; but everybody
knew Joyce. He was aware, for he had
heard it talked of, that for Joyce herself
it was hard to throw off the habits of
her previous existence; and that she was
wounded even when told that she must no
longer say Miss Greta, and must submit to
be treated on a footing of equality by the
lady to whom she had looked wup. He
remembered all this with an acute sense of
pain, when he had time to think. That his
wife should still have these instincts of in-
feriority ; that she should wish to say Miss
Greta ; that she should look up to his step-
mother as to a being of a superior kind—he
grew hot and red at the thought. His wife !
It was impossible—it could not be.

These thoughts chilled him to his very
heart, and stopped the flood of love which
was carryimmg him away. And many other
thoughts came in to add to them. Norman
himself was not well known in his country.
There was a slight feeling against him as a
man who had (though quite innocently on
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his part) supplanted his own father. He
wanted a wife who should be unquestionable,
who should be popular—able to help him to
the full acquisition of his proper standing in
the place. And if he were to bring home to
be the mistress of Bellendean a girl whom
everybody knew indeed, but knew as Joyce
the schoolmistress!—his heart sank within
him at that thought, which was suggested by
several concurring things ; by his stepmother,
who, without mentioning Joyce, had laid the
state of affairs very clearly before him, and
by other incidental remarks and occurrences
which supported her view. All these things
disturbed his mind greatly. And he had
occupations, perhaps arranged for the purpose,
to keep him at home. And Greta’s home
was at hand, where there was always a sym-
pathetic listener for everything he wanted
to say. He did not speak to Greta of Joyce,
but Greta spoke of her freely, always with
love and admiration, which soothed him,
yet at the same time diverted his thoughts a
little in affectionate gratitude and approval of
this generous little creature, who combined
everything that was most desirable in a wife,
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just as Joyce combined everything that was
least desirable. And then there were the
poor couple in the village, whom Norman
went religiously to see at first, to tell them
about their lost child ; then with a hunger of
the heart that could not be satisfied, to talk
about her. He never asked himself how he
would like to have this old couple, so excellent,
so blameless—worthy of all respect, and
more than respect—at Bellendean, calling
it's mistress J'yce, and weeping over her;
but the thought, of which he was ashamed,
shot across his mind like lightning every
time he heard their name.

These things worked in his mind and
made him miserable. His stepmother talked
to him of marrying, and of the necessity of
making a wise choice to establish his posi-
tion ; and Greta met him at every corner—
either he was invited to her father's house,
or she came to see her dear aunt Margaret.
The girl was entirely innocent of any con-
spiracy in the matter; but Norman was her
hero, and it was scarcely possible for her to
conceal her interest in him—her joy when
he came, her regret when he went away. [t
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was not difficult for him to discover that in
everybody's opinion Greta was the fittest of
wives for him.  He could not shut his eyes
to the fact that it was so. If he had never
seen Joyce, if he had never entered that
enchanted country in which she dwelt, never
floated on that magic river, never strayed
in that garden of dreams-—never met and
parted—then Greta would have been his
bride. She would have come to Bellendean
so naturally and simply, with such a carrying
out of all good wishes for its new lord, that
the marriage would have been pronounced
by all to be one of those made in heaven.
But now another image had come in.
Sometimes he would wish in his distress that
it had never done so—that he had never
seen her : but that did not change the fact
that she had come in and changed every-
thing. The conflict had grown harder every
day. Then he had gone to the Highlands,
to the moors, and there the struggle took
another form. His demon, his other self,
who maintained the controversy with him,
began to put it before Norman that he had
‘behaved badly’ to Joyce. Perhaps—we
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know so little about these demons or
demons, who are continually interfering in
our affairs, making and meddling, and have
so little light as to their motives—perhaps
that most secret of companions meant to
deter him by the shame of that bad be-
haviour from going near Joyce again. DBut
if so, he calculated without his host. For
Norman, in a blaze of shame and self-
indignation which drove him like a fiery
wind, hurried straight off to London, on the
spot, to see Joyce instantly and put himself
right.

It was in this mood that he arrived, and
found himself in the familiar scene of his
summer romance, under gray twilight skies,
and in the cosy empty room, lighted with
the red firelight, silent, comfortable, full of
the poetry of domestic life, which is different
.rom the poetry of the river and the garden.
He knew that Mrs. Hayward had gone to
look for Joyce, and that she would not come
back to disturb the #ife-a-tote, but would
leave them together, as mothers seemed to
do, with an instinct of what is coming. He
would rather have met Joyce unawares with-
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out any warning, without any possibility of
a concerted meeting of which the parents
should be in the secret. It annoyed him to
think that she would be warned, that along
with the sudden intimation that he was
there, there would be a word of advice or at
least a look, to show her what was expected
of her. This added to his restlessness as he
stood before the red glow of the fire chang-
ing from one foot to the other, anxious,
impatient, yet feeling that the chill fit, the
mental ague which alternated with the fever,
might be on its way. He heard little move-
ments in the house—some one walking over-
head-—some one running upstairs—a voice
sounding faintly calling some one. Was
Joyce reluctant then to come? \Was she
angry with him for not returning sooner ?
Was she displeased with the warning given
her, and unwilling to come down to him 1in
the empty drawing-room while everybody
knew what must take place there. It would
be like her to refuse. It would be what he
should expect of her; but in what a position
would it place /22 /—a lover understood yet
undeclared, whose object was unmistakable,

VOL. I )
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yet who was not to be allowed to carry it
out. His heart began to beat, partly with
anger, partly with suspense, partly with
love. Would not she come? He was so
impatient that he could have seized her and
shaken her in exasperation and excitement :
and yet he could not but grumble in his
moustache, that by Jove she was right, and
that it was just what he would have expected
of Joyce.

Presently, however, the sounds outside
became more audible, and he made out that
it was the Colonel’s step which was coming
towards the drawing-room. ‘Captain Bel-
lendean!” Colonel Hayward was saying;
‘why didn’t you bring him to the library?
Why, Norman, my fine fellow! how do you
do?—TI'm delighted to see you; but why
that ass should have sent you in here
in the dark—I can’t see you a bit—is more
than any mortal could divine—when he
knew the ladies were out, and I was sitting
by myself.’

I came in with Mrs. Hayward. [ assure
you it wasn't the man's fault.’

“Oh, well, if Elizabeth knows. She’ll be
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down immediately, no doubt. Bring us
some light, Baker. Ves, yes, the firelight is
very pretty, but [ always like to see to talk.
Come up about business, Bellendean ?’

‘Yes,” said Norman, with a little hesita-
tion. ‘I may say it is business, though not
quite what is usually called by that name.’

‘I thought so. Nothing else would bring
one of you young fellows to town at this
time of the year. Tell your mistress, Baker,
we are waiting for her to give us some tea.
Mrs. Bellendean was here yesterday to bid
us good-bye : or perhaps I should say to bid
good-bye to Joyce: for I think we came a
long way after Joyce in her estimation, my
wife and 1.

‘I hope,” said Bellendean, with a catch in
his breath, ‘that DMiss Hayward—is quite
well.’

“Oh yes, she is very well I have
thought sometimes that this air didn't suit
her—it’s a great change from the North. It
gave me great pleasure, however, to find,
when we were talking the other day, that
she likes it on the whole. She has a won-
derfully pretty way of expressing herself. 1
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should like to tell you a thing she said to
me. [ was questioning her on this subject,
anxious to get her true sentiments. And
she said, ‘You are my home, father’—Eh,
don’t you think it was pretty ?  Well, I'm an
old fool—it brought the water to my eyes.
Hush, here’s Elizabeth ; she says [ am like
a child with a new toy. I bore everybody
with my stories of Joyce.’

‘It would not be easy to bore me—on
that subject.’

These last words were drowned by the
entrance of Mrs. Hayward. She had taken
off her things, leaving it to her husband to
entertain the visitor. Joyce's absence an-
noyed her exceedingly. It was quite un-
usual, and seemed a sort of climax of
misfortune—or perversity : perversity was
the view to which Mrs. Hayward inclined.

‘I don’t know what can have become of
Joyce,” she said, after she had poured out tea
for the gentlemen. ‘She is never out at
this hour. It is getting dark, too late for
her to be out.’

“Are you anxious, my dear?’ cried the
Colonel, rising. * Bless me! it is always you
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who think of everything. TI'll go at once
and bring her home.’

‘Nonsense, Henry |—there is nothing to
be anxious about. She has stayed some-
where for tea. Last time we saw you,
Captain Bellendean, you expected to return
to town—earlier than this. I suppose you
had still a good deal to arrange before your
father and Mrs. Bellendean left you to your
own devices ?’

‘I have been very busy,” said Bellendean
in a subdued tone, which the Colonel did not
understand.

‘He has come up about business now,’
said Colonel Hayward; ‘and very dull you
will find it, Bellendean, I don’t doubt, though
[ am told that more people come to London
at this time of the year than used to do so.
You must run down as often as you can and
look us up—as you did in summer, you

know

‘Summer and winter are two very dif-
ferent things,” said Mrs. Hayward; ‘and
Captain Bellendean feels that, Henry. In
summer there’s the river, you know, and

—other things.’
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“The other things,” said Norman with an
effort, ‘last all the year through; and they
are more important even than the river.’

Captain Bellendean was very ill at ease.
He had not thought of these surroundings at
all, nor of any questions that might be put to
him on the subject of his long delay, nor of
anything indeed but Joyce. It had been
comparatively easy in the outdoor summer
life to secure an interview with her. Now
as he looked round him, and saw DMrs.
Hayward seat herself in her habitual chair
by her habitual table, with that air of settled
and permanent possession which the mistress
of a house has in her own corner, and the
Colonel thrown back in a larger chair on the
other side, a sense of being surrounded and
shut in came upon him. Joyce was not
here, which took all the meaning out of his
coming ; but if she had been here between
this pair to whom she belonged, what could
he have said to her? Colonel Hayward’s
daughter surrounded by all the fortifications
of life, was a different thing from Joyce,—
the girl whom to love and seek was a sort of
social crime. There was no question here
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of a tremendous social downfall, of the
midsalliance and mistake against which he
had been warned. He had fully understood
that side of the question, and it had chilled
him even in his heat of love. Now the
tables were turned; it was he who was
suspected and disapproved of, and from
whom the parents were defending their
daughter. This unexpected drawback chilled
him still more.

Norman sat for a long time in that exceed-
ingly comfortable, warm, beautifully furnished
room, with his old colonel, for whom he had
the greatest respect, and the Colonel's com-
mander, the much-famed Elizabeth, over
whose name he had jested, but of whose
personality he had always been a little
afraid. He sat and made conversation, or
rather listened to that which went on across
him, growing more and more embarrassed
and uncomfortable. He seemed to hear
doors opening and closing all over the
house, but Joyce never appeared; and foot-
steps in the hall and on the stairs, but no
sign of her coming. His head began to get
confused with the contrariety and annoyance.
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Fate and Mrs. Hayward seemed to have
joined the conspiracy against him, in which
everybody was at Bellendean—and, as he
now blushed to think, he had not expected
any contrariety here. IHe had thought—
coxcomb that he was!—that here he would
be master of the situation. He had thought
he knew that Joyce would not say him nay.
The shy glance, the rising colour, even the
startled opposition to his half-spoken love-
making on their last interview, had given
him an assurance that Joyce was not in-
different.  But even this assurance came
back upon him with a keen sense of shame
and wounded vanity. He had been a fool.
How could he tell what she would say to
him, while here were the father and mother
talking, perhaps keeping her out of sight, at
least securing that even if she came nothing
could be said ? And she did not come—though
it seemed to Captain Bellendean that hours
had elapsed since he entered the drawing-
room in the firelight, and imagined to
himself the little comedy, the mother seeking
the daughter, hurrying her downstairs and
into the arms of the waiting lover. He
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realised with the most stinging shame that
he had imagined that—though the reality
was so different, so ludicrously different, he
tried to say with a laugh at himself—so
painfully different, as he felt in his heart.

After a long time he rose. ‘I am afraid
it is getting late. I must not lose—the next
train. I have—something to do in town,” he
said.

“Go! without your dinner!’ said the
Colonel, in his cheerful ignorance. *No,
no, you must not think of that. And Joyce
would be disappointed not to see you. Tell
him, my dear, he must stay to dinner at
least. We don't let old friends go like
this.’

‘I am afraid [ must go,” said Norman,
with the stony air of a departing English-
man, always uneasy lest he should be made
to change his resolution. He was offended,
wounded, shamed by the difference between
the reality and his imagination. ‘I—have
a great deal to do in town-—and little
time

“Then vyou are leaving acain soon ?’
¥ g

Mrs. Hayward said. She had risen from
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her chair at once as if to give him no excuse
for changing his mind; though that was not
what she meant.

‘But we must see him again, Elizabeth,
No, no, I'll take no denial. Why, Joyce will
be distressed not to see you. You must
come another day and stay to dinner. It
is a long time since we have had a good
talk,” cried the Colonel. ‘I want to hear
all your plans. Come, come, Bellendean,
there’s no getting off it. You must come
another day.’

He was turned all the wrong way. He
had come with great strain of purpose, feeling
all the magnitude of the step before him,
knowing the sacrifice that was involved as
well as the gain. And nothing at all had
come of it, not even a recognition on the part
of the spectators of the immense importance
of what he had been about to do. ‘I am
afraid it's impossible,” he said, with stony
looks; and then there came over him a
sudden vision of Joyce in all her sweetness.
Joyce, the only poetry he had ever felt, the
only romance that had ever revealed itself to
him. " \Was he to give her up for this?
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‘ Perhaps,” he added, ‘if you are disengaged
on Thursday.” His tone was ungracious,
but his heart gave a leap, belying the out-
ward stolidity of disappointment and half
offence.

*Thursday, or any day,’ cried the Colonel,
in his hospitality.  “ You don't think we
should count any trumpery little engagement
against a visit from you! Well, that's better
—that’s better, Bellendean; and good-bye,
my dear fellow; you'll have a run for the
train, if you must go.’

The Colonel came out bareheaded to the
door to hasten the departure of the guest
to whom it was so indispensable not to lose
the train. He stood there for a moment
looking at his watch in the light of the lamp
in the hall. ‘It is all he will do to catch it,’
he said; ‘but he has good long legs of his
own, which is better than a cab when you're
in a hurry. Shut the door, Baker, there's a
dreadful draught. Why, Jenkinson, is that
you? You've brought my girl home, like a
good fellow. And, Joyce, my dear, you've
come five minutes too late, Norman Bellen-
dean has just darted off to catch his train.’



CHAPTER XLIV

Tue Canon had brought Joyce home. He
had tucked her hand under his arm, and led
her through the dark as carefully as her
father would have done, talking much, but
getting very little response. He looked like
a mountain moving along in the gloom, or
like a big ship with a slim little yacht in tow;
and other wayfarers could hear his voice
coming out in the mist, with sometimes a
faint note of reply. The Canon was not
talking to her of moral difficulties or cases
of conscience, but of a party which was to
take place at the rectory, and at which he
wished her to look her best. *If you will do
me a favour,” he said, ‘you will put these
questions all away, and put on the pretty
looks with which you captivated me, Joyce.
Eh? don't you remember? it's not so long
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ago; how you went and put yourself on the
other side, and waved your tlag in my face,
you little

But it was all in vain, my
dear, for we fell in love with each other just
the same.’

A smile came upon her face as she looked
up at him through the fog and the faint lamp-
light that streamed in distinct rays across
that solid atmosphere. ‘Yes," she said.

‘You can't deny it,’ said the Canon; *for
my part, it was at first sight. Well, Joyce,
to please me, and your father — though I
don’t know that he has the same right—you
will go back to that moment, and look your
best. I want you to look very nice indeed
—so does my wife. We mustn't give the
adversary occasion to blaspheme.’

“But I have no adversary,’ said Joyce,

“unless it were

‘Eh? I don’t doubt you have some-
where, as all of us have, somebody you've
been too good to. And keep away from that
little parson woman, Joyce. I'm a parson
myself, you will say; but there are parsons
and parsons. Is that some one leaving your
house ? and there is your father standing out
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in the night air without a hat; the most
foolish thing he could do. You catch cold
without any warning, and then there's no
getting rid of it. Hey, Hayward! don’t
shut the door upon us, please; I've brought
you home your little girl’

The Colonel shouted, ‘\Why, Jenkinson,
is it you ?’—as we have seen—and stood in
the doorway to greet his visitor. * Come in,’
he said, *come in out of the fog. If you had
been coming in the opposite direction you'd
have run into Bellendean. He has not been
five minutes gone.’

‘I only wish we had run into him,” said
the Canon in his rolling bass; ‘it might have
cleared up some things.’

“What do you mean, Canon? He's a
nice fellow, but not particularly clever, Come
in, and don't stand out in the fog.’

“Go in yourself, and don't catch cold.
['ve done my duty now; ['ve brought you
home, Joyce. Take care of her, Hayward,’
said the Canon, as he strode away, marching
like a regiment, with his long coat swinging,
and the black silk waistcoat charging the
heavy air. Colonel Hayward withdrew with-
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in the shelter of the door, putting up his hand
to his head, which was his vulnerable point.
‘Take care of her!” he said; ‘my own
girl! 1 should think I would take care of
her. These parsons take a great deal upon
them. They think they always know better
than other people though they have neither
chick nor child” The Colonel repeated these
words to himself with a little chuckle, as he
went back to his library to finish something
he had been reading in the paper before
dinner. The Canon looked very big and
imposing, and took a great deal of authority
upon himself, but he was wholly without
experience in the point upon which he pre-
sumed to lecture his old friend. Take care
of her—his own little girl! a pretty thing for
a man to say who had never succeeded in
securing anything of the kind for himself.
Joyce went into the drawing-room with
her heart beating, sick and faint. She seemed
to feel in the air that he had been there.
There was something of him still about the
room—the mark of his elbow on a cushion,
the sensation of his breath. He had come
after all.  She wanted to stand where he had
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stood, to breathe the same air, and then—
and then—to fly where she could never see
him — where it should be impossible to be
tempted to his destruction. No, no; and
to break Greta's heart. Her own throbbed
quick butlow. There had been a momentary
spring, but only for a moment. No, no, not
for his harm, and the breaking of Greta’s
heart. His coming seemed to have pre-
cipitated and brought near what was so far
off a little while ago. She was on the edge
of the precipice now—and there was some-
thing in the sense of the giddy vacancy
before her that seemed to sweep and suck
her towards the edge. She went in—and
found Mrs. Hayward standing waiting for
her in the middle of the room.

‘Where have you been, Joyce? where
have you been ?—to-day of all days? Captain
Bellendean has been here ’

She said, * Yes, I heard,” almost under her
breath.

“And why were you not here to meet

him? I don't suppose it was your fault.
It could not be your fault. But why, why
were you not here? It is like a bad fate.
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‘It would be rather a providence,’ said
Joyce, in her subdued voice—*for it’s better:
oh, it's better not. I am—glad—I wasn't
here.’

Mrs. Hayward grasped her hand with an
impatient exasperation. ‘Glad-—you weren't
here—glad to have driven him almost frantic
—and me too!’

Joyce looked at her stepmother, wonder-
ing. She was so forlorn that any sympa-
thetic tone, even though it was angry, caught
her ear. And she felt the circumstances to
be so desperate that she was no longer afraid.
‘You ?—are you caring—any way ?’

*‘Am I caring! You mean, do I care?
Yes, I care.  Joyce!’ cried Mrs. Hayward,
gripping her hands tightly, then loosing
them with a little impatient gesture, as if she
had flung them away, ‘you are a strange girl
—you have never tried to make me love you.
And I don't know that I do. It was a great
change to me, that had been everything to
my husband, to have you a stranger brought
in : and you never tried to make me care-—'

‘1 was bewildered, the girl said. I was

—like a creature astray

VOL., III P
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*Very likely. T am not asking the cause;
[ am only telling you. But now there’s
something got up that we must stand against.
They've got to know about that man—and
that you were—only a poor girl before. They
are making a stand against you.’

Joyce stood up against the glow of the fire
listening, yet only half roused. She was
taller than Mrs. Hayward, and the energetic,
almost impassioned little woman looked up
at her pale face, and thought it like a face in
a dream. It was abstracted, the eyes veiled,
as if they were looking inward. And neither
to have thus lost her lover’s visit, nor to be
threatened with a conspiracy against her,
awakened her out of the mist of her own
thoughts. DMrs. Hayward put her hand on
Joyce's arm with the quick impatience of her
nature—*' Wake up,’ she said. I don’t know
what you have in your mind: but give
your attention to what I am saying. Wake
up! it is of the greatest importance, if not
to yourself, to your father and to me——'’

‘Yes,” said Joyce, with a little start; ¢1
am hearing every word you say, and mind-
ing.  Oh, don't think I've a cold heart. 1
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am only just all astray—since ever I came.
[ was a stranger, as you say. And I might
learn better—if there was time.

“There is plenty of time,” said Mrs. Hay-
ward, with a little moisture in her eyes.
*Men never see it—but it was a great trial
for you and me. Yes, yes, for both of us. 1
always saw that. But we must make a stand
now, and do it together. They say you're
not your father's daughter, but a foundling—
and they say you've got a man coming after
a low man,

vou that made a disturbance
Don’t contradict me or put my temper up !
He was not a low man, but quite respectable,
I know that—but all the same a man to be
put a stop to. Joyce! don’t you understand
what a vexation it is that you were not here ?
He came with his heart in his mouth to lay
everything at your feet. And the triumph it
would have been for us all to have faced
them, with you engaged to Norman Bellen-
dean!’

A colour like the flash of a light passed
over Joyce's face. Her eyes filled suddenly
with large hot tears. She shook her head,
with a trembling going over her like the sud-
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den shiver of ague. *No,’ she said, ‘no—
never that ; oh, never that!’

“Why never that? Don't be a fool,
Joyce, don’t be a fool. Though he’s an
excellent match, there’s nobody near, no-
body anywhere that would suit you so well.
You understand each other. For goodness’
sake,” cried Mrs. Hayward, exasperated and
anxious, ‘don’t spoil your life with any ro-
mantic nonsense ! Why, even his people like
you and seek you. Mrs. Bellendean——

‘I must tell you the truth/ said Joyce,
‘for oh, I am in a great strait, and 1 know
not what to do. DMrs. Bellendean would
rather I were dead than that. There is one
he should marry that would break her heart

and there is one I should marry: 72a¢ 1
will not do; but I will marry nobody nor
think of anything that could hurt her—or
him. No, not for all the world.’

Mrs. Hayward clapped her hands to-
gether in the wild impatience and rage which
could not find utterance in mere words. * Oh,
that was it!" she cried. I thought there
was something treacherous in it. | thought

she did not come for nothing, that woman!
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I never liked her, for all her show of kind-
ness. I never put any faith in her. And
she came to take advantage of your sim-
plicity, you poor thing—you poor innocent
thing!”  Elizabeth's temper was warm, but
her heart no less. She caught Joyce sud-
denly in her arms, and gave her a quick kiss,
which was like a soft little blow—and the
girl felt that the cheek which touched hers
was wet. But it was only a momentary
touch, and Mrs. Hayward was half ashamed
of her emotion. She gave an imperative
grasp to Joyce's arms as she let her go, and
added, with a little laugh, * But let us stand
together, Joyce—you and me! and we'll be
too many for them. I don’t mind how strong
they are—we'll be too many for them yet—
you and me!’

Colonel Hayward coming in at this
moment, with his newspaper in his hand
to read something aloud to his wife (who
had seen it before breakfast), found them
standing very closc together, and heard the
sound of his wife's laugh, which sounded to
him more like crying than laughing. And
he knew that the sound meant a good deal of
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commotion in Elizabeth’s mind. He did not
know what might have been going on; and
while he was eager to interfere, his better
angel kept him back by means of that preju-
dice against prying, which is a happy part of
English training.  Accordingly he did not
come near, but pretended it was necessary to
hold up his paper to the lamp. *My dear, I
just wished to read you this little bit,” he said,
turning his shoulder to the pair. Mrs. Hay-
ward could scarcely restrain the exclamation
of impatience on her lips; but perhaps it was
well that so exciting an interview should thus
be brought to a simple and unconcerted end.

After this there followed two uneventful
days—uneventful to the rest of the world;
not quite so to NMrs. Hayward, who was em-
ployed 1n searching out all the ramifications
of the social conspiracy against her husband
and Joyce, with a warmth of defensive feel-
ing and determination to support and vindi-
cate what was her own side and her own

belongings, which roused every amiable sen-

timent—and there were many—in her heart.
She was kept in a subdued fever of expecta-

tion at the same time, looking almost every
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hour for the arrival of Norman Bellendean,
who would not, she believed, keep to the
invitation given him for Thursday, but might
at any moment burst in upon them and set
everything right. She did not believe that
he would have the coolness to wait till that
appointed time, and her devices for retaining
Joyce within reach were manifold and some-
times very amusing, had there been any one
with a mind free to observe the situation.
Colonel Hayward, without having any reason
given, was charged to be punctual in bring-
ing her back from the morning walk at a
certain hour—and Elizabeth herself took the
direction of affairs in the afternoon, taking
Joyce with her when she herself went out,
and regulating a succession of returns which
made it impossible that any visitor could have
very long to wait. It must be allowed that
this extreme care was harassing to Joyce,
unaccustomed to so numerous a round of
little engagements, and who hitherto had
been free to follow her own devices and think
her own thoughts. These thoughts, it was
true, could be carried on anywhere, and were
as possible in the drawing-room under her
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stepmother’'s eyes as when alone ; but they
were confused and weakened by the sense of
some one near—Dby the interruption of ques-
tions which she had to answer, and remarks
to which she was supposed to pay attention.

The gathering web of purpose and mean-
ing was thus confused into a sort of cobweb
maze, like the threads of a spider twisted with
everything they encountered ; and Joyce felt
herself thus held in suspense, still with that
sweep and suction in the air which betrayed
the precipice close by—but rather with the
sensation of one who lay upon the edge bound
and helpless, perhaps to be swept over by the
first gale, but in herself quiescent, capable of
no movement—than of the despairing agent
of her own fate, by whose action alone the
end could be accomplished. She lay there
still, listening for the hurricane that must
sweep her away—not taking, as she must do,
that tremendous step for herself. DBut the
closeness of it half stupehed, half paralysed
her. The moment would come when she
must wake, when the step would have to be
taken ; but what if in the meantime some
celestial storm, some great heavenly chance
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impulse might burst in and carry her away ?
This happens sometimes—so that a man who
intended to kill himself dies innocently in the
meantime, and is saved all that trouble and
pain. No one can tell what a day or an hour
may bring forth. ¢Perhaps the world may
end to-night.” as the poet has said. But
Joyce was not in hourly expectation like Mrs.
Hayward. She accepted Thursday as the
limit of her suspense. Before Thursday it must
be done : but in the meantime, and for these
two days, quiescence—something that, in the
pause of despair, looked almost like peace.

This was not, however, undisturbed.
There came a little note from Mrs. Bel-
lendean with a final good-bye :(—

‘Just my love to my dear Joyce before I
cgo away. \Wishing her every good, and very
confident that she will never forget me, nor
all that has passed between us for long
years; and that I am always her affectionate
friend AL BY

All that had passed between them—for
long years! No, Joyce would not forget.
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There was also a letter from Andrew,
announcing, as if nothing particular had
happened, his return home.

“And though my visit was not all that
could be desired, yet I am glad that I made
it, for it lets us both see, my dear Joyce,
what is before us, and forewarned is fore-
armed. Also, I am anxious to let you know
that I made acquaintance with a very respect-
able lady, the wife of a minister, who was
most kind, so kind, indeed, that it was a
difficulty to accept her attentions without
the power of making any return. But I
thought it my duty, as she seemed to bc a
friend of yours, to speak freely to her, so
that you might find a support in her, as one
lady can with another, and a person to whom,
being unfortunately not at ease at home in
that respect, you could talk freely of me.

[t was a pity that nobody save Joyce saw
this effusion of the schoolmaster's genius.
She was not capable of secing the humour in
it. It was so wonderful that her dreamy

eyes opened wide with mingled consternation
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and astonishment. That he should speak so
calmly of the tragic episode which had first
opened to her the mystery of dreadful life
which lay before her! That he should be so
little capable of understanding what were the
contradictions and the miserable limits of
humanity! But she was too deep in that
mystery to think of it.  The two letters were
found folded together afterwards.

And the evening and the morning made
another day. It was \Wednesday, the day of
the party at the rectory, which had been
turned into an opportunity for magnifying and
exhibiting Joyce. The Jenkinsons and Mrs.
Hayward had put their heads together for
this object. That they thus acted together
was due to Mrs. Hayward, who in the heat
of her indignation and agitation had hurried
to the rectory, on the morning after her
enlightenment, to demand, not apologetically
but passionately—* Have you heard what
they are saying about oxr Joyce? Do you
believe it 2’ Do you dare to believe it 7 was
what Elizabeth's tone said. *She 1s a little
hoity-toity,” said Mrs. Jenkinson afterwards;
‘but you know, Canon, I have always said
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she was a good woman.” The Canon, who
did nothing but walk about the house over-
seeing (as he pretended) the preparations and
making all the glass and the silver ring again,
agreed in the judgment. * But I think it was
[ that always upheld Elizabeth,” he ‘ said.
Anvhow, whoever was in the right or wrong,
these three people were agreed. If the
rectory was of any weight in society, and
Mrs. Jenkinson's accent in pronouncing that
/f was a model of polished sarcasm, then
there could be no further doubt as to the
opinion of the place. Everybody was coming
—indeed one person was coming of whom no
one knew, no, not even the Canon, excepting
Mrs. Jenkinson and Mrs. Hayward alone.
“You could not ask him, I allow—but there
can be no possible reason why I should not
ask him. I will say I heard he was in town.
I might have heard that from any one, from
the St. Clairs themselves. No doubt they
must know.” The knowledge of this secret
invitation made DMrs. Hayward feel guilty
when she confronted her husband and Joyce,
of whom she now spoke as *my daughter ' to
all her friends.  But neither of these innocent
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persons observed her look of guilt: the
Colonel, because he knew nothing at all
about it, neither the conspiracy to shame
Joyce, nor that which had been formed for
her vindication ; and Joyce, partly for this
same reason, partly because she was para-
lysed, lying on the edge of that precipice,
waiting for the cyclone, and that everything
outside passed over her like a dream.

Mrs. Hayward herself superintended
Joyce's dressing for this party. She came
into the girl's room carrying a small miniature
in an old-fashioned gold mount, to which
was attached a knot of ribbon. *1 wish you
to wear this,’ she said—'your father sends
it to you, Joyce. Look at the name upon
the back, and you will see why I am going to
pin it where it may be well seen.  And if any
one asks you who it is, say 1t is your mother.’

“Is it my mother—was she like that?’
said Joyce, taking the miniature in her hand
with a great tremor. It seemed to send some
strange magnetism 1nto her, tingling from the
finger-points over her whole frame.

*She must have been like that, for it is the
image of vou, said Mrs. Hayward; ‘people
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will think it is your own picture you are
wearing—but if you like, Joyce, you can let
them see the inscription on the back. It is
exactly you—but I think there is something
more deep and steadfast in your eyes,’ she
said, looking at her earnestly. DMrs. Hay-
ward was greatly stirred and excited. Per-
haps it was this more than any warm impulse
of feeling which made her give Joyce a
sudden kiss after she had inspected her.
She was pleased with her ‘daughter’s’ ap-
pearance. Joyce wore a dress of soft white
Indian silk, made very simply, with little
ornament. It suited her slim youthful igure,
which wanted no elaborate drapings or loop-
ings. The miniature with its bow of dark-
blue ribbon was pinned on her breast. It
was a curious ornament. The Joyce in the
picture had her hair arranged in curls which
fell upon her shoulders, and her dress was of
the fashion of twenty-five years before—
otherwise it was precisely like the Joyce who
wore it now, only—and this thought pleased
Mrs. Hayward, and gave a little outlet to
feelings less admirable—there was something
‘more deep and steadfast’ in the eyes.  Mrs.
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Hayward hersclf pinned the ribbon upon
the girl's breast. ‘1 was always very sorry
for her, she said in a low tone: ‘but she
made great misery by disappearing like that.
[ hope, I believe, you have more stuff in you.
Now, are you ready ?’

The Colonel was standing in the hall
waiting for his ladies, pleased and proud, and
somehow more happy than usual in the con-
viction that at last Elizabeth had thoroughly
‘taken to’ Joyce. The thorn among his
roses had been the absence of sympathy
between those two. He said to himself,
twinkling his eyes to get rid of a little moist-
ure, that no mother could be more anxious
about a girl’s appearance than was his wife
about Jovce. She gave those little pats and
pinches to her dress as they came downstairs
which happy girls sometimes resent, but
which come only from the mother’s hand.
Now the crown of his happiness had come,
for Elizabeth certainly at last had taken to
Joyce. How could she have stood out against
her, the Colonel thought, looking with pride
at his child; and yet even as this proud
thought passed through his mind, a little ac-
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companying chill came with it. For she was
pale, she was very quiet. There was little
expectation of pleasure, of conquest, of admira-
tion in her. Perhaps she had always been
too grave and a little frightened in society,
though with gleams of brightness. She was
very quiet to-night.

Mrs. Hayward did not remark this. She
was hersell much excited, tremulous with
feeling both belligerent and tender. Joyce
had become the heroine of the most agitating
romance — a romance in which she herself
was too much involved to be calm. That
guilty secret made her heart flutter. \What
if it might be thought to be her fault ? What
if Joyce should think her dignity compro-
mised ¢ She was so strange a girl, so little
moved by ordinary motives. NMrs. Hayward
took a little comfort from the fact that Joyce
was not at all suspicious, and would never
think of the possibility of a plot to bring her
lover to her side—which partially reassured
her ; but still there was a flutter at her heart.

They were late of entering the rectory,
and the rooms werc full.  Everybody was
there. DMrs. Jenkinson received her friends
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rarely, and, when she did so, invited all * the
best people.” It was a little difficult to make
the entrance which Mrs. Hayward had in-
tended, so as to strike all objectors dumb.
Mrs. Jenkinson, however, at the door of the
room took Joyce in her arms in the sight
of everybody with an unusual demonstration
.of delight. She held her at arm’s-length for
a moment and looked at her with admiring
criticism. ¢ You are looking very nice—very
nice indeed, my dear!’ she said very audibly,
as if she had been a niece at least. There is
nothing like being a partisan. She had never
perceived Joyce’s beauty before, and that
curious dignity — which came of the girl’s
shyness, and ignorance of social rules, and
anxiety not to put her father to shame. ‘I
don’t think there is any one here to compare
with her.’ she said to the Colonel, with a
conviction which was dogmatic, and at once
made a different opinion heresy.

Mrs. Sitwell, very ill at ease, had been
hanging about the door until the Haywards
appeared. She made an instant effort to
secure Joyce's attention. ¢ Oh, Joyce, let me
speak to you—I have a great deal to say to
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you!’ she cried, in a shrill whisper through
the curious crowd. Mrs. Hayward confronted
the parson’s wife with an impulse of war which
tingled through and through her, and raised
her stature and brightened into fierce splen-
dour her always bright eyes. ‘Perhaps I
will do as well as Joyce, she said grimly,
facing the traitor. 'What happened in that
corner afterwards, we dare not pause to
tell.

In the meantime the Canon appeared,
with his big round black silk waistcoat, like
a battering -ram cleaving the press before
him, and held out his arm, bent to receive
hers, almost over the heads of the wondering
ladies. *Come and take a turn with me,
Joyce,” he cried, his large mellow voice rolling
like the pervasive and melodious bass it was,
making a sort of background to all the soprano
chatter. He too paused to look at her when
he had led her through the line of the new
arrivals.  ‘Yes,” he said approvingly, ‘you
are looking very well and handsome; but
not as you used to do— I miss my little
enemy. There's neither war in your eye
nor fun to-night. Come, Joyce, not so
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serious! We've met to enjoy ourselves.
What's that you are wearing on your breast ?
Bless my soul!” The Canon paused, draw-
ing a quick breath. ‘Who put this upon
you? It's your mother’s picture!’” He had
turned so quickly to look at it, that her hand
was disengaged from his arm. He took it
in his own and held it while he gazed, and it
became very evident to the circle about that
the Canon was winking his eyes suspiciously
as if to get rid of a little moisture there.
*Poor little Joyce!’ he said. *Where did
you find it? [ remember her exactly like
that; and you are exactly like it.  You can
never deny your parentage, my dear, as long
as you wear that.’

[t was not intended, nor in the pro-
gramme ; but the little surprise was very
effectual. It collected a little crowd round
the pair. The people who had been so
deeply impressed by the imposture practised
upon them in respect to Joyce, and even
Lady St. Clair herself, were drawn into that
circle by the strong inducement of something
to see which is so potent in an evening
party. It had not been in the programme,
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it had all the force of an accident. It brought
spectators from all the corners of the room to
see what it was. ‘The most extraordinary
resemblance,” people said. ‘A very pretty
portrait ; no one could have thought it was
meant for anybody but Joyce Hayward; but
it appears it is her mother.” ¢ With curls and
an old-fashioned dress.” ‘The dress we all
wore in those days.” ‘Then that story about

her that she was a foundling, etc., etc.” * It

g,
was a cruel bad story,” cried Lady Thompson.
crying with pleasure and kindness, and the
heat of the room which upset her nerves.
‘1 always knew it wasn’t true.”” Lady St.
Clair and her little coterie retired into a
corner, and there seemed to laugh and nod
their heads among themselves, commenting
on the scene; but their discomfiture was
clear.

All this that was passing round her was
uncomprehended by Joyce. She was aware
neither of the gossip nor of her own triumph.
She stood by the Canon’s side, confused with
the flutter about her, the exclamations, the
many looks that passed from her to the
portrait, from the portrait to herself back
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again. The Canon had again drawn her
hand within his arm, and she stood silent,
patient, with a faint smile, pleased enough to
find nothing more was required of her, leaning
a little weight upon his fatherly arm, a slim
white figure against his substantial bulk of
black. Her other hand hung by her side
amid the white folds of her dress. As she
stood thus quietly, subdued, her attention
not lively for anything, Joyce felt her hand
suddenly taken and warmly, passionately
pressed, with a touch which was most unlike
the usual shaking of hands. There must
have been something magnetic in it, for she
started, and a sudden flood of hot colour
poured over her from head to foot. She
turned her head almost reluctantly yet quickly,
and met, burning upon her in the heat of
feeling long restrained, the eyes of Norman
Bellendean.



CHAPTER XLV

“Jovce! Joycel”

That seemed all she understood of what
he said. The Canon had disappeared, leaving
them together—and other faces appeared and
disappeared as through a hot mist, which
opened to show them for a moment, then
closed up again—everything seemed to say,
Joyce, Joyce! Her name seemed to breathe
about her in a hundred tones—in warning, in
reproof, in astonishment, in low murmuring
passion. They seemed to be all speaking to
her, calling to her, together : Mrs. Bellendean
and Mrs. Hayward, and Andrew and her
father, and a soft, half-audible murmur from
Greta.  And then this voice close by in
her ear—]Joyce, Joyce! Would they but be
silent! Could she but hear!

Presently there seemed a movement in
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the scene, the figures around her streaming
away, but always his voice in her ears saying
she knew not what except her name. And
after a while she found herself standing out-
side the rectory under a great blue vault
of sky all tingling with stars. To her excited
fancy they seemed to project out of the dark
blueness above, as if to take part in this
scene.

‘We are going to walk home,” said DMrs.
Hayward, ‘it is such a lovely night, and only
a little way.’

‘And [ am going with you,” said Captain
Bellendean. ‘Yes, Colonel, I have plenty of
time for the train.’

“Well, perhaps yes,—enough, but not too
much,—but we all go the same way.’

Something like this came to Joyce through
the keen night air: and while the voices
were still ringing, her arm was within his,
and they were walking together as if it had
been a dream.

‘Joyce: 1 don't know if you hear me or
not, but you make me no reply.

Then all at once she seemed to come to
herself and to a consciousness of all around
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her : the hard dry road which rang underfoot,
the great vibrating stars above, intense with
frost, with human interest (was it possible ?),
with something which had never been in them
before. She was warmly cloaked and wrapped
up, a fleecy scarf over her head, her arm held
closely in his, his face bending towards her.
It seemed to be her first moment of full
consciousness since that time when all the
ladies were gathering round her looking at
the miniature on her breast.

“Captain Bellendean, it i1s all very strange
to me. I don’t understand what is happen-
ing,” she said.

‘I thought it was so: the noise and the
chatter of these people, and the agitation—
for you were agitated, Joyce.'

‘1 did not expect to see vou. 1 was sur-
prised to see you.’

1 startled you—I know I did. Didn't
you hear that I had come and waited on
Monday—waited and waited in vain. [ do
not know what you can have thought of me,
Joyce. I should have come back months
ago.’

She said nothing, and he thought he
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understood why, and it made him feel more
deeply guilty than ever.

‘Some time when we are at our ease |
will tell you everything and why I did not
come; but now I am here, and I want your
answer, Joyce, the answer you would not give
me that summer evening. Don't turn your
head away. You have scarcely spoken to
me to-night. Don't punish me so for my
delay. If I have been long of coming. it was
not altogether my fault. And now that I am
here, and we are together——'

‘I know,” she said, ‘why you have not
come back, Captain Bellendean; and your
staying away was right, quite right, but not
your coming. I heard of it, and I approved’
—she made a little pause, and added fervently,
using all her breath to say it—*with all my
heart!”

*What do you mean?’ he cried. * Joyce,
you are vexed and angry: perhaps you have
reason ; but not, not as you seem to think.
How did you hear of it ? and what did you
hear ?’

*Captain Bellendean,’ she said again, * we
have two different ways in this world. If I
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were to say what would please you, I would
be mansworn. And even with that, it might
not please you long. And for you to speak
as you are doing may be true; but it's not
well for either you or me.’

‘Joyce,” he cried, ‘it is not natural to
speak to me like that. Have you no feeling
for me? Is it all a dream that has been
passing In the summer, on the river, in the
garden, the hours we have been together,—
all that time was it nothing, did it mean
nothing ? It did to me. I ceased to think
of anything but you—you swept away every-
thing else, every other thought. If we had
not been interrupted that day—would you
have answered me as you are answering me
now ?’

She said nothing to this; and it was hard
upon Joyce that while this momentous
conversation was going on her arm was
linked in his, she was close to him, her figure
lost in his shadow, and all her resolution
unable to keep from him the sensation of the
heavy beating of her heart.

‘You must have felt something for me
then?’ he said. ‘It is dark now and I can-
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not see you ; but I saw your face then: Joyce,
don’t be hard upon me. I have taken a long
time to think, for there were many things
involved, but here I am: and if I've been
long of coming, it shows the more the force
that's brought me. Joyce, if you had not
been the only woman for me I should not
have been here.’

“It is a mistake,” she said—* it is a mistake,’
scarcely able to command her voice ; * there is
another woman. And there is—another man!
Oh, hold your peace, Captain Bellendean!
you and me, we have nothing to do with each
other. You would repent it all your life long.
And I would be mansworn.’

“Are you thinking of that man? Joyce,
you never loved that man—Iloved him!—he
is not fit to tie your shoes: he is not worthy
to be named or thought of, or—— Joyce,
throw me off if you like—break my heart—
but don't tell me you are going to make
yourself miserable for the sake of a childish
promise. No, no! You shall not do it. Tl
go if T must, but not to leave you to that
fellow—— Joyce!"

His tone of alarm and indignation went
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through and through her; her heart seemed
to melt, and sink down in softness and weak-
ness and ineffable yielding. He was ready
to put himself aside and think only of her;
anxious only to save her, not thinking of
himself. He held her arm close to his side,
and his heart throbbed against it, not in
heavy beatings like hers, but leaping,
bounding, in all the force of passion. The
woman in her was roused to wonder and awe
of the superior excitement of the man—and
that it should be for her, to save her. But
then, with the wildest inconsistency, he
began to pour out his love, forgetting that
he had said she was to throw him off if she
liked, as she too forgot and never saw the
inconsistency, nor was aware that he had
changed from that tone of generous determin-
ation to save her into the broken rapid tlow
of his own confessions and pleading. Joyce
was altogether carried away by this warm
and impassioned tide. She said not a word,
but listened, drawn along upon his arm, close
to him, swallowed up in his shadow, to the
mingled sounds of his voice and his heart
beating against her—a second voice, almost
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more potent than the first.  She listened and
felt the mingled sounds with a growing self-
abandonment, a loss of all her powers of
resistance, beginning at last to draw her own
breath hard, to sob, with her heart in her
throat, in sympathy rather than response.
He was still pouring these words into her
ear, still affecting all her pulses by that
throbbing, when suddenly they arrived at
the door of her father’s house. Joyce was
altogether inarticulate, incapable of disen-
gaging herself or raising her face to the
light, and he made no attempt to let her go.
She could hear him say, * Let me come in for
a second,” In a strange interruption to the
other words, and felt herself hurried in
swiftly upon his arm, through the hall where
the others were standing, to the softly-lighted
room. There they stood together one long
quiet moment, their hearts beating together :
and Joyce heard herself sob; and he took her
into his arms and kissed her, with a little cry of
triumph. * This time," he said, ‘there is no mis-
take! And there shall be none—never more.’

*Why shouldn’t I go in, Elizabeth? My
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dear, I must tell Bellendean he must not
think he has too much time—and this is the
last train.  Of course | know you could put
him up if he would stay all night. But he
has no clothes. A man may dine in his
morning coat, but he cannot put on his dress
clothes in the morning—eh ?  He will think
it very queer to be left only with Joyce.’

“Oh, for heaven’s sake, Henry, hold your
tongue, and let them alone !’

“\Why, I should have thought you would
be the first person to object to that,” the
Colonel said, bewildered. He gave himself
up to Baker to be helped with his coat, while
his wife hung about restlessly in a state of
excitement, for which the Colonel saw no
reason. The door of the drawing-room had
been left slightly open, and no sound came
from it as if the young people were talking.
Young people, who have been together to an
evening party, generally talk and laugh over
its humours. Colonel Hayward felt that
Joyce was not entertaining the guest, and
that it was his own duty to remind Bellen-
dean of that imminent train. And why his
wife should hold him back he could not
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divine. Presently, however, Captain Bellen-
dean appeared radiant, looking exceedingly
nervous and excited, with moisture in his
eyes, and even on one cheek, to Colonel
Hayward's great astonishment. ‘I know,’
he cried, ‘you're in trouble about my train.
I know I must fly. Mrs. Hayward, give me
joy : you divine it all. And, Colonel, I must
speak to you to-morrow.

‘Yes, yes, delighted! as long as you
please; but if you are to catch that train;
the Colonel cried, having already flung open
the door. ‘To-morrow, my dear fellow ! all
right—as long as you please; but we must
speed the parting guest! Good night, good
night! God bless you!’ he shouted with his
cheerful voice out into the night.

Such a night! every star throbbing, vibrat-
ing, as if it knew—the dry frost-bound road
giving forth a triumphant ring of sound
wherever his foot fell. He seemed to him-
self to fly against the keen exhilarating air,
which filled his breast like a spiritual wine.
Perhaps there might come a cold fit after ;
but at present he was warm with love and
enthusiasm and excitement and triumph. As
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he hurried along to the train, about which
the Colonel was so concerned, Norman Bel-
lendean sent out into the air a laugh of
pleasure and delight. Whenever he should
be hurried for a train, that vulgarest matter
of every day, he thought to himself, in the
triumphant satisfaction of his heart, that it
would recall to him this night—the brightest
moment, the sweetest recollection of his
life.

Mrs. Hayward still stood in the hall—
stood as nearly still as a woman in the high-
est excitement, scarcely able to speak for the
whirl of suspense and expectation in her
mind, could stand. She had taken off the
white Shetland shawl which she had worn
upon her head, but was still in her warm
cloak, pulling her gloves in her hands,
scarcely able to contain herself. She wanted
to dispose of her husband before she herself
flew to share, as she hoped, the happiness,
the agitation of Joyce. *Where are you
going, Henry ? not into the drawing-room at
this hour ? It's quite late; go and have your
cigar, and I'll send Joyce off to bed.’

‘It's not so very late’ said the Colonel.
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"I thought you would like a chat by the fire-
side.

‘A chat!  Go, my dear, and have
vour cigar. I know Joyce is very tired;
it's been an exciting evening for her. TI'll
go and look after her, and get her off to
bed.  You must not disturb her, Henry.
[l come in and let you know that all's
right.’

“What could be wrong ?’ said the innocent
old soldier: ‘“and why should she be so
tired?  \Well, Elizabeth, of course I will go
away if you tell me; but I don’t see—~
He made a few steps towards his library,
which Baker, much more in the secret of the
evening than he, had thrown invitingly open,
showing the cheerful glow of the fire; and
then another thought seized him. My
love,” he said, coming back, putting his arm
round her, ‘it gives me more pleasure than [
can say, to see that you are really and truly
taking to Joyce.'

“Oh, for heaven's sake, Henry, go and
have your cigar!’ was his Elizabeth's unsym-
pathetic reply, shaking herself free from him.
She added, with a nervous laugh, * Yes, yes :

VOL. III IN
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it's all right; but there's a dear, leave us
alone now.’

Even when, with wondering looks, he
had obeyed her, Mrs. Hayward lingered a
moment longer. She was tingling with ex-
citement and satisfaction and triumph. She
had defeated the miserable conspiracy against
Joyce, routing all her enemies, rank and file.
She had secured such a triumph over Lady
St. Clair and her ‘set’ as goes to any
woman'’s heart, carrying off, under her very
eyes, a prize such as rarely appeared in such
suburban latitudes, not only the most excel-
lent match that had been heard of there for
many a day, but the fit hero of a romantic
story, and a real lover—connected with the
St. Clairs too, to make the triumph sweeter,
and carried over under their very nose. This
was the vulgarer part of Mrs. Hayward’s ela-
tion : but underneath was something truer,
that genuine sympathy for a motherless girl,
which is never far from a good woman's heart.
She must miss her mother to-night, if never
before. She must want some woman to take
her into her arms, to hear her story. Eliza-
beth’s heart had been touched the moment
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she had become Joyce's partisan and taken
up the office of her defender and protector
against all the world. It was touched still
more tenderly now, as she thought to herself
what a moment it was, the turning-point of
the girl's life. The moisture came to her
eyes only with thinking of it. She was ready
to take Joyce in her arms, and cry over her,
as if she had been her very own.

\When she went into the room she found
Joyce sunk down upon her knees by the side
of the fire, her face covered in her hands.
She lay there like one overwhelmed under a
burden she could not bear—no light, no
happiness, no elation in her. *Joyce!’ she
cried, ‘ Joyce!” half alarmed, half irritated—
for what did the girl mean, what did she
want more than she had got? Mrs. Hay-
ward was almost angry in the height of her
excitement, though something in the utter
despondency of the white figure sunk down
upon itself restrained her. ‘Joyce!’ she re-
peated, laying a hand upon her shoulder

“ They all call me by my name, said
Joyce, ‘you, and he-—and the lady, and

all-——
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“What should we call you by, you silly
girl 2 Joyce, you've made me quite happy
to-night.  Get up and let me give you a kiss,
and tell you how pleased I am. There’s
nothing to cry about now-—though I can
understand,” she added quickly, *that it's all
gone to your heart.’

Joyce rose up slowly to her feet. She
did not resist the quick embrace into which
her stepmother took her. ‘I know, my
dear!’” cried Mrs. Hayward, in the transport
of her quick feelings, ‘what you've had to
bear. I know you've had a great deal to
bear

all this waiting and uncertainty, and
the cold chill—oh, my dear, I know!" She
pressed her cheek against Joyce's, and it was
wet with lively generous emotion. ‘ But all
is well that ends well, and now 1 am sure
you will be as happy as any woman in the
world.’

‘No,” said Joyce, ‘no;’ but her step-
mother, in her elation and excitement, did
not hear that low-toned negative.  Mrs.
Hayward held the girl against her breast,
patting her shoulder with one hand.

“This has been a trying night,” she said.
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‘You've had a great deal to go through: but
I understand it all. And you've done exactly
as I should have wished you, Joyce. Every-
thing went as I could have wished. Captain
Bellendean’s arrival like that, unexpected,’—
Mrs. Hayward drew a long breath, in which
there was an internal prayer that she might
be forgiven for so very white, so very inno-
cent a lie—not a lie, only a fib, the very
worst that could be said of it: “his arrival
unexpected, gave a sort of tone to the whole
—a tone. And I suppose, in the thought of
that you forgot everything else. DBut apart
from him altogether—if you can think of any-

thing apart from him—all went just as I
should have wished. You conducted your-
self just as I could have wished. And
everything is as it should be, foyce.’

Joyce said, “ No, no,” again, with a shiver.
She stood scarcely responsive in Mrs. Hay-
ward's embrace—making an effort to yield to
it, to return the warm pressure a little, to lean
upon the new prop so suddenly put up for
her.  But, happily, Mrs. Hayward felt too
strongly herself, and was too much absorbed
in her own quite unusual emotions to be sen-
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sible of the absence of response. She was
occupied in feeling and expressing her feel-
ing, not in studying that of another. She
wanted to say a great many things; she
wanted to prove to Joyce her motherly sym-
pathy. That Joyce should only listen and
say nothing did not occur to her as strange.
Even when she left the girl in her own room,
going in to poke the fire and make every-
thing comfortable, Mrs. Hayward’'s sensation
was that she had been made Joyce's confi-
dante, and that all the love-tale had been
poured into her warmly sympathetic ear.
She kissed Joyce and bade her good-night
with all the fervour of a trusted friend.
“To-morrow we must return to prose a little,’
she said— to-morrow will be a good settling
day. He is coming to talk to your father,
and everything will be arranged. But for
the present, good-night, my dear, and I hope
you will sleep.  Anyhow, whether you do or
not, you'll be happy, Joyce. Good-night, my
dear, good-night.’

Mrs. Hayward herself was so happy that
she could not contain herself. It was nearly
midnight, but she did not want to sleep.
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She had routed the enemy all round, and
triumphed and brought home her spoil.  To
think that Joyce, who had at one time vexed
her so much, should have been the occasion
of this triumph! Poor Joyce, poor little
Joyce! with this working in her mind all the
time, poor dear, and making her abstracted
and silent! And that man on the other side,
and Mrs. Bellendean, who no doubt was try-
ing all the time to put things wrong between
them! A generous partisanship was in Mrs.
Hayward's mind—a generous compunction
for injustice done to Joyce—a generous wish
to get everything for her that heart could
desire—all enhanced by a far-off anticipation
perhaps not so generous, a glimmer far dis-
tant in the recesses of her soul, that by and
by Joyce, in the manner happiest for herself,
would be taken away! But Mrs. Hayward
felt that she loved Joyce, and would do any-
thing for her in the strong and delightful
exhilaration of the triumph of to-night.



CHAPTER XLVI

WueN Joyce was left quite alone, and felt
the shelter of the silence and solitude, she
dropped again, as she had done in the room
downstairs, upon the rug before the fire.
Great distress and trouble are chilling things ;
they make the sick heart creep to the fire—
the warmth gives a little forlorn comfort when
all is low and ice-bound in the soul. She
dropped there like a child—half seated, half
on her knees. There wasa kind of luxury in
the feeling that no one could see or interrupt or
sympathise with her—that she was safe for the
long hours of the winter night, safe and alone.

What had she done ? She had listened when
she could not silence him. She had lost her-
self in listening, feeling his heart beat against
her and his voice in her ears. She scemed
to hear them now as soon as other people
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had left her—as soon as she was free from
interrupting, unintelligible voices of others.
He had told her, over and over again, what
she knew—nothing but what she knew; and
he must have felt her heart beating too, though
not like his—beating heavily, loudly,—beating
like a thing half stifled in bonds and ligatures
—for he had not waited for any answer. He
had taken her to himself when the climax
came, and between them there could be no
more said. Joyce recognised that there
could have been no more said. She re-
membered that she was sobbing, unable to
draw her breath, and that his breath
too was exhausted, and all the words that
could be used. She was not angry with
him for taking her consent for granted—
it was all that remained to be done.
Their marriage and their long life together,
and the height and crown of mortal existence,

were all summed up in that moment. It had
been, it was, and now it was past. She sat
sunk upon herself by the fire and went over
everything. That was the only way it could
have been. She had for a time held him
apart from her with good reasons, telling him
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how it could not be. And then she had been
silenced ; the words might have been with-
stood, but the throbbing of the heart (she
could feel it still against her arm)—how could
that be withstood ? That was something
more than words; and her own, so heavily
throbbing, had sprung for a moment into
the same measure, like something Joyce had
never heard of nor read of-—something that
made an end of time and space and all limits.
It had been too bewildering, too transporting,
to think of. It was for a moment only ; and
whether it ought to have been or not was a
different question. It had been, and nothing
could undo it. And it was past. That was
the one thing of which she was sure.

She had never consented, she had said
nothing, she had not deceived him. Though
she might have deceived others, him she had
not deceived. So long as she could speak to
him, she had said No. Afterwards, when
her voice failed her, when she could only sob,
that moment had been—not by her will, but
by his will—by something which was inevit-
able and could not be resisted. But now it
was all over and past. Now she was separ-
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ated from him as far as if worlds lay between
them. There was no longer any time to
hesitate. It was all fixed and settled, like
the laws of the Medes and Persians. She
had seen him for the last time. It was not
on that subject that she had any further con-
flict with herself. The question was not that
—not that any longer. The question was,
What must be done ? what in the few hours
that remained to her she must do?

She lay there for a long time where she
had sunk down, quite still and motionless,
notwithstanding that she had so little time,
not even thinking at all. Things flitted
across her brain, but scarcely moved her—
broken scenes, broken words, a look there,
an exclamation here. Oftenest in her con-
fusion it was her own name she seemed to
hear—Joyce ! Joyce!l—called out by every-
body in turn, as everybody had appealed to
her. Andrew whom she had deceived—he
had the most right to blame her. She had
never said that she loved him, but he had
believed it. Poor Andrew! It would not
be any gain to him though she lost. And
her lady, who had been so dear, and then
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had changed—to whom she had said that
Joyce would do what was wished of her.
And then the oracle—the oracle that had
said, ‘You could do—mno other thing." No,
she could do no other thing. That was
settled. It was not to be discussed; there
was no change possible in that. The only
thing was what to do—oh, what to do!
Joyce never thought of taking away her
own life. She would have given it joyfully
for any of them to save them a pang; but
take it away at her own caprice, no. She did
not consciously reject this way, for she never
took it into consideration. It was not among
the things that were possible. And though
she roused herself now and then at the end
of a long discursive round of imaginations,
some of them having no connection at all
with what had happened, or was about to
happen, to ask herself what she was to do,
for a long time she did not think at all.  Her
candles burned, showing a light at her win-
dow long after every other light was out.
In the barges lying about the bridge some
way down the river, there were people who

saw it shining, as was reported afterwards,
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through all the night. But Joyce was not
even thinking. What roused her at last was
the chill creeping over her—the cold of the
deep night @ her fire had fallen low, almost to
nothing, a faint little red glow all blackening
into darkness, and she shivered, and felt in
her uncovered arms and shoulders the creep-
ing dcad cold, as if the frost had got in.
This physical sensation, the shivering chill-
ness, and ague of the cold, roused her when
her trouble did not rouse her. She rose be-
numbed, her limbs stiff, and her heart sore, and
wrapped a shawl round her, drawing it close
for warmth. How grateful warmth is, when
evervthing else has gone! It is the one
thing in which there seems a little comfort.
[t brought her to life again, and the necessary
movement helped that good effect. But
bringing her back to life was to bring her
back to thought; and she became conscious
that time was running on, and that she had
not yet decided what to do.

Time was running on. It was long past
midnight, it was morning—the black morning
of winter when everything is at its coldest,
and all the world is desolate. Folding her
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arms in her shawl over her bosom to keep
warm, her hand encountered the little frame
of the miniature pinned on her breast. The
touch woke her up with a keen prick of
reality—as if it had been a sharp cold steel
that had touched her. She unpinned it from
her breast, and held it in her hand, and
looked at it. There must have been mag-
netism in it. It seemed to bring a new flood
of feeling, and will, and impulse over her.
She had felt that strange inspiration in her
veins before, that desire to arise and flee, she
knew not whither. Her mother’s inheritance
left behind her when she had fled—where no
one could follow. It was a sad inheritance
to come into the world with, but it was the
only one that Joyce had. She looked at the
pictured face so like her own, and that brief
long-ended tragedy became clear to Joyce.
The other Joyce had endured as long as she
could, and then there had come upon her that
irrestrainable despairing desire to fly and be
seen no more. Oh that I had wings like a
dove! It had not perhaps in some ways
been so difficult for her as for the second
Joyce it would be. There was nobody to go
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after her, to move heaven and earth to find
her — there were perhaps, Joyce thought,
confusedly exaggerating the time, and its
changes, as youth is so apt to do—no tele-
graphs, no railways then—at least there was
no father, no lover, no friends ready to put
all modes of discovery in motion. For a
moment she envied her mother; but then
said to herself, with a sudden warm flush
all over her, No, no! Thank God, in her
case there was no second life involved;
nobody to come into the world as she her-
self had done, in confusion and trouble, with
all the lines of her life wrong from her birth,
and this tragic conclusion always coming !
The touch of the cold little miniature seemed
to send thrills and icy touches through her
veins. The eyes had a strange look in them,
like the eyes of a hunted creature. Mrs.
Hayward had said that her own eyes were
more deep and true. She rose up to look at
herself, to see if perhaps that look had come
to her too. A girl does not think what is the
expression in her eyes; but they had always
been quiet eyes, she thought—not with that
look.  She went to the glass, with the
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miniature in her hand, to see. But when she
stood before the glass, it was not her own
expression, but the strange world of darkness
and vacancy beyond, which caught Joyvce's
confused and troubled intelligence.  She
remembered all the fanciful superstitions, halt
poetry, half mirth, of the countryside. How
some one would come behind you and look
over your shoulder, and you would see in the
mirror the man you were to marry,—your
fate ; or how perhaps it might be a white-
robed ghost, or a death’s-head that would
advance out of the unseen and look over
your shoulder; or how in that strange fathom-
less darkness of the mirror there might rise
before you scenes—of what was going on
among those you loved, or what was to
happen in the future, shadows of the real.
She could not see her own eyes for the
wonder which carried her beyond them, which
made her look into the reflected air as if it
were another world.

What a waste of tme it was, and how the
time was running on! Only a few hours
now before the step must be taken, and as
as yet no decision come to as to what it was
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to be! She went and sat down at the table
where were her writing things, and in her
writing-case the letters—DMrs. Bellendean’s
note of farewell, and Andrew's—poor An-
drew's! Even now she could not think, but
only look at these two momentous bits of
paper, and wonder what #Zcy would think,
how they would feel, whether they would
blame themselves. She even smiled to her
self at the astonishment, the incredulity that
would come over Andrew’s face, and his
conviction that whoever she had fled from it
could not be from him. The lady would
know better—it would give her a pang—but
so long as everything came as she wished,
the pang would not hurt her, it would go
away. And then the wonder, and the ques-
tions, and the strong feelings would widen
out and die away like circles in the water, and
Joyce would go down and disappear like a
stone.

Again this vague round of thought and
nothing decided on, nothing done—and the
time was running on. Twelve hours hence
it would be the afternoon of the November
day, and /¢ would be here. And before then

VOL. III S
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all must be settled and done. And in the
meantime the glow of the fire had gone out
in the blackness of the night, and it was
cold—cold—a cold that went to the heart.
At breakfast next morning Joyce showed
little trace of a sleepless night ; her eyes were
quite clear, her colour varying, but sometimes
bright, her aspect not radiant as might
become a girl in her position, yet very clear,
like a sky that has cleared after rain. Think-
ing it all over in the light of after events, no
one could recollect anything about her that
had called for special notice. She was grave,
yet not without a smile: and a girl on the
eve of the greatest change in her life, though
she may be very gay if she is happy, has
reason to be grave as well.  Joyce was always
thoughtful, and there was nothing wonderful
in the fact that underneath the soft smile with
which she responded to what was said to her
there should be a gravity quite natural in the
circumstances. No doubt there was a great
deal to think about—the opposition that
might be raised, the difficulties she would
have to encounter. It would not be all plain

sailing.  Mrs. Hayward, a little anxious in
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the strength of her newly awakened sym-
pathies, thought that she quite understood.
Joyce went out for her usual morning walk
with her father, just as usual so far as the
Colonel could see.  She talked a little more
than usual, perhaps to prevent him talking of
the great subject of the moment. He for his
part was much excited with the information
his wife had given. He was full of enthusiasm
for Norman. ‘If I had chosen the whole
world through I could not have found a man
whom [ should have liked better,” he said.
‘I always liked Norman Bellendean. I never
could have imagined when we first came in
contact in India, he a young sub and I his
commanding officer, that he would ever be
my son-in-law. How could I, not even
knowing I had-—what good fortune was in
store for me in finding you, my dear? DBut
he was always a capital fellow. I liked him
from the very first—fond of his profession
and always ready for whatever was wanted—
as good a fellow as ever lived,” cried the
Colonel, as he had done on his first introduc-
tion into these pages, taking upon him to
answer to all the neighbours and tenants for
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the excellences of Captain DBellendean.
Joyce listened very gravely, very sweetly,
with a little inclination of her head in assent
to all these praises. It pleased her to hear
them, even though it was no business of hers.

‘But you must remember, she said,
‘always — that if there’'s a pain in it, it's
leaving you. You've been good, good to

me. [ never knew what it was
“‘Good!" cried the Colonel, ‘there’s no
credit in being good to you

and as for pain,
my dear, no doubt we'll miss you dreadfully,
but it’s not as if he had to go away with the
regiment to the end of the world. We'll
come and see you at Bellendean, and you'll
come to see us. [ scarcely consider, with a
man [ like so thoroughly as Bellendean, that
it will be leaving me.’

‘I was very ignorant when I came here,
said Joyce; ‘1 did not know what a father
was. | was shy—shy to call you so. My
old grandfather was so different.  But, father,
you have always understood, never discour-
aged me when I was most cast down, never
lost patience.  And I wish [ could make
you always mind that, when perhaps you
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may think of me—differently from what you
do now.’

‘Why should T think of you differently ?
[ may grudge a little to see my pretty Joyce
marrying so soon, when I would have liked
to keep her to myself : but it is the course of
nature, my dear, and what parents must
expect.’

‘I will always think upon you like this,
she said: ‘the river flowing, and the banks
green even though it's winter, and the red
oak-leaves stiff on the branches, and all the
other big trees bare. And the sky blue,
with white clouds flitting, and with a little
cheerful wind, and the shining sun.’

“\Why in winter, Joyce?” he said, smiling.
“You might as well put me in a.summer
landscape if you are so fanciful : but you
need not speak as if we were to be parted for
ages, or as if you might not see me again.
I'm not so dreadfully old, if that is what you
mean.’

“You will not be angry, father, if I speak
to you of my old grandfather at home.
When [ saw him last he did notseeme. He
was walking through the corn, with his head
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bent and his heart sore. It was a bonnie
summer day, and the corn all rustling in the
wind, and high, almost up to his old bent
shoulders. But he saw nothing, for he was
thinking of poor little Joyce that he had bred
up from a baby, and that was going away. I
have been a great trouble to everybody that
has cared for me.’

‘] am afraid I did not think enough of
what it was to these old people, Joyce. To
be sure, it was a loss never to be made up;
but then when they knew it was for your
good——'

‘It 1s for our good,” said Joyce, ‘when
we die : but it's hard, hard to take comfort
in that. 1 have never had that to bear, but
I've seen it ; and though a poor woman will
believe that her little child has become one of
the angels and will never have any trouble
more, yet her heart will break just the
same.

“That’s true, that’s true,’ he said : ‘ but it's
not a cheerful subject, my dear, and just when
your life is at its happiest——

*Don't you think, father," said Joyce, ‘that
when you are at your happiest it is like
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coming to an end—for it seems as if heaven
itself couldn’t do any more for you, and the
next step must just be coming down among
common folk.’

“Don’t say that to Bellendean,’ cried the
Colonel, ‘ for you may be sure he thinks that
heaven can do a good deal more for him, and
you too.

But it was always an effort on the Colonel’s
part to bring her back to the contemplation
of more cheerful prospects. She came in,
however, freshened by the lively wind, her
colour raised, her hair playing about her fore-
head in little rings, disentangled by the
breeze, and was cheerful at luncheon, respond-
ing to all that was said. When they had
left the table, she drew Mrs. Hayward aside
for a moment, and asked if she might keep
the miniature which had been given her to
wear the previous night.

‘1 think so, Joyce: you have the best
right to it.  Ask your father, if you have any
doubt on the subject.’

‘I would rather ask you. It was kind,
kind to bring it to me: nobody else would
have had that thought’
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‘1 have always wanted to be kind,” Mrs.
Hayward said, moved by an emotion which
surprised her. ‘We may not always have
understood each other, Joyce. 1 may have
been sometimes not quite just, and you were
not responsive. It was neither your fault
nor mine. The circumstances were hard
upon us : but in the future——'

‘I cannot call you mother,” said Joyce.
“You would maybe not like it, and I'm slow,
slow to move, and I could not. But I would
like to call you a true friend. Im sure you
are a true friend. And we will never mis-
understand each other again.’

“ My dear, there's a kiss to that bargain,’
said Elizabeth, with her eyes full of tears.
She said after a moment, with a tremulous
laugh, ¢ But we'll misunderstand each other a
hundred times, only after this it will always
come right.’

There were no tears in Joyce's eyes, but
there was something in them which was not
usually there. DNrs. Hayward, after she had
kissed her, looked at her again with mingled
anxiety and curiosity. *Joyce,’ she said,
‘you are tired out. I don’t think you can
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have slept last night. Go and lie down and
rest a little.  You have got that look that is
in your mother’s eyes.’

When Joyce had gone upstairs, Mrs. Hay-
wardwent to thelibrary, where the Colonel was
seated with his paper. She said to him that
she was not half so sure as she had been that
Joyce was happy. ‘I thought there could be
no doubt about it. If ever two people were
in love with each other, I thought these two
were : but I don't feel so comfortable about it
now.’

‘ Nonsense, my dear!" said the Colonel,
who was a little drowsy. The room was
warm, and the paper not interesting, and he
had been proposing to himself to have a doze
before Bellendean came to talk business and
settlements. DMrs. Hayward did not disturb
him further, but she was uneasy and restless.
Some time after, she heard the outer door
close, and came out into the hall with a little
unexplainable anxiety to know who it was.
‘It was Miss Hayward, ma'am, a-going out
for a walk,” Baker said. DMrs. Hayward
thought it was strange that Joyce should
choose that time for going out, when Captain
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Bellendean might arrive at any moment.
And then she suggested to herself that
perhaps Joyce had gone to meet her lover
—— ¢ Anyhow, a little walk in the fresh air
will do her good,” she said to herself.

Norman arrived about half an hour after-
wards, and was astonished and evidently an-
noyed that Joyce was not there to receive him.
He went into the library, and had along talk
with the Colonel, and he came out again to
the drawing-room where the tea-table was set
out ; but no Joyce.

“Send up one of the maids to see if Miss
Hayward is in her room,” Mrs. Hayward
said.

‘Miss Hayward have never come in,
ma'am,’ said Baker; ‘for she never takes no
latch-key, and nobody but me has answered
the door.’

‘It is quite extraordinary. [ cannot
understand it," cried the mistress of the house.
And then the usual excuses were suggested.
She must have walked too far : she must have
been detained.  She had not taken her
watch, and did not know how late it was.
Norman said nothing, but his looks were
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dark; and thus the early evening passed.
The dinner-hour approached, and they all
went upstairs somewhat silently to dress.
Mrs. Hayward was pale with fright, though
she did not know of what she was afraid.
She had already sent off her own maid to go
to Miss Marsham's, to NMrs. Sitwell’s, to the
rectory, to inquire if Joyce was at either of
these places. But the answer was No; she
had not been seen by any one. What did it
mean? They metin the drawing-room—DMIrs.
Hayward more scared and pale, Captain
Bellendean more dark and angry, than be-
fore.

“Where is Joyce? said the Colonel.
*You don't mean to say she has never come
back! Then there must be something
wrong.’

“If she is staying away on account of me

" said Bellendean, looking almost black,
with his eyebrows curved over his eyes,
and his moustache closing sternly over his
mouth.

“On account of you! My dear fellow,
what a strange idea! It's only because of
you that I'm surprised at all," said the Colonel,
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as if it had been the most ordinary thing in
the world that Joyce should not come home
to dinner. Mrs. Hayward said nothing, but
she was very pale ; though why Joyce should
absent herself, or what was the meaning of it,
she could not guess. ¢ Let us go in to dinner,’
said the Colonel.  “If anything had happened
to her we must have heard at once. Probably
she is dressing in a hurry now, knowing that
we will all fall upon her as soon as she shows.
Give my wife your arm, Bellendean.” He was
quite cheerful and at ease now that there was
really, as Mrs. Hayward reflected, something
to be anxious about:; and he continued to
talk and keep up the spirits of the party
throughout dinner; but it was a lugubrious
meal.

Mrs. Hayward ran upstairs to Joyce's
room as soon as she was free. She made a
hurried survey of her tables and drawers,
where nothing seemed to be wanting. She
stood bewildered in the orderly silent room,
where nothing had been disturbed since the
morning—no signs of usage about, no
ribbon or brooch on the table, or disarray of
any kind. How cold it looked, how dead '—
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like a place out of which the inhabitant had
gone. It exercised a kind of weird influence
upon her mind. She stood back in alarm
from the glass before which Joyce had stood
last night, gazing into the unknown. Mrs.
Hayward was not at all superstitious, but it
frichtened her to see the blank of the reflected
vacancy, as if something might come into it.
It could not be more blank than the vacant
room, which threw no light whatever on the
mystery.  Where had she gone? There
could not be anything in those suggestions
which she had made, not without a chill of
doubt, in the afternoon. Joyce could not
be detained anywhere all this time, could not
have taken too long a walk, or mistaken the
time. It was impossible to believe in any
such simple solution now : nearly nine o’'clock
—and she knew that her lover was to be
here; and all the decorums of the dinner-
hour and the regulations of the house. No,
no, that was impossible. Could she be ill >—
could she

Mrs. Hayward started violently, though
it was only a soft knock at the door. *If
you please, Miss Marsham 1s downstairs
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wishing to see you.” Ah, it was that then!
she cried to herself, her heart giving a
bound of relief. She was ill. Something
had happened—a sprained ankle, or some
casy matter of that kind. She ran down-
stairs relieved, almost gay. It might be a
troublesome business, but so long as that
was all——

Miss Marsham was standing in front of
the fire with a large black veil tied over her
hat. She was one of the feeble sisters who
are always taking cold. She came forward
quickly, holding out cold hands without
gloves. “Oh!” she cried, ‘has Joyce come
back? is it all right? is there anything
wrong ?’

‘Do you mean,” cried Mrs. Hayward
harshly, *that you've only come to ask me
questions—not to tell me anything ?’

“Oh!" cried Miss Marsham, clasping her
thin hands, ‘then she must have done it,
though I did not advise her to do it: I did
not understand——'

“What?’ cried Mrs. Hayward, darting
upon her, seizing her arm.

Miss Marsham told her story incohe-
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rently, as well as in her agitation she could
tell it.  “She asked my advice. There was
some lady whose heart would be broken
—who had never suffered, never been
disappointed, and who had to be saved.
I

cannot tell you any more—indeed, I cannot ;

And there were two gentleman

I only half understood her. [ told her—
that to sacrifice one's self was always the
caslest.’

The gentlemen came in while DMiss
Marsham was speaking. The Colonel, still
quite cheerful, saying, ‘ Depend upon it, we
shall find her in the drawing-room.” Captain
Bellendean was as dark as night. ‘I told
her—that to sacrifice one’s self was always
the easiest,” were the words they heard as
they came into the room; the sound of
voices had made their hearts jump. Nor-
man had taken a quick step forward when
he saw that Mrs. Hayward was not alone,
This strange figure was not like Joyce, but
who could tell >——

‘I told her that it came easiest to women

b

—that to sacrifice one’s self.
“To whom did you say that ?’
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*Oh, Captain Bellendean! if [ said what
was wrong. I did not understand her.
There was some one whose heart would
be broken, a girl who had never been
disappointed. I said to sacrifice one's
self- '

“To sacrifice one’s self!” cried Captain
Bellendean, with a roll of low sound like the

roar of an animal in pain.

‘] said it was the easiest—rather than to
let some one else suffer, whoever it might
be. Oh, God forgive me—-God forgive me
—if I said wrong !’

At this moment there was a knock at the
door, and Mrs. Hayward’'s maid came in.
“If you please, ma'am,” she said.

“What is it? Miss Hayward has come
back ?’

“If you please, ma'am,” said the maid,
“some of her clothes are—not there. And
Mr. Baker says she sent away a box this
morning.’

“Where is Baker ?’ said the Colonel.

He was not far off, but at the door, fully
prepared for the emergency. He did not
wait to be questioned. ‘It was a box,” he
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said, ‘like as Miss Hayward have sent off
before,—1 didn't take particular notice.
The baker took it to the station. He had
his cart at the door.’

“‘What do you mean by a box ?’ said the
Colonel, to whom they all left this examina-
tion, and who asked the question without
excitement, as only partially understanding
the importance of it.

‘A box, Colonell-—well, just a common
sort of a box—Iike the ladies sent to the
'Ospital Christmas-time—Ilike Miss Hayward
have sent off before

* Did you see the address ?’

‘You see, ma’am, the baker, his cart was
at the door,—and he ups and says, if the
young lady had no objection, he'd take it
and welcome. So I gives him a hand up
with it, and never see the address—except
just London.’

“You are sure it was London ?’

“Oh yes, Colonel—at least, I wouldn't
like to take nothing in the nature of an

2

oath : but so far as being sure
“That will do, said Mrs. Hayward

quickly.  “Now, you may go.” She burst
VOL. III T
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forth as soon as the door was closed, ‘ She
has done what her mother did; but why—
but why ?’

A little later, before this mournful com-
pany separated, Joyce's little writing-case
was brought downstairs, and in it was found
Andrew’s letter and Mrs. Bellendean’s folded
together. On a piece of paper separate—
which, however, had no appearance of being
intended for a letter—Joyce had written
something in a large straggling hand, very
different from her usual neat writing. It
was this—

‘I can do no other thing. To him I
would be mansworn—and to her no true
friend. And what I said was, Joyce will do
—what is wanted of her. I can do no other

P : 3
thing.



CHAPTER XLVII

NEearry twenty-four hours later the chill of
the wintry night had closed over the village
of Bellendean. The frosty weather had
gone, and was replaced by the clammy
dampness and heavily charged atmosphere
of a thaw. There had been showers during
the day, and a Scotch mist had set in with
the falling of the night. Janet Matheson
and her old husband were sitting on either
side of the fire. Peter had got to feel the
severity of the winter weather, and though he
still did his day’s work, he was heavy and
tired, and sat stretching his long limbs across
the hearth with that desire for more rest
which shows the flagging of the strength and
spirit. ~ Janet on the other side of the fire
was knitting the usual dark-gray stocking with
yards of leg, which it was astonishing to
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think could be always wanted by one man.
They were talking little.  An observation
once in half an hour or so, a little stir of
response, and then the silence would fall
over them again, unbroken by anything but
the fall of the ashes from the grate, or
the ticking of the clock. Sometimes Janet
would carry on a little monologue for a few
minutes, to which Peter gave here and there
a deep growl of reply; but there was little
that could be called conversation between
the old pair, who knew all each other’s
thoughts, and were ‘company’ to each other
without a word said. There were few
sounds even outside: now and then a heavy
foot going by : now and then a boy running
in his heavy shoes on some cold errand.
The cold and the rain had sent indoors all
the usual stragglers of the night.

‘Yon letter’'s near a week auld,” said
Peter. They had not been talking of
Joyce ; but a quarter of an hour before had
briefly, with a few straggling remarks at
long intervals, discussed the crop which ‘the
maister’ had settled upon for the Long
Park, a selection of which Peter did not
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approve ; but no explanation was needed for
this introduction of a new subject. There
could be no doubt between them as to what
‘yon letter’ meant.

‘There'll be anither the morn,’ said Janet,
‘when she has passed the Thursday, it aye
comes on the Saturday. She will have been
thrang with something or other. It's the
time coming on for a' thae pairties and
balls.’

Peter gave a long low subterraneous
laugh. <It would be a queer thing,’ he said,
‘for you and me to see oor Joyce at ane o
thae grand balls.’

“And wherefore no?’ said Janet. ‘Take
you my word for't, she’ll aye be ane o' the
bonniest there.’

‘I’'m no doubtin’ that,” he said; and
silence fell again over the cottage kitchen—
silence broken only after a long time by an
unpatient sigh from Janet, who had just
cast off her stocking, rounding the ample
toe.

“Eh,’ she said, ‘just to hae ae glimpse of
her! I would ken in a moment.’

“What are ye wantin’ to ken 2’
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“Oh, naething, said Janet, putting down
the finished stocking after pulling it into
shape and smoothing it with her hand. She
took up her needles again and pulled out a
long piece of worsted to set on the other,
with again a suppressed sigh.

“Siching and sabbing never mean nae-
thing,” said Peter oracularly.

“Weel, weel! I would like to see in her
bonnie face that she's happy among thae
strange folk. If ye maun ken every thocht
that comes into a body's heart——

‘Hae ye ony reason——"said Peter, and
then paused with a ghost of his usual laugh.
‘Ye're just that conceited, ye think she
canna be happy but with you and me.’

“It’'s maybe just that,” said Janet.

“It's just that. She has mair to mak’ her
happy than the like of us ever heard tell of.
I wouldna wonder if ye were just jealous—o’
a’ thae enterteenments.’

‘I wouldna wonder,” Janet said. And
then there was a long silence again.

Presently a faint sound of footsteps
approaching from a distance came muffled
from the silence outside. The old people,



NLVII JOYCE 279

with their rural habit of attention to all such
passing sounds, listened unawares each on
their side. Light steps in light shoes, not
any of the heavy walkers of Bellendean.
Would it be somebody from the Manse
coming from the station? or maybe one of
the maids from the House? They both
listened without any conscious reason, as
village people do. At last Peter spoke—

“If she wasna hunders o' miles away, I
would say that was her step.’

“Dinna speak such nonsense,’ said Janet.
Then suddenly throwing down her needles
with a cry, ‘It's somebody coming here!—
whisht, whisht,” she added to herself, ‘that
auld man’s blethers puts nonsense in a
body’s heed.” Janet rose up to her feet
with an agitated cry. Some one had
touched the latch. She rushed to the door
and turned the key—‘We were just gaun to
oor beds,” she cried, in a tone of apology.

And then the door was pushed open from
without. The old woman uttered a shriek
of wonder and joy, yet alarm, and with
a great noise old Peter stumbled to his

feet.
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It was /er or her ghost. The rain glis-
tening upon her hat and her shoulders—her
eyes shining like brighter drops of dew—a
colour on her cheeks from the outdoor air, a
gust of the fragrance of that outdoor atmo-
sphere —the ‘caller air’ that had always
breathed about Joyce—coming in with her.
She stood and smiled and said, ‘It's me,” as
if she had come home after a day’s absence,
as if no chasm of time and distance had ever
opened between.

No words can ever describe the agitated
moment of such a return, especially when so
unexpected and strange, exciting feelings of
fear as well as delight. They took her in,
they brought her to the fire, they took off
her cloak which was wet, and the hat that
was ornamented like jewels with glistening
drops of the Scotch mist. They made her
sit down, touching her shoulders, her hair,
her arms, the very folds of her dress, with
fond caressing touches, laughing and crying
over her. Poor old Peter was inarticulate
in his joy and emotion. Nothing but a
succession of those low rolling laughs would
come from him, and great lakes of moisture



18]
ow
—

XLVII JOVCE

were standing under the furrows of his old
eyebrows. He sat down opposite to her,
and did nothing but gaze at her with a
tenderness unspeakable, the ecstasy which
was beyond all expression. Janet retained
her power of movement and of speech.

‘Eh, my bonnie lamb! eh, my ain bairn !
you've come back to see your auld folk.
And the Lord bless you, my darlin’! it’s an
ill nicht for the like of you—but we'll warm
you and dry you if we can do naething mair :
and there’s your ain wee room aye ready,
and oh, a joyfu’ welcome, a joyfu” welcome!”

‘No, granny, [ cannot go back to my
own room. [I've come but for a moment.
I'm going away on a journey, and there's little
time, little time. But I couldn't pass by——'

‘Pass by—— No, that would ha’ been a
bonny business,” said Peter, with his laugh
—to have passed by.’

Joyce told them an incoherent story about
a ship that was to sail to-night. ‘I am
going from Leith—and there was just an
hour or two—and [ must be back by the
nine o'clock train. It's not very long, but I

must not lose my ship.’
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“And are they with you, Joyce, waitin’
for you? and whatfor did ye no bring the
Cornel? The Cornel wasna proud—he
didna disdain the wee bit place. And no
even a mald with ye to take care of ye! Oh
ay, my bonnie woman, weel I understand
that—you would have naebody with ye to
disturb us, but just a’ to oorsels——'

*Ony fuil,” said Peter, ‘ would see that.’

“We're a’ just fuils,” said Janet, ‘for weel
I see that, and yet I'm no sure I'm pleased
that she’s let to come her lane—for I would
have her guarded that nae strange wind, no,
nor the rain, should touch her. I'm wantin’
twa impossible things—that she should be
attendit like a princess, and yet that we
should have her her lane, a’ to you and
me.’

‘It’'s very cold outside,” said Joyce, ‘and
oh, so warm and cosy here! I have never
seen a place so warm nor so like home since
I went away. Granny, will you mask some
tea though 1it's so late? 1 think I would
like a cup of tea.’

*That will I'!" cried Janet, with a sense of
pleasure such as a queen might feel when
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her most beloved child asked her for a
duchy or a diamond. Her face shone with
pure satisfaction and delight, and her ques-
tions ran on as she moved to and fro,
making the kettle boil (which was always
just on the eve of boiling), getting out her
china teapot, her best things, ‘for we maun
do her a’ honour, like a grand visitor, though
she’s our ain bairn, and no the least changed
These observations Janet addressed
to Peter, though they were mingled with a
hundred tender things to Joyce, and so
mixed that the change of the person was
hard to follow.

“Whatfor should she be changed ?” said
Peter, with his tremulous growl of happiness.
The old man sat, with an occasional earth-

quake of inward laughter passing over him,
never taking his eyes from her. He was less
critical than Janet; no suspicions or fears
were in his mind. He took her own account
of herself with profound faith.  Whatfor
should she be changed?  Whatfor should
she be otherwise than happy? She had
come to see them in the moment she had in
the middle of her journey, alone, as was



284 JOYCE CHAP.

natural—for anybody with her would have
made a different thing of it altogether, and
weel did Joyce ken that. He was thoroughly
satisfied, and more blessed than words could
say. He sat well pleased and listened,
while Janet told her everything that had
passed. Although it had been told in letters,
word of mouth was another thing,
had a hundred questions to put. She was

and Joyce

far more concerned to hear everything that
could be told her than to tell about herself;
but if Peter remarked this at all, it was only
as a perfection the more in his ‘bonnie
woman '—his good lassie that never thought
of herself.

‘And oh, but the Captain was kind,
kind !’ said Janet. ‘He came and sat where
ye are sittin’, my bonnie doo, and just tauld
me everything I wanted to ken—how ye
were looking, and the way ye were speaking,
and that you and the Cornel were great
friends, and the very things ye were dressed
in, Joyce. He must have taken an awfu’
deal of notice to mind everything. He
would just come and sit for hoors

Joyce moved her seat a little farther from
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the fire.  The heat was great, and had
caught her cheek and made it flush. It
grew white again when she withdrew from
that glow, but she smiled and said in a low
tone, ‘He is very kind: and you would see
the lady, granny, and Miss Greta.’

‘No for a long time. You had always a
great troke with them, Joyce, and they with
you, but when once my bonnie bird was
Hown, it's little they thought of your old
granny. There was a great steer about the
Captain and her, but I kenna if it was true.
There’s aye a talk aboot something, but the
half o't is lees. He’s owre good for her, it’s
my opinion. I've a real soft corner for the
Captain.’

“‘He kent the way to get roond ye,” said
Peter, ‘aye flatterin’ aboot that bit lassie
there.’

“‘He was real kind. He would just sit
for hours, and mind everything.’

“Granny, cried Joyce, interrupting hastily,
‘you have told me nothing about the new
mistress, and how she took up my place.’

“But I wrote 1t a’ down in my letters,
said Janet. ‘That’s no like word of mouth,
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youre thinking ? Well, you see, Joyce'—
and Janet went over the whole career of the
new schoolmistress, who had not given
entire satisfaction. ‘As wha could ?’ said
the old woman. ‘Ye just spoiled them;
they could get nobody that would have
pleased them after you.’

“Youre no asking aboot Andrew,” said
Peter.

*Eh, poor lad!’ cried Janet, ‘I wouldna
have wondered if he had come ower the
nicht : but now it's too late.’

*Granny, cried Joyce, with a little cry of
alarm, ‘you'll say nothing to Andrew? Oh,
not a word! Never let him know [ was
here. I would fain, fain not be unkind—but
there are some things that cannot be. Oh, I
was very silly, I should have known. Youll
tell him to think of me no more—that I'm not
worthy of it; but, oh, never tell I've been here

‘No, my bonny lamb, no, my ain dear.
He never was worthy o' you. He shall hear
not a word—nor nae ither person, if that's
your pleasure, Joyce.

“Oh, granny dear! but it's time now, and
[ must go.’
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Janet’s heart was very heavy; but there
was no time for questions, and she saw that
Joyce was little disposed to explain. < \We'll
go with her to the station, and see her off,
she said, taking her big shawl out of the
aumrie. ‘I'm laith, laith to part with you,
Joyce: but it would be nae kindness to
make ye late, and they'll be meeting you at
the train.’

‘I must not be late,” Joyce replied. She
looked round with a faint smile, and tears
were in her eyes, and her lips moved as if
she were saying something. Janet's heart
was sore for her child.  Why was she left to
travel all alone in a wild and dark night like
this ? \Vhy should she say nothing of her
father, or of any one that was with her?
Janet's mind misgave her—she was full of
fears: Joyce was ‘no hersel.” She was very
loving, very tender, and smiled, and tried to
look at ease: but she could not deceive the
old woman whom love enlightened, who
knew all her ways and her looks. There
was something in her eyes which Janet did
not know. She did not understand what it
meant, but it meant trouble. There was
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trouble written all over Joyce. Her fond
old guardian knew not what it was, only
knew it was there.

The two old people went to the station
with her through the windy, weeping night,
saying little on either side. Joyce clasped
her old grandmother’s arm tightly in hers,
but scarcely spoke, and Peter stalked beside
them, half exhilarated, half heart-broken—he
did not know which. To have had her for a
little was sweet, but then to see her go away
—She clung to them, crying quietly under
her vell, as they put her into a corner of a
vacant carriage-—not without a forlorn pride
that it was first class—and wrapped her cloak
round her. They had no fine phrases, but
to smooth the folds of her dress, to tuck the
cloak round her, was always some faint
satisfaction. ‘I'll write,” she said, ‘as soon
as I can, but it may be long.  You'll not lose
heart, only wait, wait, and I'll write——'

‘Oh, my darlin’, we'll wait—but, Joyce,
where are you goin’, where are you goin’,
that you speak like that ?’

“Good - bye, grandfather, — good - bye,
granny, dear granny !’
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Janet clutched Peter with a grasp that
hurt even that old arm of his, all muscle and
sinew. ‘Noo, she said, in an imperative
whisper, ‘gang hame to your bed : I'm goin’
after her. Dinna say a word to me, but
gang hame to your bed. I'll come back the
morn’s morning, or as soon as I can.’

“Gaun after her! and what good will that
do her?’ cried Peter in consternation.

‘At least, I'll see her safe,’ said Janet,
clambering into a third-class carriage. The
train was almost in motion, and carried her
off before her astonished husband could say
another word. The old man stood bewildered,
and looked after the train which carried them
both from him. But he had that inexhaust-
ible rural patience which makes so many
things supportable. After a few minutes he
went away, slowly shaking his head. *She
has nae ticket,” he said to himself, *and little
money in her pooch, and what guid can she
do in ony case?’ DBut after a while he
obeyed Janet's injunction, and went slowly
home.

It was hard work for Janet to keep sight
of Joyce when they came to the great Edin-

VOL., I U



200 JOVCE ClLA

burgh station : she was little accustomed to
crowds—to be hustled and pushed aboutas a
poor old woman getting out of a third-class
carriage so often is : but fortunately her eyes
had kept the long sight of youth, and she
managed to trace the movements of her child.
One thing was sure, that nobody was there
to meet Joyce, not even a maid. The girl
made her way by dark passages and corners
to the place where another little train was
starting for Leith, where Janet followed her
breathless. It was very raw and cold, windy
and gusty, the wind blowing about the light
of the lamps, driving wild clouds across the
sky, dashing rain from time to time against
the carriage windows, and the atmosphere
was dreary with a sense of the wilder
darkness of the approaching sea. Presently
they came to the port and to the quay, where
a confused mass of vessels, made half visible
by the flaring melancholy lights, lay together,
with lamps swinging at their masts. The
pavement was wet and slippery, the wind
was keen and cold, and Dblew blasts of
stinging rain like tears over her face as she

toiled along. DBut she never lost sight of
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Joyce. The Firth was tumbling in dark
waves, faintly visible in a liquid line, apparent
at least so far that it was not solid earth, but
something wilder, more dreadful, insecure—
and it raved and dashed against the pier and
the sides of the ships, sometimes sending up
a leaping white vision of spray like something
flying at your throat, and always a sound as
of contending voices, the shout of oncoming,
the long grinding drag of the withdrawal as
wave followed wave. The boats moved and
creaked at anchor, the lamps and dim masts
and funnels rising and falling. There were
gangways, each with its little coloured smoky
lamp, from one steamboat to another, lying
ready to start, three or four deep against the
pier. Janet saw the solitary figure which she
had tracked so long pause, as if with a
moment’s hesitation at the first of these gang-
ways, and she made a rush forward at the
last after this long course, to grip her child
by the dress, by whatever thing she could
clutch and hold, and cry * No, no; you'll gang
no further! oh, Joyce, my bairn, you'll gang
no further!” DBut she slipped and fell, being
exhausted with the long and weary walk, and,
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breathless with labour and fatigue, could get
nothing out but a panting No, no, which had
no meaning., When she got to her feet
again the slim figure was gone. She thought
she could trace it on the farthest point,
standing upon the paddle-box of the steamer,
and ever after believed that the speck of
whiteness in the dark was foyce's face turned
back towards home. That was the last she
Saw.

The old woman stood upon the pier for
long after. She stood and watched while a
few other passengers arrived, talking dole-
fully about the stormy night, and tried to
take a little comfort thinking that perhaps
‘the Cornel’” might be among them, and
Joyce after all have a protector and com-
pantons. There was one tall man, indeed,
speaking ‘high English,” whom Janet almost
made up her mind, with an unspeakable
lightening of her heart, must be ‘the Cornel.’
Her old eyes could not trace him through
the maze of the steamboats to the one upon
which she had kept a despairing watch : but
fatigue and misery had by this time dimmed
her faculties. Then that farthest boat, the
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shrieks of steam, and lights wavering through
the gloom, and every dreadful noise, got
into motion, and went out upon the tumbling,
stormy sea. Janet watched the light rising
and sinking, the only thing visible, till that
too disappeared in the darkness. And then
all was quiet but the booming of the Firth
against the piers, and the creak and jar of
the other steamboats preparing to follow.
She withdrew a little and leant against a
post, and dried her eyes with a trembling
hand. *Oh, my bairn! my bairn!" she
said to herself.

“What ails the woman ?’ said the watch-

man on the pier. ‘There’s naething to
make a wark about; they’ll get a bit heezy,
but nae danger. Itll be a son or a

daughter ye've been seeing off.’
*Oh, man, I'm thankful to you! said
Janet. *Are they a’ for the same airt.’
*They're @ for the far north,’ said the
watchman, continuing his heavy march.



CHAPTER XLVIII

JanET had scarcely recovered the use of her
tired limbs next morning and begun languidly
to ‘redd up’ the cottage, with many anxious
thoughts in her breast, when an unusual sound
of masculine footsteps attracted her attention.
She was in a very nervous, vigilant state, ex-
pecting she knew not what, although it had
seemed as if everything had happened that
could happen, now that Joyce had come—
and gone so mysteriously : that she should
come had always been a possibility before,
but now was so no longer. The tramp of
these imperative feet, not the slow tread of
labouring men, attracted her anxious ear
some distance off. She put away her brush
and listened. The door stood open though
the morning was cold, and a ray of pale
and watery sunshine came in. Janet was
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afraid to look out, with an instant swift
intuition and alarm lest somehow her child’s
interest might be involved, and she could
scarcely be said to be surprised when she
saw the Captain, accompanied by an older
gray-haired man whom she at once recog-
nised as ‘the Cornel.” *Eh, but I must be
careful.  She wasna with him after a’, said
Janet to herself.  She had been very trem-
ulous and shaken with fatigue and anxiety,
but she braced herself up in a moment and
stood firmly on the defensive, whatever
might be about to happen. The two gentle-
men looked harassed and anxious. They came
straight to the cottage door without any pause
or hesitation. ‘Is Miss Jovce here?’ the
Captain asked breathless, without even main-
ners to say good morning, as Janet remarked.

* Na, Captain, she's no here.’

*My good woman,” said the Colonel,
breathless too, *don’'t be unkind, but tell us
where my daughter is.  We've come from
London. 1 never denied your interest in
her — never opposed her love for you.
Bellendean will tell you. Let me see Joyce,

for God’s sake!’
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“Colonel, said Janet, with a little tremble,
“you should see her if she was in my keeping
without such a grand plea. But she's no
here. [ thought till this moment she was
with—her ain folk.’

“Don’t try to deceive us,’ cried Captain
Bellendean, * we have traced her here.! He
was very much agitated to have forgotten
his mainners in this wonderful way.

“Track or no track, said Janet, ‘you'll
get no lies frae me. Yes, she's been here.
There's the chair she sat upon only yestreen
and late at nicht wi’ Peter and me.’

The Colonel came in and looked at the
chair with the instinct of a simple mind. It
seemed to throw a certain light upon Joyce's
disappearance. ‘Then where is she now?’
he said, with a sigh of impatience and disap-
pointment. * Let me sit down, if you please.
for all my strength seems to have gone out
of me. \Vhere is she now 2’

“That’s mair than I can tell," said Janet
with the fervour of undeniable truth.

*We are in great trouble,” said Captain
Bellendean. * She has gone away—in a mis-

take. Janet, you're very fond of her, I know.
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She has been troubled about Halliday the
schoolmaster, and—and some one else. She
has thought the best thing was to go away—
and it'’s the worst thing.  It's misery to every-
body. I know you're fond of her.

‘Fond of her!’ said Janet. She said to
herself that it was a bonnie question to be
asked of her that would give her last drop of
blood for Joyce. Ay, ye may say I'm fond
of her." she replied grimly.

*And it is all a mistake. She's taken up
a mistaken idea, Halliday had no such claim
upon her—nor had—any other. It was alto-
gether a false fear. [ would never—for pity's
sake, if you can tell us anything. You know
me! She would never be forced to anything.
She might have been sure of that,” the Cap-
tain added hurriedly, with a flush of forlorn
pride.

* Eh, Captain,’ said Janet, * I would be far,
far happier if I kent where she was. She
just said, “I'm goin’ on a voyage, and that
she had come to see us.” And it was m
belief that the Cornel and his lady were just
waiting upon her at Leith.’

“At Leith!’ they both exclaimed. Then



298 JOYCE CHAP.

Colonel Hayward turned to the Captain
with an air of relief. “It's but a little
port, isn't it? We'll soon be on the track
now.’

‘At least,” said Janet, * I'm thinking it was
Leith, for where else would she gang to join
a ship ? but I thought naething but that the
Cornel and his lady were waiting upon her
—for ane o' your toors, or whatever you ca’
them, she added, with a certain tone of disdain.

* And she said she was going—where ?’

* She said it would be a long voyage. Ye
needna think to trap me, Captain—it's no
like you—as if I was speaking a falsehood
with your “Where?” Na; she said not a
word to me, but just a long voyage. I would
gie my little finger to ken," cried Janet, with
tears; ‘but she said not a word to me.’

*Are there boats for America at Leith ?
God bless my soul! poor little trading things
-—not even a mail-boat where she could have
been comfortable,” cried the Colonel. And
then he added, * You must think we've been
cruel to her to drive her away; but it's
not so—it's not so. DBellendean will tell
you.'
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Janet remained grimly silent, offering no
contradiction.

As for the Captain, he turned his back
upon them both before he gave the called-for
testimony. ‘She is flying from love,” he said,
in a choked voice. *And to sacrifice herself
for—us: and to make us all miserable!" If
he was angry as well as unhappy, there was
perhaps little wonder.

*That's a’ I can tell ye,” said Jane. *\We
saw her off from the station, Peter and me.
[ had nae thought but that her father—her
father that she belonged to, that took her
from me—would be waitin’ for her at the other
end. I never said a word to keep her from
her duty to her ain folk; but if I had kent
she was her lane, going forth upon the wide
world and the sea, on a wild night —lord!
I would have followed her to the ends o
the earth,” cried Janet, with hot fervour and
tears.

But she said nothing of how far she had
followed. How did she know that it might
not be prejudicial to Joyce ? If Joyce had
left them it could not be without reason. No
doubt she had kept secret about her destina-



300 JOYCE CHAP.

tion lest it should be found out by her pur-
suers. ‘ She might have kent me better, that
I would have stood for her against all the
land and never let on I kent, the old woman
said to herself. But it was no doubt better
that within the strict boundaries of truth she
could thus baffle the pursuit and confuse all
researches.  But what had the Captain to
do with it ? and what did they mean by fly-
ing from love ? This gave Janet a cold thrill
for many a day.

The search was long, and extended over
many seas. Though there was no mail-boat for
America, there were, as the Colonel divined,
“trading things,” but no trace in any of them of
Joyce; and there were ships for the Mediter-
ranean and many other places. Half a dozen
times at least they thought they were on her
track, but failed and failed again. She had but
little money for a long voyage. All indeed
was darkness from the time when they traced
her to the station at Bellendean. A young
lady in company with an old woman had been
seen at Leith; but Janet, who alone could
have thrown any light on this, remained silent.
Indeed, she had no confession to malke, for
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she had only been with Joyce as a watcher is
with the object of his stealthy pursuit. And
Janet was all the more safe a guardian that
she knew absolutely nothing. There never
departed from her old eves the vision of the
lamp upon the mast, tossing with the move-
ment of the waves, disappearing into the
blackness of the night, a forlorn spark in the
immeasurable vacancy of invisible sky and
sea. Where had that symbol of humanity
gone ? what fathomless gloom had it pene-
trated with its faint coloured gleam of living ?
All her superiority over the others lay in the
image of that tossing light, and the faint spars
it illuminated for a moment in the black gulf
of the unknown.

So Joyce disappeared and was seen no
more.

Miss Marsham never forgot nor could
think, without a sinking of the heart, of that
unfortunate night when the oracle had spoken
by her mouth, all unaware of the nature of
the being addressed, or the tragical matters
involved.  For the consequences of that
self-sacrifice were disastrous all round. The
Haywards’ pleasant house was shut up, while
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they travelled the world, looking for the lost
girl.  Mrs. Hayward was the most energetic
in the pursuit—for the Colonel, though hc
missed her more, and was more ‘fond’ of
Joyce, had neither any sense of wrong to
move him, nor any prick of the intolerable
such as wrings the heart of an impatient
woman, half thinking herself to blame.
Canon Jenkinson, though so much less con-
cerned, would probably not have gone to
America at all on that famous expedition of
his, about which his well - known book was
written, had it not been for a hope that in
some American school or lecture-hall he
would find her, though everybody else failed.
Norman Bellendean was affected most of all.
He had a dreadful scene with his stepmother,
from which that poor lady did not recover
for a long time; and instead of gding home,
and finally allowing himself to be drawn
into the natural circle of county politics and
relationships, with Greta for his pretty and
happy wife, as had been desired and hoped—
he went back, sullen and wretched, a misan-
thrope and woman-hater, to his regiment in
India, leaving his estate in the hands of an
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agent, the house shut up and uninhabited.
Greta married after a while, and was just as
comfortable as if she had attained the man of
her first choice, whose loss it. was believed
would break her heart. She was the only
one quite unaffected by all that had taken
place, although her comfort was the one
prevailing cause of all this trouble.  Mrs.
Bellendean was severed once for all from
Bellendean and everything near. And yet
she could say to herself truly that she meant
no harm, that she had never expected serious
harm to follow. All she meant was to avert
an unsuitable marriage, which it is every
woman's duty to do, by encouraging a girl,
who was already engaged, and had no right
to accept another man’s attentions, to keep
to her plighted word. Perhaps it was hard
upon her to suffer so much for so little—and
almost harder, seeing that Greta, in whose
interests she had acted, did not suffer
at all.

Andrew Halliday, who also was, so far as
he was aware, perfectly innocent, and who
never knew what harm he had done by
betraying Joyce's story to the very respect-
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able lady, the minister’s wife, who had been
so kind to him—-came through the trial as a
man of native worth and respectability was
likely to do. He waited for some time
hoping to hear from Joyee, who, he felt sure,
even if circumstances separated her from her
family, would communicate with him. He
thought the step she had taken ill-judged
and excessive, even though it was in conse-
quence of their opposition to the wishes of
her heart in respect to himself. *These hasty
steps are always to be regretted, Andrew
said, ‘especially as no doubt the Cornel
would have been brought to see what was
best for her interest if she had but given
him a little time.” But when months came
and brought no sign, Andrew's dignified
disapproval changed into a judicial anger.
*Poor thing,” he said, ‘she never had any
real perception of her own best interests.’
And in course of time he married a very
respectable lady with a little money, and was
much happicr than he could have been with
JO}'CC.

And silence closed over Joyce and all her
ways: she sank out of sight as if she had
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never been. Her name and image lingered
in some faithful recollections, then in mystery
and silence disappeared, and was seen and
heard no more.

It was curious, however, that within a year
Janet and Peter Matheson disappeared also
from their cottage. They sold their few
goods, ‘no able to bide the place after what
had happened,” Janet said. But Peter, in-
stead of echoing this judgment, shook with a
long low subterranean laugh, such as used to
mark his enjoyment of Joyce's remarks and
pleasant ways. They disappeared and nobody
ever knew where they had gone. ‘To their
friends in the North,” the village people said,
but nobody before had ever heard of these

friends.

It was not till years after that there came
a curious rumour to the mainland far away
at the most distant point of Scotland, of a
great transformation that had been going on
in one of the most remote and inaccessible of
the isles. Whether it was St. Kilda or the
Fair Isle, or some other scrap of rock and
mountain in the middle of the wild northern
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seas, this chronicler has no information. But
the legend ran that suddenly, upon a wild
wintry afternoon, a lady had landed on that
island. Whether her wealth was boundless
and her power miraculous, as some said, could
not be proved save by rare visitors to the
islands., But at all events, there seemed no
reason to doubt that she had acquired a
wonderful ascendancy, and made many extra-
ordinary changes among the primitive people.
She taught them many things, among others
what domestic comfort and cleanliness and
beneficent learning meant, and knew every-
thing, according to the story. The few
sportsmen who touched upon these wild
shores were not, however, ever gratified
with a sight of this Princess of the Isle.
They heard of the lady, but never saw her,
and from their wondering accounts and con-
jectures, it appeared that she was young,
and considered by her subjects beautiful.
But no stranger nor Englishman, nor any
wandering visitor, has ever found out more
than this respecting the Lady of the Isle.
e s
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COLLECTS OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND. Witha

beautilully Coloured Floral Iresizn to each Collect, and Illuminated Cover.
Crown 8vo. 12s.

COLLIER.—a PRIMER OF ART. By Joun COLLIER.

COLQUHGCUN.-—RAVYAMES AND CHIMLS. By F. 8. Corguaoun (age
F. S. Furrer Ddlairinaxn). Exuafcap. 8vo. zs. 6d.
CONWAY. —warks by Hran Conway.
A FAMILY AFFAIR, Globe 8va, 25,
LIVING OR DLaD. Globe 8vo. 2s.
CORBETT.—Wuls by JuLian 5. CoxBETT.

THE FALL OF ASCARD, TwavVes. Gt
FUR GOD AKD GoLD. Crewn Bvo. 6s.

CORNWALL, &I UNSENTIMENTAL JOURNEY
THROUGH. By the Author o ‘“John Halfax, Gentleman.”  With
numerous llustrations by C, Narter Heny.,  Medium 4to. 125 64,

COWPER.—T'OLETICAL WORKS,
by Rev. W. Bena.

18mo. 1e.

Edited, with Biographical Introduction,

Ji.b. (Globe Ediion.) Globe svo. 35, 67,

THE TASK: AI\T ar T JOSEPH NILL, Esa.,; TIROGCINIUM;
or, a Review . f the wlay and the HISUORY OF JOHN GILPIN.
Edited, with NMotes, by Witttad Bexnas, B.D. (Globs Readings Edition.)
Globe 8vo. 1s.

LETTERS OF WILLIAR C(\\\'I)LR. Edited, with Introduction, by Rev.
Witeras Besnan, BD, F.S ctor of St. Kdmund the King, Lombard
Strect. 10, L6114 l_lcl) "Lrg.\ .ury Series.)

SELECTIONS Fl;uM COWPLER'S POEMS. With an Introduction by Mrs.
OLIPHART, 1. 4s5. €20 (Golden Treasury Series))

CRANE —1HE SIRENS THREE. A Poem. Wsitten and Ilustratad
by WarLrir Crank. Royal 8vo. 105, 6d.

CRANE.—GRIMM’S FAIRY TALES: A Sclection from the Househeld

Stories, Translated from the German by Lucy CraxE, and done into Pictures
by WaLTER Crkarng, Crown 8vo.  6s.

CRANE (LUCY).—LECtURES ON ART AND THE FORMATION

OF TASTE. By Lucy Crang. With Hlustrations by TRomas and WALTER
CrANE. Crown 8vo.  6s.
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CRAWFORD—works by F. Marion CRAWFORD.
MR. ISAACS. A Tale of Modern India. Crown 8vo. 4s. 6.
DOCTOR CLAUDIUS. A True Story. Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d.
A ROMAN SINGER. Crown 8vo. 4s. 64.
ZOROASTER. Crown 8vo. 6s.
A TALE OF A LOUNELY PAR{SH. Crown 8vo. 6s.
MARZIO'S CRUCLIFIX. Crown 8vo. 6s.
PAUL PATOFF. Three Vols. Crown 8vo. 31s. 6d.

CUNNINGHAM.—THE CARULEANS. A Vacation Idyll. By H.S.
CunminGuas, Author of ** The Chronicles of Dustypore.” New and Cheaper
Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

DAGONET THE JESTER.—Crown 8vo. 4s. 64

DAHN.—FELICITAS. A Tale of the German Migrations, A.D. 476. By FeLIx
Dann. Translated by M. A. C. E.  Crown 8vo.  4s. 62,

DANTE.—THE PURGATORY. Edited, with Translation and Notes, by
A. J. BuTreg, M.A.  Crown 8vo. 12s. 6d.

THE PARADISO. Edited, with a Translation and Notes, by A. J. BurLEr, M.A.
Crown 8vo, 125. 64,

DAY.—Works by the Rev. Lar Bruart Dav:

BENGAL PEASANT LIFE. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
FULK-TALES OF BENGAL. Crown8vo. 4s. 64,

DAYS WITH SIR ROGER DE COVERLEY. From The
Spectator. With Numerous Illustrations by HucH Tromson. Small 4to.
Extra gilt.  6s.

DEMOCRACY—An American Novel. Crown Bvo.  4s. 64,

DE MORGAN (MARY).—THE NECKLACZ OF THE PRINCESS
FIORIMONDE, and other Stories. With 23 Iliustrations by WALTER CRANE.
1ixtra fcap. 8vo. 6s.

*.* Also an Edition printed by Messrs. R. and R. Clwk, on hand-made paper, the
plates, initial letters, head and tail pieces being printed on rndian paper and mounted
1o the text. Fcap. 4to. THE Epition 1s Liautep o oNE Huxprep CoriBs.
DEUTSCHE LYRIK. By Dr. Bucuumin. (Golden Treasury Series.)

18mo. 4s. 6.

DE VERE.—ESSAYS CHIEFLY ON POETRY. By AuBREY DE VERE.
Two Vols. Glebe 8vo. 125, Vol. I CriTicisus oN CeERTAIN PoETs.
Vol. I1. Essavs, LITERARY AND ETHICAL.

DE WINT.—THE LIFE OF PETER DE WINT. By WALTER ARMSTRONG.
Tllustrated with 20 Photogravures from the Artist’s Work. Super Royal 4to.

[rronediately.

DICKENS (CHARLES).—THE POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF THE
PICKWICK CLUB. By Craxries Dicxkexs; with Notes and numerous
Tlustrations. Edited by CrakLEs Dickens the Younger. In Two Volumes.
Extra Crown 8vo. 21s.

DICKENS'S DICTIONARY OF PARIS, 1885, An Unconventional
Handbook. With Maps, Plans, &c. 18mo. Paper cover, 1s. Cloth, 1s. 64.

DICKENS'S DICTIONARY OF LONDON, 1887. (Seventh
Year.) An Unconventional Handbook. With Maps, Plans, &c. 18mo. Paper
cover, 1s. Cloth, 1s. 6d.

DICKENS'S DICTIONARY OF THE THAMES, 1887. An
Unconventional Handbook, With Maps, Plans, &c. Paper cover, z5. Cloth,
15. 64,
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DICKENS'S DICTIONARY OF THE UNIVERSITY
OF OXFORD, 18Z5-188%. 18mo. paper cover. 14.

DICKENS'S DICTIONARY OF THE UNIVERSITY
OF CAMBRIDGE. 1285-1350. 18mo. papercover.  1s.

DICKENS'S DICTIONARY OF THE UNIVERSITIZES
OF OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE. In One Volume. 18mo.  Cloth, 25, 64.

DILLWYN (E. A.).—Works by E. A. DiLLwynN.
ILL. Crown 8vo. 6s.
JILL AND JACK. 2vols. Globe 8vo. 12s.

DOYLE.—THE RETURN OF THE GUARDS, and other Poems. By Sir
gRANCIS ‘SI’(I"AleNGS DovLE, late Fellow of All Souls’ College, Oxford. Crown
vo. 75

DRYDEN.—POETICAL WORKS OF. Edited, with 2 Memoir, by W. D
CHrisTIE, M.A. (Globe Edition.) Globe 8vo. 3s. 6d.

DUFF (GRANT).—MISCELLANIES, POLITICAL and LITERARY.
By the Right Hon. M. E. Granr Durr. 8Svo. 10s. 64.

EBERS.—Works by Dr. GEokG EBERS.
THE BURGOMASTER'S WIFE; = Tale of the Siege of Leyden. Translated
by CLara BeLrL. Crown 8vo.  4s. 64.
ONLY A WORD. Translated by Crara Esrr. Crown §vo. 45, 64.

ELBON.—-BETHESDA, DBy Baubara ELboN. New Editdon., Crowna 8vo.

ELLIS —SI\ETCFII G FROM NATURE. & Handbook for Studenis ani
Amateurs. By Trisrrax J. ELnis. With a Frontispicce and 10 IHustraticus
by H. Stacy Maxks, R.AL and 30 Sketches by the Author. New Edition,
Enlarged and Revised. Crown 8vo. 3s. 64.

EMERSON.— THE COLLECTED WORKS OF RALPH WALDD
EMERSON. Unform with the Evewstey EpiTion of Charles Kingsley's
Novels. Globe 8vo., price 55, cuch volume.

1. MISCELLANIES. With an Intro- 4+ ENGLISH TRAITS: AND RE-

duct: ryEs.a.y by Joun blorLey. PRESENTATIVE MEN.
2. ESSA 5. CONDUCT OF LIFE: AND
3. PULMS. SOUCILTY and SOLITUDE.

6. LLTIERS: SOCIAL AIMS, &ec.

ENGLISH ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE, THE. Profusely
Illustrated. Published Moathly. Number 1., October, 1883. Price Sixpence.
YEARLY VOLUME, 1884, consisting of 792 closely -printed pages, and contain-
upwards of 400 Woodcut Ilustrations of various sizes, bound in extra cloth,
coloured edges. Royal 8vo. 7s. 64.
YEARLY VOLUME, 1885. A Handsome Volume, consisting of 840 closely
rinted pages, containing upwards of 400 Woodcut 1llustrations of various sizes
gouud in extra cloth, coloured edges. *Royal 8va.  8s.

YEARLY VOLUME, 1886, A Handsome Volume, consisting of 840 closely
printed pages, containing about 400 Woodcut ‘1lustranions of various sizes,
bound in extra cloth, coloured edges. Royal 8vo. 8s.

YEARLY VOLUME, 1887. A Handsome Volume, consisting of over 82z closely
printed pages, and containing nearly 400 Woodcut 1llustrations of various sizes,
bound in extra cloth, coloured edges. Royal 8vo, 8&s.

Cloth Covers for biudiug Volumes, 1s. 6d. each.

ENGLISH ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE, THE. PROOF

IMPRESSIONS OF ENGRAVINGS ORIGINALLY PUBLISHED IN
THE ENGLIsH (LLUSTRATED. In Portfolio. 215
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ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS. Xdited by Joxun MorLEY. Crown

8vo. 25, 6d. each.

JOHNSON. By LrsLig STEPHEN.

S“COTT. By R. H. HutTon.

GIBBON. By J. CorTer MoRISON,

SHELLEY. By J. A. SyMoNDs.

HUME. By T. H. Huxtey, F.R.S.

GOLDSMITH. By WiLLiam Bracik.

DEFOE. By W. MinTo.

BURNS. By Principal Suaire.

SPENSER. By the Very Rev. R, W.
CHURCH, Dean of St. Paul’s.

JIIACKELAY., By AntHONY ThOL-
1.OPR.

JLLANDOR. By Swwey CoLvin.

£ QUINCEY. By Prof. Maszson.

CIIARLES LAME. By Rev. ALFRED
AINGER.

BENTLEY. By Prof. R. C. Jess.

CHARLES DICKENS, By A. W-
Waub.

GRAY. By Epmunp Gossa.

SWIFT., Dy LesulE STEPHEN.

STERNE. By H. D, TralLL.

BURKE. By JouN MoORLEY.
MILTON. By Marx PATTISON.
HAWTHORNE. By HeENky JaMEs,
SOUTHEY. By Professor DowDEN.
CHAUCER. By A. W. Warbp.
COWPER. By GoLDWIN SMITH.
BUNYAN. By J. A. FrouDe
LOCKE. By Prof. FowLEr.
BYRON. By Prof. NicuoL.
WORDSWORTH. By F. w. H.
Myers.
DRYDEN., By GEORGE SAINTSBURY.
MACAULAY. By CorTER
Morison.
FIELDING. By Austiny Dosson.
SHERIDAN. By Mrs, OLIPHANT.
ADDISON. By W. J. CoURTHOPE.
BACON. By the Very Rev. R. W,
CHURCH, Dean of St. Paul’s.
COLERIDGE. By H. D. TrarLL.
SIR PHILIP SIDNEY. By Jous
ALLINGTON SYMONDS.
KEATS. By Sipnev CoLvin,

[Other Volumes to folluw.]

Popular Edition.

Now publishing Monthly.

binding, 1s. 6.
JOHNSON. By LESLIE STRPHEN.
SCOTT. By R. H. HurTon,
GIBBNON. By J. Corrrx MoRIsON,
HUME, By T.H. HuxLey, F.R.S,
GOLDSMITH. By WM. Brack.
SHELLEY. By . A. Sysonbs,
DEFOE. By W. MinTo.
BURNS. By Pnncipal SHalre.
SPENSER. By the Very Rev,

W. CuurcH, Dean of St Paul’s,

One Shilling Each.
ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS.

Edited by Jou~x MorLeY.

Vols. 1.—XVI. ready. Paper covers, 1s. each ; cloth

THACKERAY. By AntsHoxy TroL-
LOPE.

BURKE. By Joun MoRLEY
MILTON. By Marx PaTTIsON.

)i HAWTHORNE. By HeNky JauEs.

SOUTHEY. By Prof. DowneN.
BUNYAN. By J. A. FroUDE.

CHAUCER. By A. W. WARD.

[And the rest of the Series in due course.]

ENGLISH STATESMEN.—TWELVE ENGLISH STATESMEN.
Crown 8vo. 2s. 64. each.

Under the above title Messrs. MacnirLan & Co. are now publishing a series of short
biographies, not designed to be a complete roll of famous Sratesmen, but to presentin
historic order the lives and work of those leading actors in our affairs who by their
direct influence have left an abiding wark oo the policy, the institutions, and the
position of Great Britun among States,
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ENGLISH STATESMEN—(continued;.

The following list of subjects is the result of careful selection. The great move-
ments of natiunal history are made to follow one another in a connected course, and
the series is intended to form a continuous narrative of English freedom, order, and
power. The Volumes are as follow i—

WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR. ELIZABETH. By the Dean of Srt.

By Epwarp A. FrEeman, D.C.L., Paul’s.
LL.D. [Ready. OLIVER CROMWELL. By Fmﬁmc
HarrgIson. 110,
NRY II. By Mrs. J. R. GrREEN.
HENRY L By M T e oo™ | WILLIAM 1L By H. D. Taatus
ay
EDWARD 1. By F. Yorxk PoweLL,

WALPOLE. By Joun MorLEY.
HENRY VII, By James GAIRDNER. CHATHAM. By Joux MoxrLEY.
CARDINAL WOLSEY. By Prof. | PITT. By Joux MorLEy.

M. CREIGHION, [Ready. PEEL. By J. R. THURSFIELD.

EVANS. —Works by Seeastiax Evans.

BROTHER FABIAN’S MANUSCRIPT, AND OTHER POEMS. Fecap.

8vo. 6s.
IN THE STUDIO: A DECADE OF POEMS. Extra feap. 8vo. ss
FAIRY BOOK. By the Author of **John Halifax, Gentleman.”” (Golden

Treasury Series.) 18mo. 4s. 62.

FAY.—MUSIC STUDY IN GERMAXNY. From the 1Iome Correspondence of

Amy Fay, with a Preface by Sir GEORGE GROVE, D.C.L. Director of the
Royal College of Music. Crown 8vo. 4s. 6.

FINCK.—ROMANTIC LOVE AND PERSONAL BEAUTY: TIEIR
DEVELOPMENT, CAUSAL RELATION, HISTORIC AND
NATIONAL PECULIARITIES. By Hexnrv T. Finck. 2 vols. Crown
8vo. 18s.

FLEMING.—Works by Grorce FLEMING.

VESTIGIA. New Edition. Globe Svo.  2s.

A NILE NOVEL. New Edition. Globe 8vo. 2=.
MIRAGE A Novel. New Edition. Globe 8vo.  zs.

THE HEAD OF MEDUSA. New Edition. Globe Evo. as.

FO'CS'LE YARNS.—Including “BETSY LEE” AND OTHER
POEMS. Crown Svo. 7s. 6d.

FORBES.—SOUVENIRS OF SOME CONTINENTS.
Fornes, LL.D.  CrownBvo. 6s.

FOSTER-BARYWAM.—THE NIBELUNGEN LIED. Lay of the
Nibelung. Translated from the German, By Avreprep G. FostTer-Baruan.
Crown 8vo. 7105, 6.

FOWLER (W. WARDE).—TALES OF THE BIRDS. By W. Warru
FowLER, M.A., Sub-Rector of Lincoln College, Oxford. With Illustrations by
Brvan Hook., Crown 8vo. ({1 the press.

FRASER-TYTLER.—S0ONGS IN MINOR KEYS. By C. C. Frases-
TyTLER (Mrs. Epwarp LipperLr). Second Edition. 18mo. 6s.

FREEMAN.—Works by E. A. Freeman, D.C.L., LL.D., Regius Professor of
Modern History in the University of Oxford.

HISTORICAL AND ARCHITECTURAL SKETCHES: CHIEFLY
ITALIAN. With Tllustrations by the Author. Crown 8vo. 10s. 6d.
SUBJECT AND NEIGHBOUR LANDS OF VENICE. Being a Companion
\Blolume to ** Historical and Architectural Sketches.”” With Illustrations. Crown
vo. 105. 6.

EA
ENGLISH TOWNS AND DISTRICTS. With Illustrations, 8vo. 143,

By ARCHIBALD
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GARNETT, — IDYLLS AND EPIGRAMS. Chiefly from the Greek
Anthology. By Ricuarp GARNETT. Fcap. 8vo. zs. 64.

GEDDES.—FLOSCULI GRAECI BOREALES SIVE ANTHOLOGIA

GRAECA ABERDONENSIS. Contexuit GULIELMUS D. GEDDES.
Crown 8vo. 6s.

GILMORE.—STORM WARRIORS; or, LIFE-BOAT WORK ON THE
GOODWIN SANDS. By the Rev. JOHN Griuyore, M.A., Vicar of St
Luke s, Lower Norwoud, Surrcy‘ Author of *“The Ramsgate Lhc-Boat, in

Macmulans Magazine.” Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

GLOBE LIBRARY.—Glohe 8vo. Cloth, 35. 6d. each.

SHAKESPEARE'S COMPLETE WORKS. Edited by W. G. CLarx, M.A.,

and W. ALpis WriGHT, M.A., of Trinity College, Cambridge, Editcrs of the
‘ Cambridge Shakesp«:dre " With Glossary.

SPENSER'S COMPLETE WORKS. Edited from the Original Editions and
Manuscripts, by R. Moxkkis, with a Memwoir by J. W. Hacps, M.A. With
Glossary.

SIR WALTER SCOTT'S POETICAL WORKS. Edited with a Biographical
and Critical Memoir by Prof. Francis Tukxer PALGRAVE, and copious Notes.

COMPLETE WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS.—THE POEMS, SONGS.
AND LETTERS, edited from the best Printed and Manuscript Authorities.
\Vlth Glossanal Index, Notes, and a Eiographical Memoir by ALEXANDER

ROBINSON CRUSOE. Edited after the Orizinal Editions, with a Bicgraphical
Introduction by Hexgy Kincerey.

GOLDSMITH’S MISCELLANEOUS WORKS., Edited, with Biographical
Introductinn by Professor Masson,

POPE’S POETICAL WORKS. Edited. with Notes and Introductory Memoir,
by ApoLrHus WiLLiaM Wakp, M.A., Fellow of St. Peter’s College, Cambridge,
and Professor of History in Owens (_,ollc,':e Manchester.

DRYDEN’S POETICAL WORKS. Edited, with a Memoir, Revised Text.
and Notes, by W. ). Cuaristie, M.A., of Trinity College, Cambridge

COWPER’S POETICAL WORKS. Edited, with Notes and Bi ngraphlcal
Introduction, by Rev. WiLriau Bevnari B.D.

MORTE D’AICTHUR.—SIR THOMAS MALORY’S BOOK OF KING
ARTHUR AND OF HIS NOBLE KNIGHtS OF THL ROUND TABLE.
The original Lditicn of Caxrox, revised fur Modern Use.  With an Introduction
by Sir Epwarp STracHey, Bart.

THE WORKS OF VIRGIL. Rendered into Enclish Prose, with Introductions,
Notes, Runmng Analysis. and an Index By Jaues Lovspare, M.A.,
late Fellow and Tutur of Ballil C lege. Oxford, and Classical Professor in
King's College, London ; and Sasmuer Lee, M.A., Latin Lecturer at University
College, London,

THE WORKS OF HORACE. Rendered into English Prose, with Introductions.
Running Anqlvqs Notes and Index. By Jares LonspaLg, M.A., and
Samuer Lee, M.

MILTON’S POE’ TIC AL WORKS, Edited, with Introductions, by Professor
Masson,

GOETHE AND CARLYLE.—CORRESPONDENCE BETWEEN
GOETHE AND CARLYLE. Edited by CacLes Ertor NorTon. Crown
8vo. 9s.

GOETHE'S REYNARD THE FOX. —Translated into English Verse
by A. DoucLas Ainsuie.  Crown 8vo.  7s. 6d.

GOETHE’S FAUST. Translated into English Verse, with Notes and

Preliminary Remarks, by ]om\ StuArT Brackig, F.R.S. E., Emeritus Professor
of Greek in the University of Edinburgh, Crown 8vo. gs
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GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES. —Umformly printed in 18mo.,
with Vignette Titles by Sir J. E. Mirras, R.A. T, WooLner, W. HOLMAN
HunT, Sir NorL Paton, AkTHUR Hucnas, &c. In aved on Steel by JuENS,
StoparT, and others. Eund in extra cloth. 43 Gd. each volume.

THE GOLDEN TKEAYURY OF THE BLST SONGS AND LYRICAL
POEMS IN THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE. Selccted and arranged, with
Notes, by Prof. Francis TURNER PALGRAVE.

THE CHILDREN’S GARLAND FROM THE BEST POLTS. Selected
and arranged by CovexTRY PATMORE.

THE BOOK OF PRAISE. From the best English Hymn Writers. Seclected
and arranged by EArL SHLBORNE. A MNew ax i /‘n/ur“d Edition.

THE FAIRY BOOK ; [he Best Popular Fairy Sturh_s Selected and rendered
anew by the Author of ¢ ¢ John Halifax. Genileman.” .
THE BALLAD BOOK, "A Selection of the Choicest Dritish Ballads.  Edited

by WILLIAM ALLINGHAM.

THE JEST BOOK. The Choicest Anecdotes and Sayings. Selected and
armnged by Makx LEmoN.

BACON'S ESSAYS AN COLOURS OF GOOD AND EVIL. With Notes
and Glossarial Index. By W. Arpis Wiisure, M.A

THE PILGRIM'S PROGRESS from this \V i to Llnt \n‘wichis to come. By
Joan Bunvan., Large Paper Editon. Crown §vo. 75, £7.

THE SUNDAY BOOK OF POETRY FOR THLE YOUNG. Selected and
arranged by C. F. ALExanpEk.

A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS of All Tiines and All C n: m::, gathered and
narrated anew. By the Author of * The Beir of Redelyfe.”

THE ADVENTURES OF ROBINSON CRUS0O Edited frean the Original
Edidon by J. W. Crark, M.A., Fellow of Trint Vy( Wepe, (,ambrth:e

THE REPUBLIC OF PLATO. Translated into Lubhah with Notes, by J.
Ll Davizs, M.A. and 1. ]. Vaucuax, DMA.

THE SONG BOOK. Words and Tunes fron the best Poets and MMusicians.
Selected and arranged by Jouwn Houirras, laie Professor of Yocal Music in
King's College, Londnn.

LA LYRE FRANCAISE. Selected and arrsnged, with Notes, by GusTavk
Masson, French Muster in Harrow School.

TOM Bl\’O\V;\"S SCHOOL DAYS. By Ax Owp Bov,

A BOOK OF WOI{"I HIES. Geathered from the « ld Flistories and writien anew
by the Author of ** The Heir of Redelyffe.” With Vianorte,

GU]:,S‘JE‘S AT TRUTH. By Two Biorugrs. New Editien.

THE CAVALIER AND H1S LADY. Selections from the Works of the First
Duke aod Luchess of Neweasile. With an Introductory Lssay by EDwarD

ENKINS, Aurhor of “ Ginx's Baby.” &e.

SCOTTISH SONG. A Sclection of the Choicest Lyvics of Scotland.  Compiled
and arranged. with brief N tes, by Mary Carivir Arrxex.

DEUTSCHE LYRIK. The Golden Trea asury of the best German Lyrical
lgoems selected and arranged with Notes and Literary Introduction. By Dr.

UCHHEIM

ROBERT HERRICK.—SELECTIONS FROM TIIE LYRICAL POEMS OF,
Arranged with Notes by Prof. Fraxcis TULNER PALGRAVE.

P(')l‘EMg (l)F PLACES. Edited by 1. W. LongreLLow, England and Wales.

wo Vols.

MATTHEW ARNOLD’S SELECTED POEMS.

THE STORY OF THE CHRISTIANS AND MOORS IN SPAIN. By
CHarLOTTE M. YonGe, With a Vignette by Houvan Hunr,

CHARLES LAMB'S TALES FRUM SHAKESPLARE. Edited by Rev.
ALFRED AINGER, MLA.

WORDSWORTH'S SELECT POEMS. Chosen and Edited, with Preface, by
MaTTHEW ARNOLD.  Also a Large Paper Editon,  Crown 8vo.

SHAKESPEARE'S SONGS AND SONNETS. Edited, witﬁ Notes, by
Prof. FrRancIs TURNER PALGRAVE.
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GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES—continues.

SELECTIONS FROM ADDISON. Edited by Joun RicHARD GrREEN.

SELECTIONS FROM SHELLEY. Edited by SToprorDp A. Brookr. Also

Large Paper Edition. Crown 8vo. 12s. 6d.

POE%RY OF BYRON. Chosen and arranged by MATTHEW AwrNoLD. Also
a Large Paper Editon. Crown 8vo. gs.

SIR THOMAS BROWNE'S RELIGIO MEDICT ; Letter to a Friend, &c., and
Christian Morals. Edited by W. A. GresnHILL, AL D., Oxon.

MOHAMMAD, THE SPEECHES AND TABLE.TALK OF THE
PROPHUET, Chnsen and Translated by StanLey Lane-PooLr.

WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR, Selections from the Writings of. Arranged and
Edited by Sipney CoLvin

COWPER—SEL ECTIONS FROM COWPER’S POEMS. With an Intreduc-
tion by Mrs. OLIPHANT.

COWPER.—LETTERS ‘of WILLIAM COWPER. Edited, with Introduction,
by the Rev. W.Bexuawm, B.D.

KEATS —THE POET ICAL WORKS OF JOHN KEATS. Reprinted from
the Original Editions, with Notes by Prof. Francis TURNER PALGRAVE.

LYRICAL POEMS. By Arrrup, Lorp Tenunvson, Poct Lanreate.  Selected
and Annotated by Prof. Francis Turner ParGrave. Large Paper Edition.

8vo. gs.

IN MEMORIAM. By ALrreED, Lorp TenNv:nu, Poet Laursate. Large Paper
Editdon. 8vo. of.

THE TRIAL A\ID DEATH OF SOCRATIS.  Being the Futhyphron,
Apology, Crito, and Phaedo of Plato.  Translaied ints English by F. J. Caurcs.

GOLDSMITH. —MI5CELLANEOUS WORKS. Edited with Biographical
Introduction, by Professir Masson, (Globe Edition.) Globe 8vo. 35, 64.
VICAR OF WAKEFIELD. With a Memoir of Goldsmith by Professor
Masson. (Globe Readings Edition.) Globe 8vo. 1s.
THE TRAVELLER, AND THE DESEKTED VILLAGE. Edited, with
Introduction and Notes, by ARTHUR BarxeTT, B.A., Profescor of English
Literature in the Elphinstons Cotlege, Bombay., Globe 8vo. 15 64

GONE TO TEXAS. LETTERS FROM OUR BOYS. Edited, with
Preface, by Trormas Husnes, Q.C. Crown Svo. 45. 6

GRAY.—THE WORKS OF TIIOMAS GRAY. .Edited by Epmunp Gosse,
Clark Lecturer on Enclish Literature in the University of Cambridge. In Four
Vols. Globe 8vo.  zos,

GRAHAM.—RING JAMES 1. An Histerical Tragedy. Py Davip
GraHAM, Author of © Robert the Druca.”” Globe 3vo. e

GRAMAM, J. W,—NE/ERA: a Tale of Ancient Rome. By Joux W.
GraHAM. New and Cheaper Edition.  Crawn 8vo.  6e.

GREENWOOD.—THE MOON MAIDEXN; and other Staries, By
Jessy E. Gregnweon. Crown 8vo. 3 62

GRIMM'S FAIRLY TALES. A Seclection from the Hrusehold Stories.
Translated from the Cerman by Lucy Cra:rr, z2nd done inta Pictures by
WALTER CRa:F.  Crown 8vo. €5

GUESSES AT TRUTH, 2y Twoe Brruree. (Colden Treasury Series.)
1Bmo. 45 67

HAILSTONE.—NOVAE ARUNDINES: O, NI'W MARCH MTLO-
DIES. By B~ rrl" o arsronz, MLAL At ““Grantpe Tmagines,” &c.
Second Fdirion.  Frap §vo. 35 ’-
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HAMERTON. —Works by P. G, HamzerTON.

ETCHING AND ETCHERS. Illustrated with Forty-eight new Etchings.
Third Edition, revised. Columbier 8vo.

THE INTELLECTUAL LIFE. With Portrait of LEONARDO DA VINCI, etched
by Leororp FrLaueng. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 10s. 64.

THOUGHTS ABOUT ARY. New Edition, Revised, with Notes and Intro-
duction. Crown 8vo. 8s. 64.

HUMAN INTERCOURSE. Third Thousand. Crown 8vo. 8s. 6d.

HARDY.—works by ARTHUR SHERBURNE HARDY.
BUT YET A WOMAN. A Novel. Crown 8vo. 4s. 64.
THE WIND OF DESTINY. Two Vols. Globe 8vo. 125,
HARDY, T.—THE WOQ JDLANDERS. By Thoumas Harpv. Autn or of
**Far from the Madding Crowd.” New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

HARMONIA. By the Author of **Estelle Russell.” 3 vols. Crown 8vo.
318. 64.

HARRISON (F.).—THE CHOICE OF BOOKS; and other Literary
Pieces. Fourth Edition. By Freperic HARRISON, Globe 8vo. 6.

*»* Also an Edition on Hand-made paper, buckram binding. Limited to as0

coples. 8vo. 158,

HARRISON (JOANNA).—A NORTHERN LILY, Five Years of an
Uneventful Life. By Joanwa Harrison. Three Vois. Crown 8vo. 315, 64

HEINE.—SELECTIONS FROM THE POETICAL WORKS OF HEIN-
RICH HEINE. Translated into English. Crown 8vo. . 6d.

A TRIP TO THE BI‘\\”’CKE\' By Heinrics Heing.  Translated by R.
McLintock. Crown 8vo. 3s.

IDEAS “BUCH LE GRAND OF THE REISEBILDER OF HEIN-
RICH HEINE, 1826. A Tremslation by 1. B. Crown 8vo. 3s. 64.

HERRICK (ROBERT).—SELECTIONS FROM THE LYRICAL
POEMS OF. Arranged with Notes by Prof. F. T Parcrave. (Golden
Treasury Series.) 18mo. 4s. 64,

HILL.—Works by OcTavia HirL.

HOMES OF THE LONDON POOR. Popular Edition. Crown 8vo, sewed. 1s.
OUR COMMON LAND. Consisting of Articles on QPEN SDAL,ES and on
WISE CHARITY., Extra fcap. 8va. 35. 6.

HOBDAY.—VILLA GARDENING. A Handbock for Amateur and Practical
Gardeners. By E. Hoepav, Author of *‘Cottage Gardening,” &c. Extra
Crown 8vo. 6s.

HOGAN, M.P.—By the Author of * Flitters, Tatters, and the Counsallor.”
Globe 8vo. as.

HOLLWAY-CALTHROP.—PALADIN AND SARACEN : Stories
from Ariosto. By H. C. Hoirwav-Carrrror. With Illustrations by Mrs.
ArTHUR LoMon, engraved by O. Lacour. Crown 8vo. 6s.

HOMER.—THE ODYSSEY OF HOMER DONE INTO ENGLISH
PROSE. By S. H. ButcHer, M.A., Professor of Greek in the University of
Edinburgh: sometume Fellow and Pralector of University Cullege, Oxford, late
Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge; and A. Lang, M.A., late Fellow of
Merton College, Oxford. With Stesl Vignetta. Seventh and (,hc.lper Edition.
Rcvued and Corrected,  With new Intrsduction and Additional Notes. Crown

THE ODY:SEY OF HOMER. Books I.—XII. Translated mto English Verse
by the Right Hon. the Earl of Carnarvon.  Crown 8vo. 7s5. 64,

TIIE ILIAJ! OF (TOMER, tran lated into ¥nzlish Frose. B ANnrREW Lang,
M.A., WaLrEx LEAF, M A and ERN&sT MvErs, M A Crowa 8vo. 124, 64,
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HONOURABLE MISS FERRARD.—By the Author of ““Hogan,
M.P.”” Popular Edition. Globe 8vo. 2s.

HOOPER AND PHILLIPS,—A MANUAL OF MARKS ON POT-
TERY AND PORCELAIN. A Dictionary of Easy Reference. By W
Hoorer and W. C. PHirties, With numerous Illustrations, Second Edmon
reviced. 16mo. 4. 6d.

HOPE. — NOTES AND THOUGHTS ON GARDENS AND WQOD-
LANDS. Written chiefly for Amateurs. By the late Frances JanE Horg,
Wardie Lodge, near Edinburgh. Edited by Anxe J. Horr JounsTtoneE. Crown
8vo. 6s.

HOPKINS,—Works by ELrice Horkins.
ROSE TURQUAND. A Novel. Cheaper Editinn. Crown 8vo. 6s.
AUTUMN SWALLOWS: a Book of Lyrics. Extra fcap, 8vo. 6s.

HOPPUS,—A GREAT TREASON: A Story of the War of Independence.
2 vols. Crown 8vo. gs.

HORACE. wWORD FOR WORD FROM HORACE. The Odes literally
versified. By W. T. Tuorntown, C.B. Crown 8vo. 7s. 64.

WORKS OF. Rendered into Enghsh Prose by James Lonspare, M.A. and
Samusr Leg, M.A, (Globe Editton.) Globe gvo. 3s. 6.

HULLAH.—HANNAH TARNE. A Story for Girls. By M. E. HuLLax
Author of “ Mr. Greysmith,” With Illustrations. New Edition. Globe 8vo.
25,

HUNT (HOLMAN).—THE PRE-RAPHAELITE BROTHERHOOD.
By W. Hoimanx Hount. Tllustrated by Reproductions from some of Mer.
Hornan Hunt's drawings and paintings. Crown 8vo. ({7 the press,

HUNT (W.,).—TALKS ABOUT ART. By WirLiam Hunt. With a Letter
by Sir J E. MiLLAls, Bart.,, RA New Edition. Crown 8vo. 3s. 62.

HUTTON.—ESSAYS ON SOME OF THE MCDERN GUIDES OF
ENGLISH THOUGHT IN MATTERS OF FAITH. By R. H. HutTON,
Globe8vo.  6s.

These Essays ‘deal with the following writers: Thomas Carlyle, Cardinal
Newman, Matthew Arnold, George Eliot, and Frederick Denison Maurice.

IRVING.—Works by WaASHINGTON IRVING.

OLD CHRISTMAS. From the Sketch Book. With upwards of 100 Illustrations
by RanpoLru CaLpECOTT, engraved by J. D. Coorgr. New ELdition.
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant.  6s.

Al.o with uncut edges, paper lahel.  Crown 8vo. 65,
People’s Sixpenny Edition. [llustrated. Medrum 4to. 64

BRACLBRIDGE HALL. With 120 IlNustrations by R. CaLDEcoTT, New
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt. 6s.

Also with uncut edges, paper label. Crown 8vo. 6s.
People’s Sixpenny Editivn. Illustrated. Medium 4r0. 6d.

OLD HRISIMAS AND BRACEBRIDGE H. LL. By WASHINGTON
TrvinG. With Numerous Illustrations by KanpoLrH CALDECOTT. An Edition
de Luxe on fine Paper. Royal 8vo.  21s.

ISMAY’S CHILDREN.—By the Author of Hogan, M.P.* Popular
Edition. Globe 8vo. 2.

JACKSON.—RAMONA. A Story. By Hoen Jacwson (H. H.), Auther
of * Verses,”” ** Bits of Travel.” Globe &vo. as.
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AMES,.—Works by ¥enny Janes.

THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

WASHINGTON SQUARE ; THE PENSION BEAUREPAS; A BUNDLE
OF LETTERS. Cheaper Edmon Crown 8vo. 6s.

THE EURQPEANS A Novel. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

THE AMERICAN. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo.

DAISY MILLER: AN INTERNATIONAL EPISODE FOUR MEET-
INGS. Crown 8vo. 6s.

RODERICK HUDSON. Crown 8vo. 6s.

THE MADONNA OF THE FUTURE; and other Tales. Crown 8vo. 6s.

FRENCH POETS AND NOVELISTS. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 45 64.

PORTRAITS OF PLACES. Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d.

TALES OF THREE CITIES. Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d.

STORIES REVIVED. Two Series. Crown 8vo, 6s. each.

THE BOSTONIANS. Crown 8vo. .

THE PRINCESS CASAMASSIMA. Crown 8vo. 6s.

PARTIAL PORTRAITS. Crown Svo. [In the pross.,

JAMES.—NOVELS AND YALES, By HIMNRY JAMES.

18, 28, eack volive.

THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY. THE PEYNSION EBEAUREPAS:
vols. THE POINT OF VIEW. 1 vol.

RODERICK HUDSON. =2 vols. DAISY MILLER, A S1UDY: FOUR
THE AMERICAN. =z vols. MEETINGS : LONGSTAFF'S
WASHINGTON SQUARE. 1 vol. MARRIAGE ; BENVOLIO, 1 vol
THE EUROPEANS. tvol THE MADONNA OF THE
CONFIDENCE. 1 vol. FUTURE: A BUNDLE OF
THE SIEGE OF LONDON: MA- LETTERS; THE DIARY OF A

DAME DE MAUVES. 1 vol. MAN OF FIFTY: EUGENE
AN INTERNATIONAL EPISODE : PICKERING.

_JOUBERT.-PENSXIEES OF JOUBERT. Selected and Translated with the
Original French appended, by Hexry AtrTwerr, Knight of the Order of the
Oak Crown. Crown 8vo. gs.

KEARY (A.).—Works by Axwure Kearv.
CASTLE DALY ; THE STORY OF AN IRISH HOME THIRTY YEARS
AGO. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
JANET'S HOME. New Edition. Globe 8vo. 2s.
CLEMENCY FRANKLYN. New Ediuon. Crown 8vo. 6s.
OLDBURY. New and Cheaper Editon.  Crown 8vo.  6s.
A YORK AND A LANCASTER ROSE. Crown 8vo. 6s.
A DOUBTING HEART. New Eduisn. Crown 8vo. A«
THE HEROES OF ASGARD. Glote 3vo. 25 64,
KEARY (E.).—Works by Eriza K
THE MAGIC VALLEY; or PALI
E. V. B. Globe 8vo. glt. 45, 64.
KEATS.—THE POLTICAL WORKS OF JOHN KEATS. Reprinted
fron the Original Editions, with Notes by Professor Frarcis T. PALGRAVE.
13mo. 4. 641 (Golden !reasury Series).
KINGSLEY'S (CHARLES) NOVELS AND POEMS,—
EVEKRSLEV EDITIOXN.
WESTWARD HQ! 2 Vaols Globa 8vo. 105
TWO YrLARS AGO. 2 Vols ¢ 8va. 108,
HYPATIA. 2 Vols. Globe 8vo. 1oy,
YEAST. 1 Vol Glohe 8vo. <5
ALTON LOCKE. 2 Vols. Globe 3vo. 1as.
HEREWARD THE WAKE Vols.  Globe 8vo. 108
POEMS. Two Vols. Globe Los.

Y.
NT ANTOINE. With Ulustrations by

5]
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KINGSLEY.—Works by the Rev. Cuaries Kincscev, M.A., late Rectof

of Eversley, and Canon of Westminster, Collected Edition.  6s. each.

POEMS; including the Saint’s Tragedy, Andromeda, Songs, Ballads, &c. Com-
lete Collected Edition.

YEAST a Problem.
ALTON LOCKE. New Edition. With a Prefatory Memoir by TroMAS
Hucues, Q.C., and Portrait «f the Author.

HYPATIA; or, NE\V FOES WITH AN OLD FACE

GIﬁ?UCUS, or, THE WONDERS OF THE SEA-SHORE. With Coloured

ustrations.

WESTWARD HO! or, THE VOYAGES AND ADVENTURES OF SIR
AMYAS LEIGH

THE HEROES; or, GREEK FAIRY TALES FOR MY CHILDREN. Wit
I1lustratinns.

TWO YEARS AGO.

THE WATER BABIFS A Fairy Tale for 2 Land Baby, With Illustrations b:
Sir Norr PaTon, R.S.A., and P. SxerTON.

THE ROMAN AND THE TEUTON. A Series of Lectures deliveced befor
the University of Cambridge. With Preface by Prafess.r Max DIOLLER.

HEREWARD THE WAKE—LAST OF THE ENGLISH.

THE HERMITS,

MADAM HOW AND LADY WHY; or, FIRST LESSONS IN EARTH
LORE FOR CHILDREN.

AT LAST; A CHRISTMAS IN THE WEST INDIES. Ilustrated.

PROSE IDYLLS. NEW AND OLD.

PLAYS AND PURITANS; and other HISLOKRICAL ES3AYS. Wich Po.-
trait of Sir WaLTEk RALEIGH

BISTORICAL LECTUKES AND ESSAYS.

SANITARY AND SOCIAL LECTURES AND ESSAYS.

SCIENTIFIC LECTURES AND ESSAYS

LITERARY AND GENERAL LECY UKES.

HEALTH AND EDUCATION. New Edition. Crown 2vo, 6s.

SELECTIONS FROM SOME OF THE WRITINGS OF THE REV.
CHARLES KINGSLEY, Crown 8vo. 65,

QUT OF THE NEEP. Words for the Sorrowful, from the writings of CHARLEs
Kivcerey. Extra fcap. 8vo.  3s. 64, R L

DAILY THOUGHTS SELECTRED FROM THiE WKITINGS OF
CHARLES KINGSLEY. By His Wire  Crown $ro. f£s

THE WATER BABILS: A Fairy Tale fora Land by, With One Hundred
Tlustrations by Linigy Sasirour~e.  Feap. 4to. 125, %4 N B

GLAUCUS:; or THE WON! ERS OF THE ‘H\ R, ““,h coloured
Tilustrations. Exira cloth. Gilt edgzes. (G)(r‘ho.)!: E"h“"“') Cryoxnn Sy ZJ(“rJ

THE HEROES; or, GREEK FAIRY TALES FOK mY CHILDREN.
With Ilustrations. Extra Cloth, Gile Edges. (Gift-book Ediden.) Crown

o, 6. . .
Tlsi'E) SgiQG OF THE RIVER. Illustrated with Fifteen full page Photogravures.
4t0.

Also :hmxred Edition, the Plates on Japapese Paper. 314, 6.
KINGSLEY (H.).—TALES OF OLD TRAVEL. Re-narrated by Henwy

Kingsiev. With Eight full-page Illustrations by Huakrp, New Editou.
Crown 8vo, cloth, extra gilt. 5s.

KING ARTHUR: MNOT A LOVE STORY.—Ey the Author of
« John Halifax, Gentlewan, »* « Miss Tommy,’” etc. Crown 8vo. G
b
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LATARGUE.—THE NEW JUDGMENT OF PARIS. By Paurr
Lararcue. Two Vols. Globe 8va. 125,

L AN B.—Works by CuarLes Lams. Edited by Rev. AtrrED AINGER, M A,

TALES FROM SHAKESPEARE. Edited, with Prefaze, by ALFRED AINGER,
kLA Globe 8vo, s5. Gelden Treaqury Editicn. 18mo. 45 64. Globe Read-
inxy Editi mfor Schools.  Glob= §v ), 25,

T555YS OF ELTA.  Edited, with Inrodaction and Not e:, by ALFRED AINGER,
LA, Globe 8vo s,

PO S. PLAYS, AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS, &e. Edited by ALFrED

Arniger, M.A.  Globe 8vo. ss.

- S, LEICESTER'S SCHO(‘)r The Adventures of Ulysses ; and other Essays

t=d by ALFRED ATNGER, M Al Globe Bvon 55

"TTERS OF CHARLES LAMB. Newly arranzed, with addiiions. Edited

by ALPRED AINGER, M.A. 2 vils. Globe 8vo. 10s.

LANDOR (WALTER SAVAGE) —SILECTIONS FROM THE

VWRITINGS OF WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR, Arranged and Edjterl by
Sioney Corvin,  With Portrait.  18m»a. 4. 67, (Golden Treasury Scries.)

LAWLESS.—~A MILUIONAIRE’S COUSIN. By the Hon. EuiLy
Lawcress, Author of ““ A Chelsea Householder.”” Crown 8vo. 6s.

I'ECTURES ON ART.,—Declivered in Support of the Society for
Frotection of Ancient Buildings. By Regp. StuakT Poorm, Professor W.
B. Ricuuyonp, K. J. Povurer, R.A,, J. T. MICKLETHWAITE, and WiLuiaM
Morrts. Crown 2vo. 4s. 62,

LEMON (MARK).—THE JEST BOOK. The Choicest Anecdotes and
Sayings. Selected and Arranged by Mark LEMoN.  (Golden Treasury Series.)
18mo.  gs. 64

LITTLE LAME PRINCE, THE, AND HIS TRAVEL.-
LING CLOAK.—A Parable for 0Old aud Young. By the Author of " John
Halifax, Geatleman.”” With 24 llustrations, by J. McRaLsToN. Cr. 8vo. 45 6.

ILITTLE PILGRIM, A, IN THE UNSEEN. Crown8vo. 2s. 64.
LITTLE ESTELLA, apd other FATRY TALES FOR THE YOUNG

18m», cloth extra. 2s. 64.

LITTLE SUNSHIME'S HOLIDAY.—By the Author of * John

Halifax, Genile man.””  With Illustrations. Gls vo. 2s. 64,

LLOWELL, —Warks by Javes Russerr LowsLe.,
COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. With Portrait, engraved by JEEws.
18mo, cloth extra.  4s5. 64.
DEMOCRACY : and other Addresses.  Crown 8vo.  ss.
HEARTSEASE AND RUE. Poems. Globe 8vo. s

.UBBOCTK.—THE PLEASURES OF LIFE. By Six Joun Lunsock,
Bart., M.P., F R.S,LL.D, D.C.L. Eighth Edition.” Fcap. 8vo. 1s.}

DACLAREN.—THE FAIRY FAMILY, A Seresof Ballads and Metrical
Tales Hustraring the Fairy Myth-i-gy of Europe. By ArcHIBALD MACLAREN.
With Frontispicce, Hlustrated '1)* -, and Vignette.  Crown 8vo, gilt.  5s.

L1AC I\,&LLAlx,al\IEM‘ IR iF DANIEL MACMILLAN. By THOMAS
Huosnes, Q.C. With a Portriis engraved on Steel by C. H. Jrens, from a
Pum'lng by Lowss Dickinsox.  Fifth Thousand. * Crown 8vo. 4s. 64.
Popular Edition, Paper Covers, 1s.
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MACMILLAN’S BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG.—I, Globe 8vo,

cloth elegant.

WANDERING WILLIE. By the

Author of ‘*Conrad the Squirrel.”
ith a Frontispiece by Sir NorL
Paton.

THE WHITE RAT, AND OTHER
STORIES. By Lavv Barker.
With Illustrations by W. J. Hen-
N2SSY.

PANSIE’'S FLOUR EIN. By the
Author of “When 1 was a Lirtle
Girl.”” With Ilustrations by ApKIAN
Srtokes.

MILLY AND OLLY; or, A'Holiduy
among the Mountains. By iMr:i
T. H. Warp. With Illustrations by
Mrs. ALMA TADEMA.

THEHEROES )F ASGARD; Tales
from Scandinavian Mythol:gy. By
A. and E. Keary.

WHEN I WAS A LITTLE GIRL.
By the Author of ““St. Olave's,”
** Nine Years Uld,” &e.

NINE YEARS OLD. By the Au-
thor of ** When I was a Little Girl.”

Ilustrated, 2s. 64. each ;—

THE STORY OF A FELLOW
SOLDIER. By Frances AWDRY.
(A Life of Bishop Paiteson for the
Young.) With Preface by Cuar-
LoTTE M YoNGE.

AGNES HOPETOUN'S SCHOOLS
AND HULIDAYS. By Mrs. Ou1-
PHANT.

RUTH AND HER FRIENDS. A
Story for Girls.

THE RUNAWAY. By the Author
of **Mrs. Jerningham's Journal.”
OUR YEAR. A Child’s Book in
Prose and Verse. By the Author of

* John Halifax, Gentleman.”’

LITTLE SUNSHINE'S HOLI.
DAY. Dy the Author of * John
Halifax, Gentleman.”

A STOREHOQUSE OF STORIES.
Edited by CHarLOTTE M. YONGE,
Author of **The Heir of Redclyffe.”
Two Vols.

HANNAH TARNE. By Mary E.
Hurian  With Ilustrations by W,
J. HEnnEssy.

By Mrs. Molesworth,

With Illustrations by Warter CranNe

“CARROTS"” ; JUST A LITTLE
BOY.

A CHRISTMAS CHILD.
THE TAPESTRY ROOM.
GRANDMOTHER DEAR.

Globe 8vo. 2s5. 64, each.

THE CUCKOQ CLOCK.

TELL ME A STORY.

ROSY.

THE ADVENTURES OF HERR
BABY.

MACMILLAN’S MAGAZINE. —Published Monthly. Price 1s. Vols.

1. to LVI1. are now ready.

Medium 8vo.

75. 6d. each.

MACMILLAN’'S POPULAR NOVELS.—1In Crown 8vo, cloth.

Price 6s. each Yolume :(—

By William Black.

A PRINCESS OF THULE.

MADCAP VIOLET.

THE MAID OF KILLEENA ; and
other Tales.

THE STRANGE ADVENTURES
OF A PHAETON. lllustrated.
GREEN PASTURES AND PIC-

CADILLY.
MACLEOD OF DARE. Illustrated.
WHITE WINGS. A Yachting Ro-
mance.

THE BEAUTIFUL WRETCH ¢
THE FOUR MAC NICOLS:
THE PUPIL OF AURELIUS.

SHANDON EBELLS.

YOLANDE.

f‘[‘UDITH SHAKESPEARE.

HE WISE WOMEN OF INVER-
NESS; A 7Tale; and other Miscel-
lanies,

WHITE HEATHER.

SABINA ZEMBRA.

By Charles Kingsley.

TWO YEARS AGO.
“ WESTWARD HO!"”
ALTON LOCKE. With Portralt.

HYPATIA.
YEAST.
HEREWARD THE WAKE.
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MACMILLAN’S POPULAR NOVELS—continued,
By the Author of ¢‘John Halifax, Gentleman,”

THE HEAD OF THE FAMILY. | OLIVE. Ilustrated.

Tllustrated. MISS TOMMY. A Dedieval
MY MOTHER AND I.  Tlustrated. Romance. Tlustrated.

THE OGILVIES. IHustrated. KING ARTHUR: mot a i.cv:
AGATHA'S HUSBAND. Dllustrated. Story.

By Charlotte M. Yonge.
THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE. THE CHAPLET OF PEAKLS.

With Ilustrations. Illustrated.
HEARTSEASE. With Illustrations. LADY HESTER, and THY !:AN-
THE DAISY CHAIN. With Itlus- VERS PAPERS. Illustraicd.

trations. THE THREE BRIDES. [ilus-
THE TRIAL: More Links in the trated.

Daisy Chain. With lllustrations. MAGNUM BONUDM. Illustrated.
HOPES AND FEARS. Illustrated. LOVE AND LIFE. Illustrated.
DYNEVOR TERRACE. With UNKNOWN  TO HISTORY.

Ilustrations. Illustrated.

MY YOUNG ALCIDES. Illustrated. STRAY PEARLS. Illustrated.
THE PILLARS OF THE HOUSE. THE ARMOURER’S PREN-

Two Vols. Illustrated. TICES. Illustrated.

CLEVER WOMAN OF THE NUTTIE'S FATHER. Ilustrated.

FAMILY. Illustrated. THE TWO SIDES OF THE
THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. SHIELD. Illustrated.

Illustrated. SCENES AND CHARACTERS.
THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE’S Tlhastrated.

NEST. Ilustrat-d. CHANTRY HOUSE.

THE CAGED LION. Illustrated. A MODERN TELEMACHUS.
By Annie Keary,
CASTLE DALY, A YORK AND A LANCASTER
OLDLURY. KROSE.
CLEMENCY FRANKLYN. A DOUBTING HEART,
By Henry James.
THE EUROPEANS. WASHINGTON SQUARE: THE
THE AMERICAN. PENSINON BEAUREPAS: A
DAISY MILLER: AN INTERXNA. EUNDLE OF LETTERS.

TIONAIL  EPISODLE: FOUR THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY

MEETINGS. STORIES REVIVED. Two Series,
RODERICK FUDSON. Gs. each,

THE MADOXNNA OF THE THE BOSTONIANS.
FUTURE, and uther Tajes. THEPRINCESS CASAMASSIMA.

By F. Marion Crawford,.

A TALE OF A LONELY PARISH. | ZOROASTER.
MARZIO'S CRUCIFIX,

By J. Henry Shorthouse,
OHN INGLESANT. A TEACHER OF THE VIQOLIN:

J
SIR PERCIVAL: a Story of the Pust and.other Tales,
and of the Present.
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MACMILLAN'S POPULAR NOVETLS—on/nmnd,

TOM BROWN'S SCHOOL DAYS.

TOM BROWN AT OXFORD.

A BELEAGUERED CITY. By
Mrs. LIPHANT.

REALMAH. By the Author of
“Friends in Council

ROSE 1URGUAND. By Eruice
Horkins.

OLD SIR DOUGLAS. By the
Hon. Mrs. Nowxron,

MISS BRETHERTON. By Mrs.
HumpHry Wagrp.

JILL. By E. A Direwvn,

BTHESDA. By Barbara ELBON.

A MILLIONATRE'S COUSIN. By
the Hon. Enit.y Lawiess.

THE STORY OF CATHERINE.

®ANCIE
THE HARPR UNX BA nlt‘ ANCIENT

R.
BENGAL PEASANT LIFE. By
LaL Benaxi Dav.
VIRGIN SuIL. By TourakNiee.
VIDA. The Study of a Girl. Ry
Ay Duxssuir,

THE C"‘RL LEANS. By H. S
St SeH A

THEWOODLANDERS. By
Tuosmas Harpv.

MACMILLAN'S TWQ SHILLINTG NQOVEL
By the Author of *“John Halifax, Gentleman,”

THE OGILVIES. | AGATHA'S HU=BAND.
THE YEAD OF THE FAMILY., |
OLIVE. !

o
S -

TW) MARRIAGSS,
By Mrs. Oliphant,

THE CUPATE TN CHWARGE. HR STER,
A SON OF 1HE SOIL. THE WIZARD'S SON,
YOUNG MUSGKAVE SIR T. M

HE THAT WILL NOT WHEN | A COUNTRY GENTLEMAYN.
HE MAY. 1

PATTY. By Mrs, Macquoid.

By George Fleming.
A NILE NOVEL. l MIRAGE.
THE HEAD OF MEDUSA. VESTIGIA,
By the Author of ‘“Hogan, M.P."”
HOGAN, M.P. 1 FLITTERS, TATTERS, AXND
THE HONOURABLE MI3S FER- THE COUNSELLOR: WEEDS
RARD. AND OTHER SKETCHES.
CHRISTY CAREW. ISMAY'S CHILDREN.
By Frances H. Burnett,
HAWORTH'S .
“LOUISIANA"” and “THAT LASS O° LOWRIE'S.
Ilurated.
By Huo’"] Conway,
LIVING OR DEAD. A FAMILY AFFAIR.
JANET'S HOME, By Annie Keary,
RAMONA. By Helen Jackson.
MY FRIEND JIM. By W. E. Norris.
AUNT RACHEL. By D. Christie Murray.

Two Stogies

A SLIP IN THE FENS.
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MACQUOID.—PATTY. By KaTrARINES. Macouotn. Globe 8vo. 25
MADAME TABBY'S ESTABLISHMENT,.—By Karr. With

Illustrations.  Crown 8vo, 4. 64.

MADOC.—Woiks by Favr Manoc.
THE STORY OF MELICENT. Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d.
MARGARET JERMINE. 3vols. Crown8vo. 31s.6d.

MAGUIRE,—-YOUNG PRINCE MARIGOLD, AND OTHER FAIRY
STORIES. By the late Jou~ Francis MacuUrrg, M.P.  Illustrated by S. E.
WarLer. Globe 8vo, gilt.  4s. 6d.

MAHAFFY.—wWorks by J. P. Maxarry, M.A. Fellow of Trinity College,

Dublin :—

SOCIAL LIFE IN GREECE FROM HOMER TO MENANDER Fifth
Edition, enlarged. with New Chapier on Greek Art. Crown 8vo. os.

GREEK LIFE AND THOUGHT FROM THE AGE OF ALEXANDER
TO THE ROMAN CONQUEST. Crown8vo 125 64.

RAMBLES AND STUDIES IN GREECE. Illustrated. Third Edition,
revised and enlarged, with ‘\hp Crown 8vo. 105 64.

THE DECAY OF MODERN PREACHING. An Essay. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d.

THE PRINCIPLES OF THE ART OF CONVERSATION. Crown 8vo.
48. 6d.

MALET.—MRS. LORIMER. A Novel. By Lucas Marer. Cheaper
Edition. Crown 8vo. 45,64,

MASSON (GUSTAVE)—LA LYRE FRANCAISE. Selected and
arranged with Notes. (Golden Treasury Series.) 13mo. 4s. 64.

MASSON (Mrs.).—THREE CENTURIES OF ENGLISH POETRY:
being selections from Chaucer to Herrick, with Introductions and Notes by Mrs.
Masson and a general Introduction by Professor Masson. Extrafcap 8vo. 3s. 64,

MASSON (Professor).—Works by Davio Masson, M.A., Professor of
Rhetoric and English Literature in the University of Edinburgh.
WORDSWORTH,SHELLEY. KEATSAND OTHER EDDAYS Crown 8vo. ss,
CHATTERTON: A\ Story of the Year 1770.  Crown 8vo. ss.
THF THBRER DFVILS: LUTHER'S, MILTON'S AND GOETHE'S; and
othe Fsszys (Crown 8vo. 35
MAURICE.—LETTERS FROM DONEGAL IN 183%. By a Lanv
“Feron.”” Edited by CoronNer Mauricg, Professor of Military History,
Royal Staff College, Crown 8vo. 6d.
MAZINI,—IN THE GOLDEN SHELL: A Siory of Palermo. By Linpa
Mazint. With [lustrations.  Globe 8vo, cloth gilt. ~ 45. 64,
MEREDITH.—works by Grorce MEREDITH.
POEMS AND LYRICS UF THE JOY OF EARTH. Extra Fcap. 8vo. 6s.
BALLADS AND POEMS OF TRAGIC LIFE. Crown 8vo. 6s.
MILTON’'’S POETICAL WORKS. Edited with Text collated from
the best Authorities, with Introductions and Notes, by Davip Mascox.
With three Portraits engraved by JErxs. Fcap. 8vo Edition. Three Vols.
155. (Globe Edition.) By the same Editur.  Globe 8vo, 35, 64,
MINCHIN.—NATUR/E VERITAS. By Groror M. Mincuin, NM.A.,
Professor of Applied Mathematics in the Royal Indian Engineering Ccnﬁgc,
Coopers Hill. Fcp. Bvo. 2s. 62,

MISS“TOMMY- L4 Medizeval Romance. By the Authar of “ Jeha
Halifax, Genteman,” lllusirated by F. NogL DaToN, Crown 8vo, 6s.
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MITFORD (A. B.).—TALES OF OLD JAPAN. By A. B. Miterr-,
Second Secretary to the Britich Iegation in Japan. With Illustrati-ns Jra n
and cut on Wood by Japanese Artists, Newand Ch-aper Editicn. Crown 2vo. (s

MIZ MAZE, THE; 0OR, THE WINKWURTH PUZZLE. A ftr
in Letters by Nine Authors. Crown 8vo. 4s. 64,

The following Writers contritute to the Voiume :—Miss Frances Awdry, A
M. Bramston, Miss Christatel R. Coleridze, Miss A. . Anderson Mer!
Miss C. M. Songe, Miss F. M. Feard, Miss M'xr) S. Lee, MMiss Eleanar b
and Miss Florence Wiltord.

MOHAMMAD, SPEECHES AND TABLE-TALK OU
THE PROPHET. Chosen and Translated by Stantey Lane-Droo:
18mo. 4s. 6d. (Golden Treasury Series.)

MOLESWORTH.—\VorkS by Mrs. Moveswortit (Exsits GRATAN)

US: AN OLD-FASHIONED STORY. With Iilustsations by Warter Cra
Globe 8vo. 25 6d.

TW) LITTLE WAIFS. Illustrated by Warrex Craie.

ROSY. Illustrated by WarLTer Crane. Globz: 3vn. 25, 6d.

SUMMER STORIES FOR BOYS AND GIRL3. Crown Svo., 45 6d.

THY ADVENTURES OF HERR BABY, [ilustrated by WarTer Cravr.
Globe 8vo. 2s. 6d.

GRANDMOTHER DEAR. Illistrated by WarTex Crave. Globe 8vo. 25 77

THE TAPESTRY ROOM. [llustrated by Warrtgr Craxg. Glibe B

25. 6d.
A CHRISTMAS CHILD. Iilustrated by Warrer Craxe, Globe 8vo. 2s 77
CHRISTMAS-TREE LAND. Illustrated by WarsEr Crane  Crown vl

Crown §vo,  45.

5. 6d.

T}gLL ME A STORYV. Illustrated by WaLTER Cravr. (lube 3vo, 25 67

“CARROTS”: JUST A LITTLE BOY. Ilustrited by Warter Cravue
New Edition. Glohe 8vo. 2s. 64.

THE CUCKOO CLO(,K Hlustrated by Wartek CraxvgR.
Globe 8vo. 2s.

FL)UR WINDS FARM

Neow Elditinn,

Wiih Tllastrations by Warter Crazr, Crown 2vo.

6d.
LI'[TLE MISS PEGGY. With Illustrations by WarTer Crang  Crown v

45. 6.
FOUR GHOST STORIES. Crown 8va. 6s.
MORISON.—THE PURIOSE OF THE AGLS.
With a Preface by Professor A. H. Savceg, of Uxford.

MORLEY.—Wogrxks v Joun MoriLpy.
THE COLLECTED WORKS OF JOHN MORLEY.
8vu. zs. each.

By Jeanre Monro-.
Crown 3vo. g8,

In Ten volz. GI':

VOLTAIRE. One Vol.

ROUSSEAU. ‘Fwo Vnls,

DIDEROT AND THE ENCYCLO-
P/EDISTS. Two Vols.

APHORISMS. An  Address de-
livered before the Philoscphicat So-
ciety of Edinburgh, November 11,
1887. Globe 8vo. 15, 64,

BURKE. Crown 8va. Cloth, 15.64.;
sewed, 18, [English ﬂ[:no/l,t/‘zrs
San’e:.

ON COMPROMISE. One Vel
MISCELLANIES. Three Vul:.
BURKE. One Vol

ON THE STUDY OF LITER -
TURE. The Annval Address
the Students of the Londen Society
for the extension of Univers'ty
teaching. Delivered atthe Mansi- n
H:use, February 26, 1337. Cruwu
3vo. 15 6d.

Also a popular Edition for distribution,
price 2d.

MORTE D’ARTHUR.—SIR THMAS MALORY'S BOOK OF
KING ARTHUR AND OF H{3S NOBLE KNIGHTS OF 1THE ROU /D

TABLLE., (Ulobe bdiivn.) Cloie 8vo.

35, Cd.
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MOULTON.—SWALLOW FLIGHTS. Poems by Louiss CHANDLER
MovurTton, Extra fcap. 8vo. 45 64,

NIOULTRIE —POEMS by Joun MouLTrie. Complete Edition. Two Vols.
Crown 3vo. each.
Vol 1. MY ERO" 1ER’S GRAVE, DREAM OF UIFE, &c. With Memoir by
benida ryCOLB IDGE.
LAYS OF THE ENGLISH CHUURCH, and other Poems, With notlces
of the zctors of Rugby, by M. H. BLoxmax, F.R.A.S.

MUDIE.—3TRAY LEAVES. By C. E. Mupie. New Edition. Extra feap.
Svo. 1s. 7  Contents :—** His and Mine ""—** Night and Day’’—‘ One of
Many,”” &e.

MURRAY —ROUND ABOUT FRANCE. By E.C. GrenviLLE MURRAY.
Crown 3vo. 75 6d.

MURRAY —AUNT RACHEL: A Rustic Sentimental Comedy. By D.
Crrrsvie Murrav, Author of *“ Joseph's Coat.’’ New and Cheaper Edition.
Globe 8vo.  2s.

MUSIC.—A DICTINNARY OF MUSIC AND MUSICIANS (.. 1450-
tminent Wnters. English and Foreign. With [llustrations and
“ Sir Gr ks Grove D C L., Directr of the Royal
Parts I. o XIV., T\L‘(. to XXII., 35. 64. each.
Purt XVIT and XVIIT
v, 218 | Vol ]I—I\'I"PO‘PFRIA!OPLAIN
NG
V.1 111 ~PLANCHE to SUMER
U. Is ICUMEXN IN.
. 11 and IT1., 1s. each.

E 37).— waorks by ErunsT Mvrks, M. A.
Extra feap. 3vo. 25 64,

i Extra 'vap Svo. 45 A,

THE EXTANT OLES OF FINDAR, Translated ints English, with Intro-
ducrion and short Notes, by ExwesT Mves  Second Edition. Crown Svo. 55.

THE JUDM MENT OF PROMETHEUS, AND OTHER POEMS. Exfra
Feap. ivo. 3s. 6d.

MVYERS (F. W. H.).—Works by F. W. H. Mvers, M.A.
ST PAUL. A Peem. New Edition Extra feap. 8vo. 2s. 64,
THE RENEWAL OF YOUTH, and other Poems. Crown 8vo. 7s. 64,
ESSAYS. 2 Vols L Classical. 11, Mudern.  Crown 8vo. 45, 64. each.
WORDSWORTH (English Men of Leiters Series). Crown 8vo. 25, €.
HADAL.—ESSAYS AT HOME AND ELSEWHERE. By E. S. Napar.
Crown 8vo. s,

HEW ANTIGONE, THE. A Romance. 3 vols, Crown 8vo. 31s.64.

MINE YEARS OLD.—By the Author of ““St. Olave’s,” “ When I was a
Litdde Girl,” &c. INustrated by FroLicH. New Editizn,  Globe 8vo.  zs. 64.

MOEL (LADY AUGUSTA)—HITHERSEA MERE. By Lapy

Aucusca Nuer, Author of “Wandering Willie,”” &c. 3 vols. Créwn 8vo.
315, 6,

MOEL.—BEATRICE, AND OTHER POEMS, By the Hon. Ropen Nozt.
Fcap. 8vo. 6s.
HORRIS. —works by W. E. Norrts.
MY FRIEND JIM. New and Cheaper Edition. Globe 8vo.  as.
CHRIS. lwo Vols, Crown8vo, a21s.

Vol.  T.-=A to T
Cloth cases for bin

MYERS ‘Er '\I
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NORTON.—Works by the Hon. Mrs. NorTox.

THE LADY OF LA GARAYE, With Vignette and Frontisplece. Eighth Edition.
Feap. 8vo. 4. 6.
OLD SIR DOUGLAS. New Edition. Crown8vo. 6.

OLIPHANT.—Works by Mrs. OripuanT.

THE LITERARY HISTORY OF ENGLAND in the end of the Eighteenth
and beginning of the Ninzresnth Century. Cheaper Issue. With a New Pre-
face. 3 Vols. Demy $vo. 215

AGNES HOPETOUN'S SCHOOLS AND HOLIDAYS. New Edition, with
Illustrations.  Globe 2vo. 25, 6d.

THE WIZARD’S SON. New Edition. Globe 8vo. 2.

HESTER: a Story of Contemporary Life. New Edition. Globe 8vo, 2s.

SIR TOM. New Edition. (lobe 3vo.  2s.

A SON OF THE SOIL. New Edition. Gl be 8vo. 25

THE CURATE IN CITARGE. New Edition. Globe 5.0, a8

YOUNG VUSGRAVE.  Cheaper Edition. Globe Svo.

HE THAT WILL NOT WHEN HE MAY Cheayper Edition. Globe 8vo. 2.

A COUNTRY GENTLEMAN AND HBIS FAMILY. Globe 8vo. a2s.

THE SECOND S N, jvols  Crown 8vo. 315 4.,

THE MAKERS OF FLORENCE = Dante. Giotto, Savonarola, and their City.
With Ulusirations from Drawings by Professor Delamotte, and a Steel Portrait
of Savonarola, engraved by Jeexs. New and Cheaper Edition with Pre-
face. Crowo 8vo  Clah . ros 4d.

TIHE MAKERS OF VENTUE.,  Doges. Conquerors, Painters, and Men of
Levers A Compaminn Volume to ** The Malers of Florznce.” With nuinsrous
Tl sstradons. Mediug 3ve, 2

s,
THE BELEAGUERED CITY. Cheaper Edition. Crown 3vo. 6s.

OUR YEAR. A Chiid’s Book, In Prose and Verse. By the Author of
"“fobn Halifax, Gentleinan,” Illustrated by Crarence Doestr. Globe 8vo.
o8, 6d.

OWEN.—THE STORY OF CATHERINE. By the Author of A Lost
Love” (Asurorp Owen). Crown 8vo. 6s.

PALGRAVE.—Works by Francis TurnerR Parcrave, M.A., Professor of

Puetry in the University of Oxford, late Fellow of Exeter C-llege, Oxford.

THE FIVE DAYS' ENTERTAINMENTS AT WENTWORTH GRANGE.
A Book for Children. Wich [llusirations by ARTHUR HUGHES, and Engraved
Title- Page by Jerns. Smali 4to, cloth extra. 6s.

LYRICAL POEMS. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s.

OKRIGINAL HYMNS. ‘lhird Edition, enlarged 18mo. 1s. 64.

VISIONS OF ENGLAND ; being a series of Lyrical Poems on Leading Events
and Persons in English History. With a Preface and Notes. Crown 8vo, 7s. 64.

GOLDEN TREASURY OF THE BEST SONGS AND LYRICS. Edited
by F. T. PALGRAVR. 18mo. 4s. 6d.

SHAKESPEARE'S SONNETé AND SONGS. Edited by F. T. PALGRAVE.
With Vignette Title by Jerns. (Golden Treasury Series.) 18mo. 4s. 64.

THE CHILDREN'S TREASURY OF LYRICAL POETRY. _Sclectcd and
arranged with Notes by I. T. PALGRAVE. 18mo. 2s.64. And in Two Parts,
1s. each.

HERRICK: SELECTIONS FROM THE LYRICAL POEMS. With Notes.
(Golden Treasury Series.) 18mo. 4s. 64,

IYRICAL POEMS. By Lorp Tenxveon, Poet Laureate. Selected and
Annotated. (Golden Treasury Series.) 18mo. 4s. 62. i

THE POETICAL WORKS OF JOHN KEATS. Reprioted from the

Originai Bditions. With Notes. (Golden Treasury Series.) 18mo. 4s. 64.
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PALGRAVE (W. G.)—ULYSSES; or, SCENES AND STUDIES IN
MANY LANDS. By WiLLiaM GIFrORD PaLGrAVE, H.M.’s Minister Resi-
dent in Uraguay; Author of ** A Narrative of 2 Year’s Journey throngh Central
and Eastern Arabia, 1862—1863,” ** Essays on Easton (Juestions, P Durh
Guiana,” &c.  8vo. 125 6d.

PALMER.—MRS. PENTCOTT’S LODGER ; and other Stories. By Lady
SopHia PaLmer. Crown 8vo. 2s. 64,

PANSIE’S FLOUR BIN., By the Author of “When [ wasa Lit':
Girl,”” * St. Olave’s,” &c. Illustrated by Aprian STokEs. Gl.be 8vo. 45 6.4

PARKER,—THE NATURE OF THE FINE ARTS. DBy H.Parxer,
M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, Oxford. Crown 8vo. 1os. 64,
PATER.—Works by WaLTER PATER, Fellow of Brasenose College, Oxford:
THE RENAISSANCE. Studies in Art and Pooi-v. Second Edition.
Revised, with Vignette engraved by C. H. Jrrens. Crown 2va. 1cs. 6d.
MARIUS, THE EPICURLAN: His Sensations and ld:as.  Second anl
Cheaper Edition. Two V.Is. 8vo. 12s.
IMAGINARY PORTRAITS. Extra Crown 8vo. 6s.

PATMORE.—THE CHILDREN'S GARLAND, from the Dest Pa
Selected and arranged by CovENTRY PaTusorE. New Fdition. With Ilustr -
tions byé LawsoNn.  (Golden Treacury Edition) 8mo, 48 64 Glole
Readings Editien for Schools, Globe 8vo, 2s.

PEEL.—ECHOES FROM HOREB, AND OTHER PUEMS. By Epnv:
PeEL, Author of ** An Ancient Cuty,”” &c. Crown 8vo.  1s. £d.

PEOPLE’'S EDITIONS. Profusely Ilustrated, medium 4to, 6d. each:
or complete in One Vol., cloth, 3s.
TOM BROWN'S SCHOOL DAYS. Byan Old Boy,
WATERTON'S WANDERINGS IN SOHUTH ‘\MX-.'U'LA.
WASHINGTON JRVING'S OLD CHRISTMAS.
WASHINGTON IRVING'S BRACEBRIDGE HALL.

PHILLIPS (S. K.).—ON THE SEABOARD; and other Poems. Iy
Susan K. Puicuirs. Second Edition. Crown 8vo.  ss.

PINDAR.—THE EXTANT D53 OF PINDAR,  Trandated into
English, with Introduct:on and short Motes, by Erxest Myexs, M A., lue
Fellow of Wadham College, Oxford  3:cond Edition. Crowp 8vo. ss.

PLATO.—THE REPUBLIC QF. Translated into English with Notes by
J. L. DAVIE.S. M.A, and D, J. Vasgran, M.A, (Gulden Treasury Serie-).
18mo. 45,

THE TRI ~\L AND DEATH OF SOCRATES: Teing the Euthyphion,
Apology, Crito, and Phzdoof Plato.  Translated iuto English by F. J. Crurcit
18mo. 4s. 64. (Golden Treasury Zeries.)

POEMS OF PLACES—EMNCGLAND AND WALES), Edited Uy

H. W. LoncgreLLow. (Golden Troaziry Series.) 13mo. 45, 64,

POETS (ENGLISH).—SELiCi'TONS, with Critical Introduction 1+
various writers, and a general Introd:uciton by Mat1aw Arnoup.  Edited by
T. H. Warp, M.A. Four Vols, N:w Edidon. Cicoundvo. 75 84 cach.
Vol. I. CHAUCER TO DONNE.
Vol. II. BEN JONSON TO DRYLEN.
Vol. TIL. ADDISON TO BLAKE.
Vol. IV. WORDSWORTH TO ROSSETTL

POOLE.—PICTURES OF COTTAGE LIFE IN THE WEST ¢
ENCLAND. By MAKGARET E. Peoorr.  New and Cheaper E:ition. Wih
Frontispiece by R. ARREN, Crown 8vo. 3s. 64




BELLES LETTRES, 27

POPE.—POETICAL WORKS OF. Edited with Notes and Introductory

;\‘:Ieg;)ir by Aporruus WirLiam Warp, M.A. (Globe Edition.) Globe 8vo.

POgOTEé:R-—LANCASHIRE MEMORIES. By Louisa Porrter. Crown

PROPERT.—4 HISTORY OF MINIATURE ART. With Notes on
Collectors and Collections By J. LuuspeN ProrekT. With numerous [lus-

. tratizns. ~ Super Royal Zvo. 42 135 64,

«* Alsoa LIMITED EDITION. bound in vellum. L4 145. 64,

REALNIAH-—By the Author of * Fricnds in Council”  Crown 8vo.  6s.
ROBINSON CRUSOE. Edited. with Bivgraphical Tntroduction, Ly

Hexnry Kingsiey., (Globe Edition.) Globe 8vo, 35 6d.—0 lden 1reas

Edition. Edited by J. W. CLAKK, ML.A. 13m0, g5 6, 0 Sreasmy
ROPES.—POEMS. By ArTHUr Frep Roves. Feap. &vo. 3s. 64.
ROSS.—a MISGUIDIT LASSIE. By Peicy Ross. Crown Svo.  4s. 6d.

ROSSETTI.—Works by CurisTiNe RosseTrr,

POEMS. Complete Edition, containing * Gollin Barket,”” '“The Prince’s
Progress,”” &c.  With Four Illustrations by D. G. Rosserrt, Extra feap. 8vo.
6s.

A PAGEANT, AND OTHER POEMS. Exira fcap. 8vo. 6s.

SPEAKING LIKENESSES. Illustrated Ly AxTHUR HuGHes. Crown 8vo,
gilt edges.  gs. 64.

ROSSETTI (D.G.).—DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI: a Record anl a
Study. By Witrtam Swuawxe.  With an Illusiration after Dante Gabriel
Rossetiti. Crown 8vo. 105 64.

RUNAWAY, THE. By the Auther of ** Mrs. Jerningham’s Journal”® With
Ilustrations.  Globe Bvo. 25, 64

RUTH AND HER FRIENDS. 4 Story for Girls. With a Frontis-
piece. New Edition. Globe 8vo. 25 6d4.

SAINTSBURY.—ELIZABETHAN LITERATURE. By Grorss
SAINTSBURY. Being Vol. 11, of *“ A History of English Literawure,"” in four
volumes. Crown 8vo. 75. 64,

ST. JOHNSTON.—works by ALFRED ST. JOHNSTON?

CAMPING AMONG CANNIBALS. Crown 8vo. 4s. 64.
CHARLIE ASGARDE. A Tale of Adventure. A Story for Boys. Crown 8vo. ss.

SCOTT (SIR WALTER).—POETICAL WORKS OF. Edited witha
Biographical and Critical M=zmoir by Fraxcis TUuRNER PaLGrava., (Globe
Ediuon.) Globe 8vo. 35 64,

THE LA)Y OF '[‘HEaLAST MINSTREL:; and THE LADY OF THE
LAKE. Edited, with Introduction and Notes, by Francis TUrNER
PALGRAVE. Globe 3vo. 15. (Globe Readings for Schools.) i

MARMION ; 20d THE LORD OF THE ISLES., By the same Editor.
Globe 8vo. 15, (Glote Readings for Schools.) i

MARMION. A Tale of Flodden Field in Six Cantos. By Sir WALTER ScoTT.
Edited, with Introduction and Notes, by MicHAaEL MacmicLan, B.A. Oxon.,
Professor of Logic and Moral Philosophy, Elphinstone College, Bombay. Globe
8vo. 3s5.6d.

SCOTTISH SONG.— A SELECTION OF THE CHOICEST LYRICS
OF SCOTLAND, By MaRrY CARLYLE AITKEN. (Golden Treasury Series.)
18mo. 4. 64,
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SELLEY.—THE EXPANSION OF ENGLAND. Two Courses of Lectures.
By J. R. Sraiey, M.A,, Regius Professor of Modern History in the University of
Cambridge, Fellow of Gonville and Caius College, &c. Crown 8vo. 4s. 64.

SELBORNE (EARL).—THE BOOK OF PRAISE. From the best
English Hymn writers. By the Right Hon. the EARL oF SELRORNE. (Golden
Treasury Series.) 18mo. 4s. 6d4.

SERMONS OUT GF CHURCH. By the Author of ** John Halifax,
Gentleman.” Crown Svo. 65, .

SHAIRP.—GLEN DESSERAY : and other Poems, Lyrical and Elegiac. By
Jonn "AMPBELL Suarre, LL.D., late Principal of the United Coilege, St.
Andrew's, and Profes-or of Par 'rv in the Um\Prsny of Uixford. Edued by
Fr-wcis T. Pausrave, LL.D., Edinburgh. Crown vo. 6s.

SHAVYESPEARE, —The Works of WitLraM SuaxesPEaRe. Cambridge
Ediucn.  Edited by W, GrorGe Crarx, M. A., and W. AvLps WRrIGHT, M.A.
Nins Vels. 8vo, cloth (A Newr Edition in the press.

SHAKESPEARE'S COMPLETE WORKS. Edired, by W. G.
Crark, M.A., and W. Aipis Wrigar, M.A, (Globe Edidon.) Glube 8vo.
25 6a
- THE VICTORTA SHAKESPEARE.
SHAKESPEARE, —The Works of Witr1am SiaxpipEare. In 2 vols,
Svo, S erwh, Vol T, iZoa<orzs. Vol T, Myrories. Vol TTIL,

ven Her o faj:‘\ty the Queen, is from
the text uft R ml i= pur\ ed W K. acd R, Clark of
Edinturgh N, Pam< havae heen pwxcd crpT adnce an edinon at once conv senient
and beautifuil. A new (lossary. more LOY\\]J'LY*‘ than in ary other popular
edition =f Shakesp=are, has been specially prepar~d by Mr. ALpis WRIGHT.
The Volumes may be ublained separately.

SHAKESPEAI'?‘:"S SONGS AND SONNETS. Edited, with

Nnte< by Prof. Francis Turwer Parorave. (Golden Treasury Series.) 18mo.

SHAYESPEARE —MUCH ADO ARPOUT NOTHING. Edited, with
Introduction and Notes, by K Desurox, M.A |, Inspector of Schools, Bareilly.
Globe 8vo. 25,

SHAKESPEARE.—CHARLES {AMB'S TALES FROM SHAKE-
SPLARE. Edited, with Preface, by Rev A. A:ivger.  Globe 8vo. s,
(Golden Treasury Edition). 18mo. 4s. &2 Globe 17 :ad ngs Edition for Schools,
Glabe 8vo, 2s.

SHELLEY.—POEMS OF SHELLEY Edited by Stoprorp A. Brooxs,
(Golden Treasury Series.) 18mo. 4s5. 64. #lioa fine Edition printed on hand.
made paper. Crown 8vo, r2s. 6d.

SHORTHOUSE. —Works by J. H. SHORTHOUSE.

JOHN INGLESANT: A ROMANCE. Crown 8vo. 6s.

THE LITTLE SCHOOLMASTER MARK. A Spiritual Ramance. In Tiw»
Parts. Crown 8vo. 25, 64. each; or complete in one volume, 4s. 6.7,

SIR PERCIVAL; a Stary of the Past and of the Present. Cruwn 8vo.  6s.

A TEACHER OF THE VIOLIN; and other Tales. Crown Svo. 6s.

SKRINE..—UNDER TWO QUEENS. Lyrics written for the Tereenten ary
Festival of thc Founding of Uppmgham School. By Jonn HunTLsy SkrIneE,
Author of ** Uppingham hy the Sea,” &c.  Crown 8vo. 35,

SLIP IN THE FENS, A.—New and PopulariEdition. Globe Svo.
SMITH.—POEMS. By CATHRRINE BARNARD SMITH. Fecap. 8vo.

28
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SMITH.—THREE ENGLISH STATESMEN. A Course of Lectures on the
é’olmcal History of England. By GorLbwin SmitH. New Edition. Crown
vo.  §s.

SONG BOOK. wWORDS AND TUNES FROM THE BEST POETS
AND MUSICIANS. Selected and arranged by Joun Hurran, (Golden
Treasury Series.) 18mo. 4s. 6d.

SOPHOCLES.—OEDIPUS THE KING. Translated from the Greek of
Sophocles into_English Verse by E. D. A. MoRsHEAD, M.A., late Fellow of
New College, Oxford, Assistant Master at Winchester College. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 64,

SPENSER,—COMPLETE WORKS OF. Edited by the Rev. R. Mokris,
M.A., LL.D,, with a Memoir by J. W. Hares, M.A. (Globe Edition.) Globe
8vo. 3s.6d.

STANLEY .—Addresses and Sermons delivered during a Visit to the United
States and Canada in 1878. By ARrRTHUR PENRHYN STANLEY, D.D., late
Dean of Westminster  Crown 8vo.

STEPHEN (C. E.).—THE SERVICE OF THE POOR; being an
Inquiry wto the Reasons for and against the Establishment of Relizicus Sister-
hoods for Charitable Purposes, By CAROLINE EniLia STerHEN, Crown 8vo.
6s. 6d.

STEPHENS (J. B.).—CONVICT ONCE: and other Poems. By J.
BrunTOon STEPHENS. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 75 6d.

STEWART.—THE TALE OF TROY. Done into English by Ausrry
STEWART, M.A., late Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge. Globe 8vo. 3s. 64/,

STRETTELL.—SPAN{SH AND ITALIAN FOLK SONGS. Trans-
lated by Arma STreErTTELL With Photogravures after Sketches by Jour
S. SARGENT, E. A. ABBEY, MORELLL, and W. PapGerT. Royal 16mo. 125 6d.

TANNER.—THE ABBT'S FARM: or, PRACTICE WITH SCIENCE.
By Henry TaANNER, M.R.A.C.. F.C.S,, late Professor of P'rinciples of Agriculture
in the Royal Agricultural C llege: Examuner in the Principles of Agaculwre
under the Government Department of Science.  Author of ** First Principles
of Agriculture,” &e. Extra fcap. 8vo. 35 6d.

TENNYSON.—Works by Lokp Texnysoxn, D.C.L., Poet Laureate,
COLLECTED WORKS. New and Revised Edition, with New Portrait.

Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d.
COLLECTED WORKS. Ap Edition for Schools. 1o Four Parts. Crown 8vo.
3s. 6. each.
COLLECTED WORKS.—LIBRARY EDITION. Ia Fight Volumes. Now
publishing in monihly volumes  Globe 8vo. 5s. each. Th~ Voluwes are being
published in the following order, and they are sold separately.

PoEms. 2 Vols. {Ready. BaLLaD3 : and other Pogms, [Fune.
IpviLs of the King, [Keady Queex M:aky, and FHaroLp. [Fad
THE Pri~Cess : and Maup.  [Ready BecxeT : and other Plays. (August.

EnocH ARpEN: and Ix MenoRrIaM.[Aay.
COLLECTED WORKS.—MINIATURE EDITION. A New Edition, printed
by R. & R Clark of Edinturch,
THE POETICAL WORKS. g0 Volumes. Ina Box. ars.
THE DRAMATIC WORKS. 4 Volumnes. In a Box. 1as 64,

LYRICAL POEMS. Selected and Annotated by FrRancis TURNER PALGrAVE.
(Golden Treasury Series.) 18mo. 4. 6. Large Paper Edition. 8vo. gs.

IN MEMORIAM. 18mo. 4s. 6d. Large Paper Edition. 8vo, g5
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TENNYSON.—Works by Uazp Tennvson, D.C.L, Poet Laureate—
continued.
THE TENNYSON BIRTHD.Y BNOK. Edited by ExiLy SBAKESPEAR. In
two sizes. (1) Extra Fcap. 8vo Edition on Hand-made Paper with red lines. ss.
(2) 14mo. 2s. 64.

THE BROOK. With 20 Illustrations in Colsurs, by A. Wooprurr. Medium.
32mo.  2s. 6d4.

THE ORIGINAL EDITIONS. Fecap. 8vo. :—

Porms. 6. HaroLp™ a Drama. 6s.

Maup: and other PoEms.  3s. 64, QueeN Marv: a Drama. 6s.

Tur Princess. 3s. 64. The Cup: and the FALCON. 55
IpveLs of the King. (Collected.) €s. BeckeT. 68,

Enocu Arpen: & 3s. 6. TIrRESIAS ¢ and other PoEMs.  6s.

In MEMORIAM. 45, LocksiLey Harr, Sixry YEARS AFTER,
Barraps': and other Poevs. sge. and other Poems. 6s.

TENNYSON (HON. HALLAM).—JACK AND THE BEAN-
STALK. A Versionin Hexameters by the Honourable HarLam TENKYSON,
With 4o Illustrations by RaxpoLps CatpecoTT. Small 4to. 35, 64.

TENNYSON’S “IN MEMORIAM ”: ITS PURPOSE AND ITS
STRUCTURE. A Study. By jou~ F. GExung. Crown 8vo. ss.

TENNYSON’S “IN MEMORIAM.”—A COMPANION TO. By

EvizaBerH RacuorL CHapman. Globe 8vo.  zs. 64,

THIRTY YEARGS.—BEING POEMS NEW AND OLD. By the Author
of “ John Halfax, Gentleman.”” New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

THROUGH THE RANKS TO A COMMISSION.—Neow and
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. zs. 6d.

TOM BROWN'S SCHOOL DAYS. By AN OLp Bov. With Seven
Dlustrations by A. Hucnzs and Syoxevy Hart. Crown 8vo. 6s.; Golden
Treasury Edition. 45.64.; People’s Edition. 2s. People’s Sixpenny Illustrated

Edition. Medium 4to. 64. 1lllu:irated Edition, printed on fine paper. Extra
Crown 8vo. 105, 6.7,

TOM BROWN AT OYFORD. With Illustrations.

TOURGENIEF —¢IrGIN SOIL. By 1. Touscéwiar. Translated by
AsuToN W. DiLxk, Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

TREVELYAN.—CAWNPORE. By the Right Honourable Sir GEorar O.
TREVELVAN, Bart.,, M.P, Author of ** The Competition Wallah.” Crown 8vo. 6s.

TURNER.-—COLLECTED SONNETS, OLD AND NEW. By CHaRLES
Tennvson Tukner. Extrafcap. 8vo. 7s. 6.2

TYRWHITT.—Wocrks by the Rev. R. St Jouy Tyrwaitr, M.A., Christ
Chaveh, Oxford.

CUR SKETCHING CLUB. Lette

Crown 8vo. 6s.

s and Studies on Landscape Art. With an
Authorised Reproduction of the Lessons and Woodcuts in Professor Ruskin's
“ Elements of Drawing.”” New Edition.  Crown 8vo.  7s. 64

TYREE FIELD: Lyrics, chiefly Descriptive,  Globe 8vo. 35, 64.

VELEY.—woiks by MarcareT Vernry, Author of ¢ For Percival.”)
MITCHELHURSL PLACE. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo.  6s.
A GARDEN OF MEMORIES; MRS, AUSTIN ; LIZZIE'S BARGAIN.
Three Stories. : vols. Globe 8vo. 125
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VIRGIL. —TI7& WORKS OF. Rendered into Esglish Prose. By Jaues
v Lonspare, M.A,, and SamueL LEr, M.A. (Globe kdition.) Gilobe 8vo. 3s. 6d.
IRGIL.,—7THE AENEID. Translated into Eaglish Proseb

. tID. g < v J. WL o

M.A., Fellow of Balliol College, O.\'for:i. Crownn 8\‘/Su ;gsgd} J Mackat

VOICES CRYING IN THE WILDERNESS, A Novel. Crown
8vo. 7s5. 67,

WARD.—ENGLISH POETS. Selections, with Critical Introduction by

various writers. and a genzral Introduction by MaTTurw ArxoLn. Ldited by
T. 1. Warv, M A, Your Vols. Cr.wn 8vo. 7s. 64. each.

Vol I. CHAUCLER TO DONNE. Vol II. BEN JINSON TO DRYDEN.
Vol IIL ADDISON TO BLAKE, Vol IV. WORDSWORTH TO ROSSE[TL
WARD (SAMUEL). —LYRICAL RECREATIONS. By SamusL WARD.

Feap. Eveo. 65,
WARD (MRS. HUMPHRY). —Works by Mrs. Humpury WARD

MILLY AND OLLY; or. a Holilay among the Muuntains. Illustrated by
Mres. Arma Tapema.  Globe 8vo.  25. 64.

MISS BRETHERTON. Crown 8va. 6s. _

THE JOURNAL INTIME OF HENRI-FREDERIC AMIEL. Translated,
with an Iniroducti-n and Notes, by Mrs. Humprry Warp. In Two Vols
Glohe 8vo.  12s.

VEBSTER.—DAFFODIL AND THE CROAXAXICANS. A Romance
of History. By Aucusta Wenster. Crown 8vo. 6s.

WESTBURY.—FREDERICK HAZZLEDEN. By HucH WESTBURY.
vols. Crown 8vo.  a1s.

3 6.7,

WHEN I WAS A LITTLE GIRL. By the Author of ** St. Olaves.”
Illustrated by L. Frbricu.  Globe 8vo. 25 64

WHEN PAPA COMES HOME : The Story of Tip. Tap, Toe. By
the Author of ** NinaYears Old,”” ** Pansie’s Flour Bin,”” &c. With Illustrations
by W. J. HEwnessy. Globe 8vo. 4s. 64,

WHITTIER.—JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER’S POETICAL WORKS
Complete Edition, with Portrait engraved by C. H. Jeans. 18mo. 4s. 6.
WILBRAHAM.—THE SERE AND YELLOW LEAF: Thoughts and

Recollections for Old and Young. 15), Frances M. WirBranaM, Author of
¢ Streets and Lanes of a City.” Wiih a Preface by the Right Rev. W. Wars-
uan How, D.D., Bishop of Bedford, Sufiragan of London. Globe 8vo. 3s. 64.
WILLOUGHBY.—FAIRY GUARDIANS., A Book for the Young. By
F. Wirtovcuev. Illustrated, Crown 8vo, gilt.  ss.
WILLS.—MELCHOIR: A Poem. By W. G. Witts, Author of “ Charles L.,”
“ Olvia,” &ec., Writer of ““Claudian’’  Crown §vo. 9s.
WOOD.—~THE ISLES OF THE BLEST, and other POEMS. By ANDREW
Gorpie Woop.  Globe 8vo.  5s.
WOQODS.—A FIRST SCHONL PQETRY. Compiled by M. A. Woobs,
Head Mistress of the Clifion Iligh School for Girls. Fcap. 8vo. zs 64,
A SECOND SCHO.OL POETRY BOHUK. By the same. Feap. 8vo. 4s. 64.
VWOOLNER —Works by Thoxas WooLxes, R.A.
MY BEAUTIFUL LADY. With a Vignette, Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo. §s:
FYGMALION. A Poem. Cr wuBvo. 7s. 6d.
SILENUS: a Poem. Crown 8vo. 6s. )
WORDS FROM THE POETS. Selected by the Editor of “* Rays
of Sunlight.”” With a Vigpette and Frontispiece. 18mo, limp. 1s.
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WORDSWORTH.—SELECT POEMS OF. Chosen zod Edited, with

Preface, by MATTHEW ARNOLD.
Fine Edition.

(Golden Treasury Series.)
Crown 8vo. on hand-made paper. gs.

1Bwo. 45 6.

YONGE (C. M.).—New Tllustrated Edition of Novels and Tales by Caase-

rorTE M. YONGE.

Vol. . THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE.

I1. HEARTSEASE.

II1. HOPES AND FEARS.

IV. DYNEVOR TERRACE.

V. THE DAISY CHAIN.

V1. THE TRIAL.

VIl. & VIIl. THE PILLARS OF
THE HOUSE; or, UNDERWODY,
UNDER RUDE. Twa Vols,

IX. THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER.

X. CLEVER WOMAN QF THE
FAMILY.

X1. THE THREE BRIDES.

XI1. MY YOUNG ALCIDES; or, A
FADED PHOTOGRAPH.

XI111. THE CAGLED LION.

XIV. THE DOVEINTHE EAGLE’S
NEST

In Twenty-six Volumes.

Crown Bvo, 6s. each i—

XVII. MAGNUM BONUM;: us,
MOTHER CAREY'S BROOD.

XVIII. LOYE AND LIFE.

XIX. UNKNOWN T0 HISTORY
A Story of the Captivity of Mary <f
Scotland.

XX. STRAY PEARLS: MEMOIRS
OF MARGARET DE RIBAU-

MONT, VISCOUNTESS or
BELLAISE.
XXI. THE ARMOURER'S PREN.

TICES
XX1L—THE TWO SIDLS OF THi
SHIKELD
XXIIL—-NUTTIE'S FATHER.
AXIV.—SCENES AND CHARAC-

TERS.
XXV.—CHANTRY HOUSE.

XV. THE CHAPLEYT OF PEARLS; | XXVI—A DMODERN LTLLEMA-
or, THE WHITE AND BLACK CHUs.

RIBAUMONT.

XV1. LADY HESTER: AND THE

DANVERS PAPEKS.

THE PRINCE AND THE PAGE. A Tale of the Last Crasade.  1Dusteated.
New Edidon. Globe 8vo.  4s. 64,

THE LANCES OF LYNWOOD. With Tllustrations.  Gloke 8vo.  ¢s. 64.

THE LITTLE DUKE: RICHARD THE FEARLESS Now® Ednico
Tustrated. Globe 8vo, g5, 64,

A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS OF ALL TIMES AN/ ALL COUN-
TRIES, Gathercd and Narrated Apew. (Golden Treasnr  senes.) as 6d.
Globe Readings Edition for Schools. Globe 8vo, 25 Cheap aution. 1.

LITTLE LUC S WONDEKFUL GLOBLE. IDustrated by L. Fréuch,
Globe 8vo.

4
A BOOK OF WURTHIES.
THE STORY OF
(Golden Treasury Seriex.}) 18mo.
Extra fcap. 8vo.  ss. each.
THE WARS oF T
{s) ENGLAND AN
RULE. 1603-1643
P'S AND Q'S or,
Iluscrations by €. O. MUrray.

E ROSES. s
SPAIN. ¢s.

55,
THE QUESTION
New Edition.  Globe 8vo, cloth gile.

(Golden Treasury Series.) 33mo.
THE CHRISTIANS AND Mo &8
45, 62
CAMEOS FROM ENGLISH HISTORY,
(2) THE WARS IN FRANCE. Svo. ss. (

N SPAL
(1) From Rotro 10 Epwarp 1J.

{4) REFORMATION TIRMES 3)
(6) FOK1Y YEARS OF STEWART

OF PUTTING UPON. Wik
3. Bd.

BYEWORDS: A COLLECTION OF TALES NEW AND OLD. 8vo.  6s.

HISTORY OF CHRISTIAN '\AMEQ

New kditon, revissd. 80 74, 6.

THE HERB Of THE FJELD. Reprinted frem “ Chapins an Flowers ™ ip

The Magozine for the Young.
Crowu 8vo.  ss.

A New Edwuon Kavoud and Cuiicoted.

MACMILLAN AND CO., LONLQOW,

RICLUAKD CLAY AND $ONS, LONDON AND BUNGAY,



