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-CHAPTER 1.

was so stunned by the in-
»n thus suddenly given him,
- had but a confused con-

followed. He was aware that it was all made
clear to him, and that he uttered the usual words
of assent and conviction ; but in his mind he was
too profoundly moved, too completely shaken and
unsettled, to be aware of anything but the fact
thus strangely communicated. It did not occur
to him for a moment that it was not a fact. He
saw no improbability, nothing unnatural in it.
He was too young to think that anything was
unlikely because it was extraordinary, or to doubt
what was affirmed with so much confidence. But,
in the meantime, the news was so startling, that
it upset his mental balance, and made him in-
capable of understanding the details. Hugh was
not the eldest son. It was he who was the
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2 Madonna Mary.

eldest son. This at the moment was all that his
mind was capable of taking in. He stayed by
Percival as long as he remained, and had the air
of devouring everything the other said ; and he
went with him to the railway station when he
went away. Percival, for his part, having once
made the plunge, showed no disinclination to
explain everything, but for his,own credit told
his story most fully, and with many particulars
undreamt of when the incident took place. But
he might have spared his pains so far as Will
was concerned. He was aware of the one great
fact stated to him to begin with, but of nothing
more.

The last words which Percival said as he took
leave of his young companion at the railway were,
however, caught by Wilfrid’s half-stupefied ears.
They were these: “I will stay in Carlisle for
some days. You can hear where I am from
Askell, and perhaps we may be of use to each-
other,” This, beyond the startling and extra-
ordinary piece of news which had shaken him
like a sudden earthquake, was all Percival had
said, so far as Will wasaware. ¢ That fellow is
no more the eldest son than I am—the property
is yours ;” and “ I will stay in Carlisle for some
days—perhaps we may be of use to each other.”
The one expression caught on to the other in his
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mind, which was utterly confused and stunned
for the first time in his life. He turned them
over and over as he walked home alone, or rather,.
they turned over and over in his memory, as if
possessed of a distinct life; and so it happened
that he had got home again and opened the gate
and stumbled into the garden before he knew
what the terrific change was which had come
over everything, or had time to realize his own
sensations. It was such a moment as is very
sweet in a cottage-garden. They had all been
watering the flowers in the moment of relief after
Percival’s departure, and the fragrance of the
grateful soil was mounting up among the other
perfumes of the hour. Hugh and Nelly were
still sprinkling a last shower upon the roses, and
in the distance in the field upon which the garden
opened were to be seen two figures wandering
slowly over the grass,—Winnie, whom Aunt
Agatha had coaxed out to breathe the fresh air
after her self-imprisonment, and Miss Seton her-
self, with a shawl over her head. And the twi-
light was growing insensibly dimmer and dimmer,
and the dew falling, and the -young moon sailing:
aloft. When Mary came across the lawn, her
long dress sweeping with a soft rustle over the
grass, a sudden horror seized Wilfrid. It took
him all his force of mind and will to keep his
B2



4 Madonna Mary.

face to her and await her coming. His face was
not the treacherous kind of face which betrays
everything ; but still there was in it a look of
pre-occupation which Mary could not fail to see.

“Is he gone?’ she said, as she came up.
“You are sure he is gone, Will? It was kind of
you to be civil to him; but I am almost afraid
you were interested in him too.”

“ Would it be wrong to be interested in him ?”’
said Will,

“ T don’t like him,” said Mary, simply ; and
then she added, after a pause, “I have no confi-
dence in him. I should be sorry to see any of
my boys attracted by the society of such a man.”

And it was at this moment that his new
knowledge rushed upon Wilfrid’s mind and
embittered it ; any of her boys, of whom he was
the youngest and least important; and yet she
must know what his real position was, and that
he ought to be the chief of all.

“1 don’t care a straw for him,” said Will,
hastily; “but he knows a great many things,
and I was interested in his talk.”

“ What was he saying to you?” said Mrs.
Ochterlony.

He looked into her face, and he saw that there
was uneasiness in it, just as she, looking at him,
saw signs of a change which he was himself un-
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aware of; and in his impetuosity he was very
near saying it all out and betraying himself.
But then his uncertainty of all the details stood
him in good stead.

‘“He was saying lots of things,” said Will.
“1 am sure I can’t tell you all that he was
saying. If I were Hugh I would not let Nelly
make a mess of herself with those roses. I am
going in-doors.”

‘ A lovely evening like this is better than the
best book in the world,” said Mary. ¢ Stay
with me, and talk to me, Will. You see I am
the only one who is left alone.”

“I don’t care about lovely evenings,” said
Will; “I think you should all come in. It is
getting dreadful cold. And as for being alone,
I don’t see how that can be, when they are all
there. Good night, mother. I think I shall go
to bed.”

“Why should you go to bed so early ?”’ said
Mary; but he was already gone, and did not
hear her. And as he went, he turned right
round and looked at Hugh and Nelly, who were
still together. 'When Mrs. Ochterlony remarked
that look, she was at once troubled and comforted.
She thought her boy was jealous of the way in
which his brother engrossed the young visitor,
and she was sorry, but yet knew that it was not
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very serious—while, at the same time, it was a
comfort to her to attribute his pre-occupation to
anything but Percival’s conversation. So she
lingered about the lawn a little, and looked wist-
fully at the soft twilight country, and the wistful
moon. She was the only one who was alone.
The two young creatures were together, and they
were happy; and poor Winnie, though she was
far from happy, was buoyed up by the absorbing
passion and hostility which had to-day reached
one of its climaxes, and had Aunt Agatha for her
slave, ready to receive all the burning outburst of
grievance and misery. This fiery passion which
absorbed her whole being was almost as good as
being happy, and gave her mind full occupation.
But as for Mary, she was by herself, and all was
twilight with her; and the desertion of her boy
gave her a little chill at her heart. So she, too,
went in presently, and had the lamp lighted, and
sat alone in the room, which was bright and yet
dim—with a clear circle of light round the table,
yet shadowy as all the corners are of a summer
evening, when there is no fire to aid the lamp.
But she did not find her son there. His dis-
content had gone further than to be content with
a book, as she had expected ; and he had really
disappeared for the night.

“I can’t have you take possession of Nelly
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like this,” she said to Hugh, when, after a long
interval, they came in. ‘“We all want a share of
her. Poor Will has gone to bed quite discon-
tented. You must not keep her all to yourself.”

“Oh! is he jealous ?” said Hugh, laughing;
and there was no more said about it; for Will’s
jealousy in this respect was not a thing to alarm
anybody much.

But Will had not gone to bed. He was
seated in his room at the table, leaning his head
upon both his hands, and staring into the flame
of his candle. He was trying to put what he
had heard into some sort of shape. That Hugh,
who was down-stairs so triumphant and successful,
was, after all, a mere impostor ; that it was he
himself, whom nobody paid any particular at-
tention to, who was the real heir; that his in-
stinct had not deceived him, but from his birth he
had been ill-used and oppressed: these thoughts
went all circling through his mind as the moths
circled round his light, taking now a larger, and
now a shorter flight. This strange sense that he
had been right all along was, for the moment, the
first feeling in his mind. He had been disin-
herited and thrust aside, but still he had felt
all along that it was he who was the natural
heir; and there was a satisfaction in having it
thus proved and established. This was the first
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distinct reflection he was conscious of amid the
whirl of thoughts; and then came the intoxi-
cating sense that he could now enter upon his
true position, and- be able to arrange everybody’s
future wisely and generously, without any regard
for mere proprieties, or for the younger brother’s
two thousand pounds. Strange to say, in the
midst of this whirlwind of egotistical feeling,
'Will rushed all at once into imaginations that were
not selfish, glorious schemes of what he would do
for everybody. He was not ungenerous, nor un-
kind, but only it was a necessity with him that
generosity and kindness should come from and
not to himself.

All this passed through the boy’s mind before
it ever occurred to him what might be the conse-
quences to others of his extraordinary discovery,
or what effect it must have upon his mother, and
the character of the family. He was self-absorbed,
and it did not occur to him in that light. Even
when he did come to think of it, he did it in the
calmest way. No doubt bis mother would he
annoyed ; but she deserved to be annoyed—she
who had so long kept him out of his rights; and,
after all, it would still be one of her sons who
would have Earlston. And as for Hugh, Wilfrid
had the most generous intentions towards him.
There was, indeed, nothing that he was not ready
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to do for his brothers. As soon as he believed
that all was to be his, he felt himself the steward
of the family. And then his mind glanced back
upon the Psyche and the Venus, and upon Earl-
ston, which might- be made into a fitter shrine
for these fair creations. These ideas filled him
like wine, and went to his head, and made him
dizzy ; and all the time he was as unconscious
of the moral harm, and domestic treachery, as if
he had been one of the lower animals; and no
scruple of any description, and no doubt of what
it was right and necessary to do, had so much as
entered into his primitive and savage mind.

We call his mind savage and primitive because
it was at this moment entirely free from those
complications of feeling and dreadful conflict of
what is desirable, and what is right, which belong
to the civilized and cultivated mind. Perhaps
Will’s affections were not naturally strong ; but,
at all events, he gave in to this temptation as a
man might have given in to it in the depths of
Africa, where the “ good old rule ” and  simple
plan ” still exist and reign ; and where everybody
takes what he has strength to take, and he keeps
who can. This was the real state of the case in
Wilfrid’s mind. It had been supposed to be
Hugl’s right, and he had been obliged to give
in ; now it was his right, and Hugh would have
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to make up his mind to it. What else was there
to say ? So far as Will could see, the revolution
would be alike certain and instantaneous. It no
more occurred to him to doubt the immediate
effect of the new fact than to doubt its truth.
Perhaps it was his very egotism, as well as his
youth and inexperience, which made him so
credulous. It had been wonder enough to him
how anybody could leave him in an inferior
position, even while he was only the youngest;
to think of anybody resisting his rights, now that
he had rights, was incredible.

Yet when the morning came, and the sober
daylight brightened upon his dreams, Will,
notwithstanding all his confidence, began to see
the complication of circumstances. How was
he to announce his discovery to his mother?
How was he to acquaint Hugh with the change
in their mutual destinies? What seemed so
easy and simple to him the night before, became
difficult and complicated now. He began to
have a vague sense that they would insist, that
Mrs. Ochterlony would fight for her honour, and
Hugh for his inheritance, and that in claiming
his own rights, he would have to rob his mother
of her good name, and put a stigma ineffaceable
upon his brother. This idea startled him, and
took away his breath ; but it did not make him
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falter ; Uncle Penrose’s suggestion about buying
up him and his beggarly estate, and Major
Percival’s evident entire indifference to the
question whether anything it suited him to do
was right or wrong, had had their due effect
on Will. He did not see what call he had to
sacrifice himself for others. No doubt, he would
be sorry for the others, but after all it was his
own life he had to take care of, and his own
rights that he had to assert. But he mused and
knitted his brows over it as he had never done
before in his life. Throughout it will be seen
that he regarded the business in a very sober,
matter-of-fact way—not in the imaginative way
which leads you to enter into other people’s
position, and analyse their possible feelings. As
for himself, he who had been so jealous of his
mother’s visitors, and watched over her so keenly,
did not feel somehow that horror which might
have been expected at the revelation that she
was not the spotless woman he thought her.
Perhaps it was the importance of the revelation
to himself—perhaps it was a secret disbelief in any
guilt of hers—perhaps it was only the stunned
condition in which the announcement left him.
At all events, he was neither horrified at the
thought, nor profoundly impressed by the con-
sciousness that to prove his own rights, would
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be to take away everything from her, and to shut
her up from all intercourse with the honourable
and pure. When the morning roused him to a
sense of the difficulties as well as the advantages
of his discovery, the only thing he could think
of was to seek advice and direction from Percival,
who was s0 experienced a man of the world.
But it was not so easy to do this without betray-
ing his motive. The only practical expedient
was that of escorting Nelly home; which was
not a privilege he was anxious for of itself; for
though he was jealous that she had been taken
away from him, he shrank instinctively from her
company in his present state of mind. Yet it
was the only thing that could be done.

When the party met at the breakfast-table,
there were three of them who were ill at ease.
Winnie made her appearance in a state of
headache, pale and haggard as on the day of her
arrival ; and Aunt Agatha was pale too, and
could not keep her eyes from dwelling with a too
tender affectionateness upon her suffering child.
And as for Will, the colour of his young face
was indescribable, for youth and health still con-
tended in it with those emotions which contract
the skin and empty the veins. But on the

. other hand, there were Hugh and Nelly hand-
™. some and happy, with hearts full of charity to

13
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everybody, and confidence in the brightness of
their own dawning lot. Mary sat at the head
of the table, with the urn before her, superin-
tending all. The uneasiness of last night had
passed from her mind ; her cheek was almost as
round and fair as that of the girl by her side—
fairer perhaps in its way ; her eyes were as bright
as they had ever been; her dress, it is true, was
still black, but it had not the shadowy denseness
of her widow’s garb of old. It was silk, that
shone and gave back subdued reflections to the
light, and in her hair there were still golden
gleams, though mixed with here and there a
thread of silver. Her mourning, which prevented
any confusion of colours, but left her a sweet-
complexioned woman, rich in the subdued tints
of nature, in the soft austerity of black and
white, did all for her that toilette could do.
This was the figure which her son Wilfrid saw
at the head of the pretty country breakfast-table,
between the flowers and the sunshine—an
unblemished matron and a beloved mother. He
knew, and it came into his mind as he looked at
her, that in the parish, or even in the county,
there was nobody more honoured ; and yet——
He kept staring at her so, and grew so white as
he did so, and had so scared a look in his eyes,
that Mrs. Ochterlony herself perceived it at last.
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“ What is the matter, Will?” she said. “1I
could think there was a ghost standing behind
me, from your eyes. Why do you look so
startled ?”

¢ Nothing,” said Will, hastily; “I didn’t
know I looked startled. A fellow can’t help
how he looks. Look here, Nelly, if you’re going
home to-day, I'll go with you, and see you safe
there.”

“Youwll go with her?” said Hugh, with a
kind of good-humoured elder-brotherly contempt.
“ Not quite so fast, Will. 'We can’t trust young
ladies in your care. I am going with Nelly
myself.”

“Oh! I am sure Will is very kind,” said
Nelly; and then she stopped short, and looked
first at Mrs. Ochterlony and then at Hugh.
Poor Nelly had heard of brothers being jealous
of each other, and had read of it in books, and
was half afraid that such a case was about to
come under her own observation. She was much
frightened, and her impulse was to accept Will’s
guardianship, that no harm might come of it,
though the sacrifice to herself would be con-
siderable ; but then, what if Hugh should be
jealous too?

“] see no reason why you should not both
go,” said Mrs. Ochterlony: “one of you shall
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take care of Nelly, and one shall do my com-
missions ; I think that had better be Will—for
I can put no confidence, just now, in Hugh.”
“Of course it must be Will,”” said Hugh.
. ““A squire of dames requires age and solidity.
It is not an office for a younger brother. Your
time will come, old fellow ; it is mine now.”
“Yes, I suppose it is yours now,” said Will,
He did not mean to put any extraordinary
significance in his tone, but yet he was in such a
condition of mind that his very voice betrayed him
against his will. Even Winnie, pre-occupied as
she was, intermitted her own thoughts a moment
to look at him, and Hugh reddened, though he
could not have told why. There was a certain
menace, a certain implication of something
behind, which the inexperienced boy had no
intention of betraying, but which made them-
selves apparent in spite of him. . And Hugh too
grew crimson in spite of himself. He said ¢ By
Jove!” and then he laughed, and cleared his
mind of it, feeling it absurd to be made angry
by the petulance of his boy-brother. Then
he turned to Nelly, who had drawn closer to
him, fearing that the quarrel was about to take
place as it takes place in novels, trembling a
little, and yet by the aid of her own good sense,
feeling that it could not be so serious after all.
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. “If we are going to the Lady’s Well we must
go early,” he said; and his face changed when
he ‘turned to her. She was growing prettier
every day,—every day at least that she spent in
Hugh’s society,—opening and unfolding as to
the sun. Her precocious womanliness, if it had
been precocious, melted under the new influence,
and all the natural developments were quickened.
She was more timid, more caressing, less self-
reliant, and yet she was still as much as ever the
head of the house at home. '

¢ But not if it will vex Will,” she said, almost
in a whisper, in his ear; and the close approach
which this whisper made necessary, effaced in an
instant all unbrotherly feelings towards Wilfrid
from Hugh’s mind. They both looked at Will,
instinctively, as they spoke, the girl with a little
wistful solicitude in case he might be disturbed
by the sight of their confidential talk. But Will
was quite unmoved. He saw the two draw
closer together, and perceived the confidential
communication that passed between them, but
his countenance did not change in the slightest
degree. By this time he was far beyond that.

“You see he does not mind,” said Hugh,
carrying on the half-articulate colloquy, of which
one half was done by thoughts instead of words;
and Nelly, with the colour a little deepened on
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her cheek, looked up at him with a look which
Hugh could but half interpret. He saw the soft
brightness, the sweet satisfaction in it tinged by
a certain gleam of fun, but he did not see that
Nelly was for the moment a little ashamed of
herself, and was asking herself how she ever
could, for a moment, have supposed that Will
was jealous. It was a relief to her mind to see
his indifference, and yet it filled her with shame.

When the meal was over, and they all dis-
persed with their different interests, it was Mary
who sought to soften what she considered the
disappointment of her boy. She came to him
as he stood at the window under the verandah,

-where the day before Percival had given him his

fatal illumination, and put her arm within his,
and did her best to draw his secret from his
clouded and musing eyes.

“My dear boy, let us give in to Hugh,” said
Mary; ‘“he is only a guest now, you know, and
you are at home.” She was smiling when she
said this, and yet it made her sigh. “ And then
I think he is getting fond of Nelly, and you are
far too young for anything of that sort,” Mrs.
Ochterlony said, with anxiety and a little doubt,
looking him in the face all the time.

“ There are some things I am not too young
for,” said Will. “ Mamma, if I were Hugh I

voL. IIIL ¢
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would be at home nowhere unless you were at
home there as well.”

“ My dear Will, that is my own doing,” said
Mary. “Don’t blame your brother. I have
refused to go to Earlston. It will always be
best for me, for all your sakes, to have a house
of my own.”

¢ If Earlston had been mine, I should not have
minded your refusal,” said Will. Perhaps it was
as a kind of secret atonement to her and to his
own heart that he said so, and yet it was done
instinctively, and was the utterance of a genuine
feeling. He was meditating in his heart her
disgrace and downfall, and yet the first effects of
it, if he could succeed, would be to lay everything
that he had won by shaming her, at her feet.
He would do her the uttermost cruelty and injury
without flinching, and then he would overwhelm
her with every honour and grandeur that his ill-
got wealth could supply. And he did not see
how inconsistent those two things were.

“ But my boys must mind when I make such
a decision,” said Mary; and yet she was not
displeased with the sentiment. ““You shall
go to Carlisle for me,” she added. “I want
some little things, and Hugh very likely would
be otherwise occupied. If you would like to
have a little change, and go early, do not wait
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for them, Will. There is a train in half an
hour.”

“Yes,” I would like a little change,” he
answered vaguely—feeling somehow, for that
moment solely, a little prick of conscience. And
so it was by his mother’s desire to restore his
good-humour and cheerfulness, that he was sent
upon his mission of harm and treachery.

c?



CHAPTER 1II.

HILE Hugh showed Nelly the way

to the Lady’s Well with that mix-

ture of brotherly tenderness and a

dawning emotion of a much warmer
kind, which is the privileged entrance of their
age into real love and passion; and while Will
made his with silent vehemence and ardour to
Carlisle, Winnie was left very miserable in the
Cottage. It was a moment of reaction after the
furious excitement of the previous day. She had
held him at bay, she had shown him her con-
tempt and scorn, she had proved to him that
their parting was final, and that she would never
either see or listen to him again; and the
excitement of doing this had so supported her
that the day which Aunt Agatha thought a day
of such horrible trial to her poor Winnie, was,
in short, the only day in which she had snatched



Muadonna Mary. 21

a certain stormy enjoyment since she returned
to the Cottage. But the day after was different.
He was gone ; he had assented to her desire, and
accepted her decision to all appearance, and poor
Winnie was very miserable. For the moment
all seemed to her to be over. She had felt sure
he would come, and the sense of the continued
conflict had buoyed her up; but she did not feel
so sure that he would come again, and the long
struggle which had occupied her life and thoughts
for so many years seemed to have come to an
abrupt end, and she had nothing more to look
forward to. When she realized this fact, Winnie
stood aghast. It is hard when love goes out of
a life ; but sometimes, when it is only strife and
opposition which go out of it, it is almost as
hard to bear. She thought she had sighed for
peace for many a long day. She had said so
times without number, and written it down, and
persuaded herself that was what she wanted;
but now that she had got it she found out that it
was not that she wanted. The Cottage was the
very home of peace, and had been so for many
years. Even the growth of young life within it,
the active minds and varied temperaments of
the three boys, and Will’s cloudy and un-
comfortable disposition, had not hitherto inter-
ferad with its character. But so far from being
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content, Winnie’s heart sank within her when
she realized the fact, that War had marched off
in the person of her husband, and that she was
to be “left in peace,”—horrible words that
paralysed her very soul.

This event, however, if it had done nothing
else, had opened her mouth. Her history, which
she had kept to herself, began to be revealed.
She told her aunt and her sister of his misdeeds,
till the energy of her narrative brought some-
thing like renewed life to her. She described
how she had herself endured, how she had been
left to all the dangers that attend a beautiful
young woman whose husband has found superior
attractions elsewhere ; and she gave such sketches
of the women whom she imagined to have
attracted him, as only an injured wife in a
chronic state of wrath and suffering could give.
She was so very miserable on that morning that
she had no alternative but to speak or die; and
as she could not die, she gave her miseries utter-
ance. “ And if he can do you any harm—if he
can strike me through my friends,” said Winnie,
“if you know of any point on which he could
assail you, you had better keep close guard.”

““Oh, my dear love !” said Aunt Agatha, with
a troubled smile, ¢ what harm could he do us?
He could hurt us only in wounding you; and
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now we have you safe, my darling, and can
defend you, so he never can harm us.”

“ Of course I never meant you,” said Winnie.
“But he might perhaps harm Mary. Mary is.
not like you; she has had to make her
way in the world, and no doubt there may be
things in her life, as in other people’s, that she
would not care to have known.”

Mary was startled by this speech, which was
made half in kindness, half in anger; for the
necessity of having somebody to quarrel with had
been too great for Winnie. Mrs. Ochterlony
was startled, but she could not help feeling sure
that her secret was no secret for her sister, and
she had no mind for a quarrel, though Winnie
wished it.

“There is but one thing in my life that I
don’t wish to have known,” she said, “and
Major Percival knows it, and probably so do.
you, Winnie. But I am here among my own
people, and everybody knows all about me. I
don’t think it would be possible to do me harm
here.”

“It is because you don’t know him,” said
Winnie. ‘ He would do the Queen harm in her
own palace. You don’t know what poison he
can put on his arrows; and how he shoots them.
I believe he will strike: me through my friends.”



24 . Madonna Mary.

All this time Aunt Agatha looked at the two
with her lips apart, as if about to speak; but in
reality it was horror and amazement that moved
her. To hear them talking calmly of something
that must be concealed! of something, at least,
that it was better should not be known !—and
that in a house which had always been so spot-
less, so respectable, and did not know what
mystery meant !

Mary shook her head, and smiled. She haa
felt a little anxious the night before about what
Percival might be saying to Wilfrid ; but, some-
how, all that had blown away. Even Will’s dis-
content with his brother had taken the form of
jealous tenderness for herself, which, in her
thinking, was quite incompatible with any reve-
lation which could have lowered her in his eyes;
and it seemed to her as if the old sting, which
had so often come back to her, which had put it
into the power of her friends in “ the regiment?”
to give her now and then a prick to the heart,
had lost its venom. Hugh was peacefully settled
in his rights, and Will, if he had heard any-
thing, must have nobly closed his ears to it.
Sometimes this strange feeling of assurance and
confidence comes on the very brink of the
deadliest danger, and it was so with Mary at
the present moment that she had no fear.
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As for Winnie, she too was thinking princi-
pally of her own affairs, and of her sister’s only
as subsidiary to them. She would have rather
believed in the most diabolical rage and assault
than in her husband’s indifference and the utter
termination of hostilities between them. ¢ He
will strike me through my friends,” she repeated ;
and perhaps in her heart she was rather glad
that there still remained this oblique way of
reaching her, and expressed a hope rather than
a fear. This conversation was interrupted by
Sir Edward, who came in more cheerfully and
alertly than usual, taking off his hat as soon as
he became visible through the open window.
He had heard what he thought was good news,
and there was satisfaction in his face.

“ So Percival is here,” he said. “1I can’t tell
you how pleased I was. Come, we’ll have some
pleasant days yet in our old age. 'Why hasn’t he
come up to the Hall ?”

There was an embarrassed pause—embarrassed
at least on the part of Miss Seton and Mrs.
Ochterlony ; while Winnie fixed her eyes, which
looked so large and wild in their sunken sockets,
steadily upon him, without attempting to make
any reply.

“Yes, Major Percival was here yesterday,”
said Aunt Agatha with hesitation; “he spent
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the whole day with us I was very glad to
have him, and I am sure he would have gone up
to the Hall if he had had time—— But he
was obliged to go away.”

How difficult it was to say all this under the
gaze of Winnie’s eyes, and with the possibility of
being contradicted flatly at any moment, may be
imagined. And while Aunt Agatha made her
faltering statement, her own look and voice con-
tradicted her; and then there was a still more
embarrassed pause, and Sir Edward looked
from one to another with amazed and unquiet
eyes.

“ He came and spent the day with you,” said
their anxious neighbour, “ and he was obliged to
go away ! I confess I think I merited different
treatment. I wish I could make out what you
all mean »

¢ The fact is, Sir Edward,” said Winnie, “ that
Major Percival was sent away. He is a very
important person, no doubt; but he cannot do
just as he pleases. My aunt is so good that she
tries to keep up a little fiction, but he and I
have done with each other,” said Winnie in her
excitement, notwithstanding that she had been
up to this moment so reticent and self-contained.

“Who sent him away ?”’ asked Sir Edward,
with a pitiful, confidential look to Aunt Agatha,
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and a slight shake of his head over the very bad
business—a little pantomime which moved Winnie
to deeeper wrath and discontent.

“I sent him away,” said Mrs. Percival, with
as much dignity as this ebullition of passion
would permit her to assume.

“My dear Winnie,” said Sir Edward, “I am
very, very sorry to hear this. Think a little of
what is before you. You are a young woman
still ; you are both young people. Do you mean
to live here all the rest of your life, and let him
go where he pleases—to destruction, I suppose,
if he likes? Is that what you mean? And yet
we all remember when you would not hear a
word even of advice—would not listen to any-
body about him. He had not been quite sans
reproche when you married him, my dear; and
you took him with a knowledge of it. If that
had not been the case, there might have been
some excuse. But what I want you to do is to
look it in the face, and consider a little. It is
not only for to-day, or to-morrow—it is for your
life.”

Winnie gave a momentary shudder, as if of
cold, and drew her shawl closer round her. “I
had rather not discuss our private affairs,”’ she
replied : ““ they are between ourselves.”

“ But the fact is, they are not between your-
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selves,” said Sir Edward, who was inspired by
the great conviction of doing his duty. “ You
have taken the public into your confidence by
coming here. I am a very old friend, both of
yours and his, and I might do some good, if you
let me try. I daresay he is not very far from
here; and if T might mediate between you ?

A sudden gleam shot out of Winnie’s eyes—
perhaps it was a sudden wild hope—perhaps it was
merely the flash of indignation; but still the
proposal moved her. ‘ Mediate "’ she said, with
an air which was intended for scorn; but her
lips quivered as she repeated the word.

“Yes,” said Sir Edward, “I might, if you
would have confidence in me. No doubt there
are wrongs on both sides. He has been im-
patient, and you have been exacting, and
‘Where are you going ?”’

“It is no use continuing this conversation,”
said Winnie. “I am going to my room. If I
were to have more confidence in you than I ever
had in any one, it would still be useless. I have
not been exacting. I have been But it
is no matter. I trust, Aunt Agatha, that you
will forgive me for going to my own room.”

Sir Edward shook his head, and looked after
her as she withdrew. He looked as if he had
said, “I knew how it would be;” and yet he was
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concerned and sorry. “I have seen such cases
before,” he said, when Winnie had left the room,
turning to Aunt Agatha and Mary, and once
more shaking his head : “ neither will give in an
inch. They know that they are in a miserable con-
dition, but it is neither his fault nor hers.
That is how it always is. And only the by-
standers can see what faults there are on both
sides.”

“But I don’t think Winnie is so exacting,”
said Aunt Agatha, with natural partisanship.
“T think it is worse than that. She has been
telling me two or three things ?

¢ Oh, yes,” said Sir Edward, with mild despair,
“ they can tell you dozens of things. No doubt
ke could, on his side. It is always like that;
and to think that nothing would have any effect
on her!—she would hear no sort of reason—
though you know very well you were warned
that he was not immaculate before she married
him : nothing would have any effect.”

“ Oh, Sir Edward !” cried Aunt Agatha, with
tears in her eyes; it is surely not the moment
to remind us of that.”

“ For my part, I think it is just the moment,”
said Sir Edward; and he shook his head, and
made a melancholy pause. Then, with an ob-
vious effort to change the subject, he looked
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round the room, as if that personage might, per-
haps, be hidden in some corner, and asked where
was Hugh ? .

““ He has gone to show Nelly Askell the way
to the Lady’s Well,” said Mary, who could not
repress a smile.

“Ah! he seems disposed to show Nelly Askell
the way to a great many things,” said Sir Edward.
 There it is again, you see! Not that I have a
word to say against that little thing. She is
very nice, and pretty enough; though no more
to be compared to what Winnie was at her
age—— But you’ll see Hugh will have engaged
himself and forestalled his life before we know
where we are.”

“It would have been better had they been a
little older,” said Mary; ‘“but otherwise every-
thing is very suitable ; and Nelly is very good,
and very sweet »

Again Sir Edward sighed. “ You must know
that Hugh might have done a very great deal
better,” he said. “I don’t say that I have any
particular objections, but only it is an instance of

- your insanity in the way of marriage—all you
Setons. You go and plunge into it head fore-
most, without a moment’s reflection; and then,
of course, when leisure comes I don’t
mean you, Mary. What I was saying had no
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reference to you. So far as I am aware, you
were always very happy, and gave your friends
no trouble. Though in one way, of course, it
ought to be considered that you did the worst
of all.”

¢ Captain Askell’s family is very good,” said
Mary, by way of turning off too close an inquiry
into her own affairs; ‘“and he is just in the same
position as Hugh’s father was; and I love Nelly
like a child of my own. I feel as if she ought
to have been a child of my own. She and Will
used to lie in the same cradle——"

“ Ah, by the way,” said Sir Edward, looking
round once more into the corners, ¢ where is
Will 7

And then it had to be explained where Will
had gone, which the old man thought very cu-
rious. “To Carlisle? What did he want to go
to Carlisle for? If he had been out with his
fishing rod, or out with the keepers, looking after
the young pheasants—— But what could he
want going into Carlisle? Is Percival there ?”

¢ T hope not,” said Mary, with sudden anxiety.
It was an idea which had not entered into her
mind before.

“ Why should you hope not? If he really
wants to make peace with Winnie, I should
think it very natural,” said Sir Edward; ¢ and
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Will is a curious sort of boy. He might be a
very good sort of auxiliary in any negotiation.
Depend upon it that’s why he is gone.”

“I think not. I think he would have told
me,” said Mary, feeling her heart sink with a
sudden dread.

“T don’t see why he should have told you,”
said Sir Edward, who was in one of his trouble-
some moods, and disposed to put everybody at
sixes and sevens. “ He is old enough to act a
little for himself. I hope you are not one of the
foolish women, Mary, that like to keep their boys
always at their apron-strings ?”

With this reproach Sir Edward took his leave,
and made his way placidly homeward, with the
tranquillity of a man who has done his duty. He
felt that he had discharged the great vocation of
man, at least for the past hour. Winnie had
heard the truth, whether she liked it or not, and
so had the other members of the family, over
whom he shook his head kindly but sadly as he
went home. Their impetuosity, their aptitude
to rush into any scrape that presented itself—
and especially their madness in respect to mar-
riage, filled him with pity. There was Charlie
Seton, for example, the father of these girls, who
had married that man Penrose’s sister. Sir
Edward’s memory was so long, that it did not
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seem to him a very great stretch to go back to
that. Not that the young woman was amiss in
herself, but the man who, with his eyes open,
burdened his unborn descendants with such an
unele, was worse than lunatic—he was criminal.
This was what Sir Edward thought as he went
quictly home, with a rather comfortable dreary
sense of satisfaction in his heart in the thought
that his own behaviour had been marked by no
such aberrations; and, in the meantime, Winnie
was fanning the embers of her own wrath, and
Mary had sickened somehow with a sense of
insecurity and unexplainable apprehension. On
the other hand, the two young creatures were
very happy on the road to the Lady’s Well, and
‘Will addressed himself to his strange business
with resolution: and, painful as its character
was, was not pained to speak of, but only ex-
cited. So ran the course of the world upon that
ordinary summer day.

VOL. III. D



CHAPTER III.

F the strangest kind were Wilfrid’s
sensations when he found himself in
the streets of Carlisle on his extra-
ordinary mission It was the first

time he had ever taken any step absolutely
by himself. To be sure, he had been brought
up in full possession of the freedom of an English
boy, in whose honour everybody has confidence—
but never before had he been moved by an indi-
vidual impulse to independent action, nor had he
known what it was to have a secret in his mind,
and an enterprise which had to be conducted
wholly according to his own judgment, and in
respect to which he could ask for no advice.
When he emerged out of the railway station,
and found himself actually in the streets, a thrill
of excitement, sudden and strange, came over
him. He had known very well all along what
he was coming to do, and yet he seemed only to

~
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become aware of it at that moment, when he put
his foot upon the pavement, and was appealed to
by cab-drivers, eager to take him somewhere.
Here there was no time or opportunity for
lingering ; he had to go somewhere, and that
instantly, were it only to the shops to execute
his mother’s innocent commissions. It might
be possible to loiter and meditate on the calm
country roads about Kirtell, but the town and
the streets have other associations. He was
there to do something, to go somewhere, and it
had to be begun at once. He was not imagina-
tive, but yet he felt a kind of palpable tearing
asunder as he took his first step onward. He
had hesitated, and his old life seemed to hold
out its arms to him. It was not an unhappy
life ; he had his own way in most things, he had
his future before him unfettered, and he knew
that his wishes would be furthered, and every-
thing possible done to help and encourage him.
All this passed through his mind like a flash of
lightning. He would be helped and cared for
and made much of, but yet he would only be
Will, the youngest, of whom nobody took parti-
cular notice, and who sat in the lowest room ;
whereas, by natural law and justice, he was the
heir. After he had made that momentary com-
parison, he stepped on with a firm foot, and
D2
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then it was that he felt like the tearing asunder
of something that had bound him. He had
thrown the old bonds, the old pleasant ties, to
the wind ; and now all that he had to do was to
push on by himself and gain his rights. This
sensation made his head swim as he walked on.
He had put out to sea, as it were, and the new
movement made him giddy—and yet it was not
pain ; love was not life to him, but he had never
known what it was to live without it. There
seemed no reason why he should not do per-
fectly well for himself ; Hugh would be affronted,
of course—but it could make no difference to
Islay, for example, nor much to his mother, for
it would still be one of her sons. These were
the thoughts that went through Wilfrid’s mind
as he walked along; from which it will be ap-
parent that the wickedness he was about to do
was not nearly so great in intention as it was in
reality, and that his youth, and inexperience, and
want of imagination, his incapacity to put him-
self into the position of another, or realize any-
thing but his own wants and sentiments, pushed
him unawares, while he contemplated only an act
of selfishness, into a social crime.

But yet the sense of doing this thing entirely
alone, of doing it in secret, which was contrary
to all his habitudes of mind, filled him with a
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strange inquietude. It hurt his conscience more
to be making such a wonderful move for himself,
out of the knowledge of his mother and every-
body belonging to him, than to be trying to dis-
grace his mother and overthrow her good name
and honour; of the latter, he was only dimly con-
scious, but the former he saw clearly. A strange
paradox, apparently, but yet not without many
parallels. There are poor creatures who do not
hesitate at drowning themselves, and yet shrink
from the chill of the “black flowing river ” in
which it is to be accomplished. As for Will, he
did not hesitate to throw dark anguish and misery
into the peaceful household he had been bred in
—he did not shrink from an act which would em-
bitter the lives of all who loved him, and.change
their position, and disgrace their name—but the
thought of taking his first great step in life out
of anybody’s knowledge, made his head swim, and
the light fail in his eyes—and filled him with a
giddy mingling of excitement and shame. He
did not realize the greater issue, except as it
affected him solely—but he did the other in its
fullest sense. Thus he went on through the
common-place streets, with his heart throbbing in
his ears, and the blood rushing to his head ; and
yet he was not remorseful, nor conscience-
stricken, nor sorry, but only strongly excited,
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and moved by a certain nervous shyness and
shame.

Notwithstanding this, a certain practical
faculty in Wilfrid led him, before seeking out his
tempter and first informant, to seek independent
testimony. It would be difficult to say what it
was that turned his thoughts towards Mrs. Kirk-
man ; but it was to her he went. The colonel’s
wife received him with a sweet smile, but she was
busy with much more important concerns; and
when she had placed him at a table covered with
tracts and magazines, she took no further notice
of Will. She was a woman, as has been before
mentioned, who laboured under a chronic dis-
satisfaction with the clergy, whether as repre-
sented in the person of a regimental chaplain,
or of a Dean and Chapter ; and she was not con-
tent to suffer quietly, as so many people do. Her
discontent was active, and expressed itself not
only in lamentation and complaint, but in very
active measures. She could not reappoint to the
offices in the Cathedral, but she could do what
was in her power, by Scripture-readers, and so-
cieties for private instruction, to make up the
deficiency ; and she was very busy with one of
her agents when Will entered, who certainly had
not come about any evangelical business. As
time passed, however, and it became apparent to
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him that Mrs. Kirkman was much more occu-
pied with her other visitor than with any
curiosity about his own boyish errand, whatever
it might be, Will began to lose patience. 'When
he made a little attempt to gain a hearing in his
turn, he was silenced by the same sweet smile,
and a clasp of the hand. “ My dear boy, justa
moment ; what we are talking of is of the greatest
importance,” said Mrs. Kirkman. ¢ There are
so few real means of grace in this benighted
town, and to think that souls are being lost
daily, hourly—and yet such a show of services
and prayers—it is terrible to think of it. In a
few minutes, my dear boy.”

“What I want is of the greatest importance,
too,” said Wilfrid, turning doggedly away from
the table and the magazines.

Mrs. Kirkman looked at him, and thought
she saw spiritual trouble in his eye. She was
flattered that he should have thought of her
under such interesting circumstances. It was
a tardy but sweet compensation for all she had
done, as she said to herself, for his mother ; and
going on this mistaken idea she dismissed the
Scripture-reader, having first filled him with an
adequate sense of the insufficiency of the regular
clergy. It was, as so often happens, a faithful
remnant, which was contending alone for true
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religion against all the powers of this world.
They were sure of one thing at least, and that
was that everybody else was wrong. This was
the idea with which her humble agent left
Mrs. Kirkman; and the same feeling, sad but
sweet, was in her own mind as she drew a chair
to the table and sat down beside her dear young
friend.

“And so you have come all the way from
Kirtell to see me, my dear boy?” she said.
“ How happy I shall be if I can be of some use
to you. I am afraid you wont find very much
sympathy there.”

“No,” said Wilfrid, vaguely, not knowing in
the least what she meant. “I am sorry I did
not bring you some flowers, but I was in a
hurry when I came away.”

“Don’t think of anything of the kind,” said
the colonel’s wife, pressing his hand. ¢ What
are flowers in comparison with the one great
object of our existence? Tell me about it, my
dear Will; you know I have known you from
a child.”

“You knew I was coming then,” said
Will, a little surprised, “though I thought
nobody knew? Yes, I suppose you have known
us all our lives. What I want is to find out
about my mother’s marriage. 1 heard you

-
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knew all about it. Of course you must have
known all about it. That is what I want to
understand.”

“ Your mother’s marriage !” cried Mrs. Kirk-
man ; and to do her justice she looked aghast.
The question horrified her, and at thc same
time it disappointed her. “I am sure that
was not what you came to talk to me about,”
she said coaxingly, and with a certain chari-
table wile. ‘“My dear, dear boy, don’t let
shyness lead you away from the greatest of all
subjects. I know you came to talk to me
about your soul.”

“I came to ask you about my mother’s
marriage,” said Will. His giddiness had
passed by this time, and he looked her steadily
in the face. It was impossible to mistake
him now, or think it a matter of unimportance
or mere curiosity. Mrs. Kirkman had her
faults, but she was a good woman at the
bottom. She did not object to make an
allusion now and then which vexed Mary,
and made her aware, as it were, of the preci-
pice by which she was always standing. It
was what Mrs. Kirkman thought a good moral
discipline for her friend, besides giving herself
a pleasant consciousness of power and supe-
riority ; but when Mary’s son sat down in
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front of her, and looked with cold but eager
eyes in her face, and demanded this frightful
information, her heart sank within her. It
made her forget for the moment all about the
clergy and the defective means of grace; and
brought her down to the common standing of a
natural Christian woman, anxious and terror-
stricken for her friend.

“What have you to do with your mother’s
marriage ?” she said, trembling a little. “Do
you know what a very strange question you
are asking? 'Who has told you anything about
that? O - me! you frighten me so, I don’t
know what I am saying. Did Mary send you?
Have you just come from your mother? If
you want to know about her marriage, it is of
her that you should ask information. Of course
she can tell you all about it—she and your aunt
Agatha. What a very strange question to ask
of me !”

Wilfrid looked steadily into Mrs. Kirkman’s
agitated face, and saw it was all true he had
heard. “If you did not know anything about
it,” he said, with pitiless logic,  you would say
80. Why should you look so put out if there
was nothing to tell ?”

“I am not put out,” said Mrs. Kirkman, still
more disturbed. ¢ Oh, Will, you are a dreadful
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boy. What is it you want to know? What is
it for? Did you tell your mother you were
coming here ?”’

“1 don’t see what it matters whether I told
my mother, or what it is for,” said Will. «I
came to you because you were good, and would
not tell a lie. I can depend on what you say
to me. I have heard all about it already, but
I am not so sure as I should be if I had it from
you.”

This compliment touched the colonel’s wife
on a susceptible point. She calmed a little out
of her fright. A boy with so just an appre-
ciation of other people’s virtues could not be
meditating anything unkind or unnatural to
his mother. Perhaps it would be better for
Mary that he should know the rights of it;
perhaps it was providential that he should
have come to her, who could give him all the
details.

“I don’t suppose you can mean any harm,”
she said. “ Oh, Will, our hearts are all despe-
rately wicked. The best of us is little able to
resist temptation. You are right in thinking I
will tell you the truth if I tell you anything;
but oh, my dear boy, if it should be to lead you
to evil and not good: »

“ Never mind about the evil and the good,”
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said Will, impatiently. “What I want is to
know what is false and what is true.”

Mrs. Kirkman hesitated still; but she began
to persuade herself that he might have heard
something worse than the truth. She was in
a great perplexity; impelled to speak, and yet
frightened to death at the consequences. It
was a new situation for her altogether, and she
did not know how to manage it. She clasped
her hands helplessly together, and the very
movement suggested an idea which she grasped
at, partly because she was really a sincere, good
woman who believed in the efficacy of prayer,
and partly, poor soul, to gain a little time, for
she was at her wits’ end.

“I will,” she said. “I will, my dear boy;
I will tell you everything; but oh, let us
kneel down and have a word of prayer first,
that we may not make a bad use of—of what
we hear.”

If she had ever been in earnest in her life it
was at that moment ; the tears were in her eyes,
and all her little affectations of solemnity had
disappeared. She could not have told anybody
what it was she feared; and yet the more she
looked at the boy beside her, the more she felt
their positions change, and feared and stood
in awe, feeling that she was for the moment
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his slave, and must do anything he might
command.

“ Mrs. Kirkman,” said Will, I don’t under-
stand that sort of thing. I don’t know what
bad use you can think I am going to make of
it ;—at all events it wont be your fault. I shall
not detain you five minutes if you will only tell
me what I want to know.”

And she did tell him accordingly, not knowing
how to resist, and warmed in the telling in spite
of herself, and could not but let him know that
she thought it was for Mary’s good, and to bring
her to a sense of the vanity of all earthly things.
She gave him scrupulously all the details. The
story flowed out upon Will’s hungry ears with
scarcely a pause. She told him all about the
marriage, where it had happened, and who had
performed it, and who had been present. Little
Hugh had been present. She had no doubt
he would remember, if it was recalled to his
memory. Mrs. Kirkman recollected perfectly
the look that Mary had thrown at her husband
when she saw the child there. Poor Mary! she
had thought so much of reputation and a good
name. She had been so much thought of in the
regiment. They all called her by that ridiculous
name, Madonna Mary—and made so much of
her, before
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“ And did they not make much of her after ?”
said Will, quickly.

“Jt is a different thing,” said Mrs. Kirkman,
softly shaking her long curls and returning to
herself. “ A poor sinner returning to the right
way ought to be more warmly welcomed than
even the best, if we can call any human creature
good ; but »

“Is it my mother you call a poor sinner?”
asked Will.

Then there was a pause. Mrs. Kirkman
shook her head once more, and shook the long
curls that hung over her cheeks; but it was
difficult to answer. “ We are all poor sinners,”
she said. ¢ Oh, my dear boy, if I could only
persuade you how much more important it is to
think of your own soul. If your poor dear
mamma has done wrong, it is God who is her
judge. I never judged her for my part, I never
made any difference. I hope I know my own
shortcomings too well for that.”

“1 thought I heard you say something odd
to her once,” said Will. T should just like to
see any one uncivil to my mother. But that’s
not the question. I want that Mr. Churchill’s
address, please.”

“T can truly say I never made any difference,”
said Mrs. Kirkman; “ some people might have
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blamed me—but I always thought of the Mary
that loved much Oh, Will, what comforting
words! T hope your dear mother has long, long
ago repented of her error. Perhaps your father
deceived her, as she was so young; perhaps it
was all true the strange story he told about
the register being burnt, and all that. We all
thought it was best not to inquire into it. We
know what we saw; but remember, you have
pledged your word not to make any dispeace
with what I have told you. You are not to
make a disturbance in the family about it. It
is all over and past, and everybody has agreed
to forget it. You are not going to make any
dispeace——"

«T never thought of making any dispeace,”
said Will; but that was all he said. He was
brief, as he always was, and uncommunicative,
and inclined, now he had got all he wanted, to
get up abruptly and go away.

“ And now, my dear young friend, you must
do something for me,” said Mrs, Kirkman, “in
repayment for what I have done for you. You
must read these, and you must not only read
them, but think over them, and seek light where
it is to be found. Oh, my dear boy, how
anxious we are to search into any little mystery
in connexion with ourselves, and how little
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we think of the mysteries of eternity! You
must promise to give a little attention to this
great theme before this day has come to an
end.”

“Oh, yes, I’ll read them,” said Will, and he
thrust into his pocket a roll of tracts she gave
him without any further thought what they
were. The truth was, that he did not pay
much attention to what she was saying; his
head had begun to throb and feel giddy again,
and he had a rushing in his ears. He had it
all in his hands now, and the sense of his power
overwhelmed him. He had never had such an
instrument in his hands before, he had never
known what it was to be capable of moving
anybody, except to momentary displeasure or
anxiety ; and he felt as a man might feel in
whose hand there had suddenly been placed the
most powerful of weapons, with unlimited license
to use it as he would—to break down castles
with it or crowns, or slay armies at a blow—and
only his own absolute pleasure to decide when
or where it should fall. Something of intoxi-
cation and yet of alarm was in that first sense
of power. He was rapt into a kind of ecstasy,
and yet he was alarmed and afraid. He thrust
the tracts into his pocket, and he received,
cavalierly enough, Mrs. Kirkman’s parting salu-
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tations. He had got all he wanted from her,
and Will’s was not a nature to be very expansive
in the way of gratitude. Perhaps even, any
sort of dim moral sense he might have on the
subject, made him feel that in the news he had
just heard there was not much room for grati-
tude. Anyhow he made very little pretence at
those hollow forms of courtesy which are current
in the elder world. He went away having got
what he wanted, and left the colonel’s wife in a
state of strange excitement and growing com-
punction. Oddly enough, Will’s scanty courtesy
roused more compunctions in her mind than
anything else had done. She had put Mary’s
fate, as it were, into the hands of a boy who
had so little sense of what was right as to with-
draw in the most summary and abrupt way the
moment his curiosity was satisfied ; who had not
even grace enough, or self-control enough, to go
through the ordinary decorums, or pay common
attention to what she said to him; and new this
inexperienced undisciplined lad had an incal-
culable power in his hands—power to crush and
ruin his own family, to dispossess his brother
and disgrace his mother: and nothing but his
own forbearance or good pleasure to limit him.
What had she done?

Will walked about the streets for a full hour
VOL. III, E
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after, dizzy with the same extraordinary, intoxi-
cating, alarming sense of power. Before, it had all
been vague, now it was distinct and clear; and
even beyond his desire to “ right” himself, came
the inclination to set this strange machine in
motion, and try his new strength. He was still
so much a boy, that he was curious to see the
effect it would produce, eager to ascertain how it
would work, and what it could do. He was like
a child in possession of an infernal machine,
longing to try it, and yet not unconscious of the
probable mischief. The sense of his power went
to his head, and intoxicated him like wine. Here
it was all ready in his hands, an instrument which
could take away more than life, and he was afraid
of it, and of the strength of the recoil: and yet
was full of eagerness to see it go off, and see
what results it would actually bring forth. He
walked about the town, not knowing where he
was going, forgetting all about his mother’s com-
missions, and all about Percival, which was more
extraordinary—solely occupied with the sensa-
tion that the power was in his hands. He went
into the cathedral, and walked all round it, and
never knew he had been there; and when at last
he found himself at the railway station again, he
woke up again abruptly, as if he had been in a
dream. Then making an effort he set his wits
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to work about Percival, and asked himself what
he was to do. Percival was nothing to Will: he
was his Aunt Winnie’s husband, and perhaps had
not used her well, and he could furnish no infor-
mation half so clear or distinct as that which
Mrs. Kirkman had given. Will did not see any
reason in particular why he should go out of his
way to seek such a man out. He had been no
doubt his first informant, but in his present
position of power and superiority, he did not feel
that he had any need of Percival. And why
should he seck him out? When he had suffi-
ciently recovered his senses to go through this
reasoning, Will went deliberately back to town
again, and executed his mother’s commissions.
He went to several shops, and gave orders which
she had charged him with, and even took the
trouble to choose the things she wanted, in the
most painstaking way, and was as concerned
that they should be right as if he had been the
most dutiful and tender of sons; and all the
while he was thinking to ruin her, and disgrace
her, and put the last stigma upon her name, and
render her an outcast from the peaceful world.
Such was the strange contradiction that existed
within him ; he went back without speaking to
any one, without seeing anybody, knitting his
brows and thinking all the way. The train that
EZ2
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carried him home, with his weapon in his hands,
passed with a rush and shriek the train which
was conveying Nelly, with a great basket of
flowers in her lap, and a vague gleam of infinite
content in her eyes, back to her nursery and her
duties, with Hugh by her side, who was taking
care of her, and losing himself, if there had
been any harm in it. That sweet loss and gain
was going on imperceptibly in the carriage where
the.one brother sat happy as a young prince,
when the other brother shot past as it were on
wings of flame like a destroying angel. Neither
thought of the other as they thus crossed, the
one being busy with the pre-occupation of young
love, the other lost in a passion, which was not
hate, nor even enmity, which was not inconsis-
tent with a kind of natural affection, and yet in-
volved destruction and injury of the darkest and
most overwhelming kind. Contrasts so sharply
and clearly pointed occur but seldom in a world
so full of modifications and complicated inte-
rests; yet they do occur sometimes. And this
was how it was with Mary’s boys.



CHAPTER 1V.

Wilfrid reached home, he found

nother by herself in the draw-

room. Winnie had a headache,

.. -ome other of those aches which

depend upon temper and the state of the mind,
and Aunt Agatha was sitting by her, in the
darkened room, with bottles of eau de Cologne,
and sal volatile, and smelling salts, and all the
paraphernalia of this kind of indisposition. Aunt
Agatha had been apt to take headaches herself in
her younger days when she happened to be
crossed, and she was not without an idea that it
was a very orthodox resource for a woman
when she could not have her own way. And
thus they were shut up, exchanging confidences.
It did poor Winnie good, and it did not do Miss
Seton any harm. And Mary was alone down-
stairs. She was not looking so bright as when
Wilfrid went away. The idea which Sir Edward
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had suggested to her, even if it had taken no
hold of her mind, had breathed on her a possible
«cloud ; and she looked up wistfully at her boy as
he came in. Wilfrid, too, bore upon his face, to
-some extent, the marks of what he had been
«doing; but then his mother did not know what
he had been doing, and could not guess what the
<dimness meant which was over his countenance.
It was not a bright face at any time, but was
-often lost in mists, and its meaning veiled from
his mother’s eyes ; and she could not follow him,
this time any more than other times, into the
uncertain depths. All she could do was to look
at him wistfully, and long to see a little clearer,
and wonder, as she had so often wondered, how
it was that his thoughts and ways were so often
out of her ken—how it was that children could
go so far away, and be so wholly sundered, even
while at the very side of those who had nursed
them on their knees, and trained them to think
and feel. A standing wonder, and yet the com-
monest thing in nature. Mary felt it over again
with double force to-day, as he came and brought
her her wool and bits of ribbon, and she looked
into his face and did not know what its meaning
was. :

As for Will, it was a curious sensation for
him, too, on his part. It was such an oppor-
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tunity as he could scarcely have looked for, for
opening to his mother the great discovery he had
made, and the great changes that might follow.
He could have had it all out with her and put
his power into operation, and seen what its effects
were, without fear of being disturbed. But he
shrank from it, he could not tell why. He was
not a boy of very fastidious feelings, but still to
sit there facing her and look into her face, and
tell her that he had been inquiring into her past
life, and had found out her secret, was more than
Will was capable of. To meditate doing it, and
to think over what he would say, and to arrange
the words in which be would tell her that it was
still one of her sons who would have Earlston—
was a very different thing from fairly looking her
in the face and doing it. He stared at her for
a moment in a way which startled Mary; and
then the impossibility became evident to him,
and he turned his eyes away from her and sat
down.

“You look a little strange, Will,”” said Mary.
“ Are you tired, or has anything happened ? You
startled me just now, you looked so pale.”

“ No, I am not tired,” said Will, in his curt
way. “I don’t know anything about being
pale.”

“ Well, you never were very rosy,” said Mrs.
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Ochterlony. “ T did not expect you so soon. I
thought you would have gone to the Askells’,
and come home with Hugh.”

“T never thought of that. I thought you
wanted your wool and things,” said Will.

It was very slight, ordinary talk, and yet it
was quivering with meaning on both sides,
though neither knew what the other’s meaning
was. Will, for his part, was answering his
mother’s questions with something like the sup-
pressed mania of homicide within him, not quite
knowing whether at any moment the subdued
purpose might not break out, and kill, and reveal
itself; whereas his mother, totally unsuspecting
how far things had gone, was longing to discover
whether Percival had gained any power over him,
and what that adversary’s tactics were.

“ Have you seen anybody ?”’ she said. “ By
the way, Sir Edward was talking of Major Per-
cival—he scemed to think that he might still be
in Carlisle. Did you by any chance see anything
of him there ?” :

She fixed her eyes full upon him as she spoke,
but Will did not in any way shrink from her eyes.

“No,” he said, cai'elessly. “1 did not see
him. He told me he was going to stay a day or
two in Carlisle, but I did not look out for him,
particularly. He gets to be a bore after the
first.”
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When Mary heard this, her face cleared up
like the sky after a storm. It had been all folly,
and once more she had made herself unhappy
about nothing. How absurd it was! Percival
was wicked, but still he had no cause to fix any
quarrel upon her, or poison the mind of her son.
It was on Winnie’s account he came, and on
Winnie’s account, no doubt, he was staying ; and
in all likelihood Mrs. Ochterlony and her boys
were as utterly unimportant to him, as in ordi-
nary circumstances he was to them. Mary made
thus the mistake by which a tolerant and open
mind, not too much occupied about itself, some-
times goes astray. People go wrong much more
frequently from thinking too much of themselves,
and seeing their own shadow across everybody’s
way ; but yet there may be danger even in the
lack of egotism: and thus it was that Mary’s
face cleared up, and her doubts dispersed, just at
the moment when she had most to dread.

Then there was a pause, and the homicidal
impulse, so to speak, took possession of Will.
He was playing with the things he had bought,
putting them into symmetrical and unsymme-
trical shapes on the table, and when he suddenly
said “ Mother,” Mrs. Ochterlony turned to him
with a smile. He said “ Mother,” and then he
stopped short, and picked to pieces the construc-
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tion he was making, but at the same time he
never raised his eyes.

“ Well, Will ?” said Mary.

Aud then there was a brief, but sharp, mo-
mentary struggle in his mind. He meant to
speak, and wanted to speak, but could not. His
throat seemed to close with a jerk when he tried ;
the words would not come from his lips. It was
not that he was ashamed of what he was going
to do, or that any sudden compunction for his
mother seized him. It was a kind of spasm of
impossibility, as much physical as mental. He
could no more do it, than he could lift the Cot-
tage from its solid foundations. He went on
arranging the little parcels on the table into
shapes, square, oblong, and triangular, his fingers
busy, but his mind much more busy, his eyes
looking at nothing, and his lips unable to articu-
late a single word.

“ Well, Will, what were you going to say ?”’
said Mary, again.

¢ Nothing,” said Will; and he got up and
went away with an abruptness which made his
mother wonder and smile. It was only Willy’s
way; but it was an exaggerated specimen of
Will’s way. She thought to herself when he
was gone, with regret, that it was a great pity
he was so abrupt. It did not matter at home,
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where everybody knew him ; but among strangers,
where people did not know him, it might do him
so much injury. Poor Will! but he knew no-
thing about Percival, and cared nothing, and
Mary was ashamed of her momentary fear.

As for the boy himself, he went out, and took
himself to task, and felt all over him a novel
kind of tremor, a sense of strange excitement,
the feeling of one who had escaped a great danger.
But that was not all the feeling which ought to
have been in his mind. He had neglected and
lost a great opportunity, and though it was not
difficult to make opportunities, Will felt by in-
stinct that his mother's mere presence had de-
feated him. He could not tell her of the dis-
covery he had made. He might write her a
letter about it, or send the news to her at second-
hand ; but to look in her face and tell her, was
impossible. To sit down there by her side, and
meet her eyes, and tell her that he had been
making inquiries into her character, and that she
was not the woman she was supposed to be, nor
was the position of her children such as the world
imagined, was an enterprise which Wilfrid had
once and for ever proved impossible. He stood
blank before this difficulty which lay at the very
~ beginning of his undertaking ; he had not only
failed, but he saw that he must for ever fail. It
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amazed him, but he felt it was final. His mouth
was closed, and he could not speak.

And then he thought he would wait until
Hugh came home. Hugh was not his mother,
nor a woman. He was no more than Will’s
equal at the best, and perhaps even his inferior ;
and to him, surely, it could be said. He waited
for a long time, and kept lingering about the
roads, wondering what train his brother would
come by, and feeling somehow reluctant to go in
again, so long as his mother was alone. For in
Mrs. Ochterlony’s presence Will could not forget
that he had a secret—that he had done something
out of her knowledge, and had something of the
most momentous character to tell her, and yet
could not tell it to her. It would be different
with Hugh. He waited loitering about upon
the dusty summer roads, biting his nails to the
quick, and labouring hard through a sea of
thought. This telling was disagreeable, even
when it was only Hugh that had to be told—
more disagreeable than anything else about the
business, far more disagreeable, certainly, than
he had anticipated it would be; and Wilfrid did
not quite make out how it was that a simple
fact should be so difficult to communicate. It
enlarged his views so far, and gave him a glimpse
into the complications of maturer life, but it did
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not in any way divert him from his purpose, or
change his ideas about his rights. At length the
train appeared by which it was certain Hugh
must come home. Wilfrid sauntered along the
road within sight of the little station to meet his
brother, and yet when he saw Hugh actually
approaching, his heart gave a jump in his breast.
The moment had come, and he must do it, which
was a very different thing from thinking it over,
and planning what he was to say.

“You here, Will!” said Hugh. “T looked
for you in Carlislee. Why didn’t you go to
Mrs. Askell’s and wait for me ?”

“1 had other things to do,” said Will,
briefly.

Hugh laughed. “ Very important things, I
have no doubt,” he said ; “but still you might
have waited for me, all the same. How is
Aunt Winnie ? 1 saw that fellow,—that husband
of hers,—at the station. I should like to know
what he wants hanging about here.”

. “He wants hker, perhaps,” said Will, though
with another jump of his heart.

“ He had better not come and bother her,”
said Hugh. ¢ She may not be perfect herself,
but I wont stand it. She is my mother’s sister,
after all, and she is a woman. I hope you wont
encourage him to hang about here.”
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“I!” cried Will, with amazement and indig-
nation.

“Yes,” said Hugh, with elder-brotherly
severity. “ Not that I think you would mean
any harm by it, Will ; it is not a sort of thing
you can be expected to understand. A fellow
like that should be kept at a distance. When
a man behaves badly to a woman—to his wife—
to such a beautiful creature as she has been »

“1 don’t see anything very beautiful about
her,” said Will.

“That doesn’t matter,” said Hugh, who was
hot and excited, having heen taken into Winnie’s
confidence. ¢ She has been beautiful, and that’s
enough. Indeed, she ought to be beautiful
now, if that fellow hadn’t been a brute. And if
he means to come back here »

““Perhaps it is not her he wants,” said Will,
whose profound self-consciousness made him
play quite a new part in the dialogue.

“ What could he want else ? ” said Hugh, with
scorn. “ You may be sure it is no affection for
any of us that brings him here.”

Here was the opportunity, if Will could but
have taken it. Now was the moment to tell
him that. something other than Winnie might be
in Percival’s mind—that it was his own fortune,
and not hers, that hung in the balance. But
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Will was dumb ; his lips were sealed ; his tongue
clove to the roof of his mouth. It was not his
will that was in fault. It was a rebellion of all
his physical powers, a rising up of nature against
his purpose. He was silent in spite of himself;
he said not another word as they walked on
together. He suffered Hugh to stray into talk
about the Askells, about the Museum, about
anything or nothing. Once or twice he inter-
rupted the conversation abruptly with some half-
dozen words, which brought it to a sudden stop,
and gave him the opportunity of broaching his
own subject. But when he came to that point
he was struck dumb. Hugh, all innocent and
unconscious, in serene elderly-brotherly supe-
riority, good humoured and condescending, and
carelessly affectionate, was as difficult to deal
with as Mary herself. Without withdrawing
from his undertaking, or giving up his “rights,”
Wilfrid felt himself helpless ; he could not say it
out. It seemed to him now that so far from
giving in to it, as he once imagined, without con-
troversy, Hugh equally without controversy
would set it aside as something monstrous, and
that his new hope would be extinguished and
come to an end if his elder brother had the op-
portunity of thus putting it down at once. When
they reached home, Will withdrew to his own



64 Madonna Mary.

room, with a sense of being baffled and defeated
—defeated before he had struck a blow. He did
not come downstairs again, as they remembered
afterwards—he did not want any tea. = He had
not a headache, as Aunt Agatha, now relieved
from attendance upon Winnie, immediately sug-
gested. All he wanted was to be left alone, for
he had something to do. This was the message
that came downstairs.  He is working a great
deal too much,” said Aunt Agatha,  you will see
he will hurt his brain or something; while Hugh,
too, whispered to his mother, ¢ You shall see! I
never did much, but Will will go in for all sorts
of honours,” the generous fellow whispered in his
mother’s ear; and Mary smiled, in her heart
thinking so too. If they had seen Will at the
moment sitting with his face supported by both
his hands, biting his nails and knitting his brows,
and pondering more intently than any man ever
pondered over classic puzzle or scientific problem,
they might have been startled out of those
pleasant thoughts.

And yet the problem he was considering was
one that racked his brain, and made his head
ache, had he been sufficiently at leisure to feel it.
The more impossible he felt it to explain himself
and make his claim, the more obstinately deter-
mined was he to make it, and have what belonged
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to him. His discouragement and scnse of defeat
did but intensify his resolution. He had failed
to speak, notwithstanding his opportunities ; but
he could write, or he could employ another voice
as his interpreter. 'With all his egotism and de-
termination, Wilfrid was young, nothing but a
boy, and inexperienced, and at a loss what to do.
Everything seemed easy to him until he tried to
do it; and when he tried, everything seemed im-
possible.  He had thought it the most ordinary
affair in the world to tell his discovery to his
mother and brother, until the moment came
which in hoth cases proved the communication
to be heyond his powers. And now he thought
he could write. After long pondering, he got
up and opened the little desk upon which he had
for years written his verses and exercises, troubled
by nothing worse than a doubtful quantity, and
made an endeavour to carry out his last idea.
Will’s style was not a bad style. It was brief
and terse, and to the point,—a remarkable kind
of diction for a boy,—but he did not find that it
suited his present purpose. He put himself to
torture over his letters. He tried it first in one
way, and then in another; but however he put
it, he felt within himself that it would not do.
He had no sort of harsh or unnatural meaning
in his mind. They were still his mother and
VOL. III. F
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brother to whom he wanted to write, and he had
no inclination to wound their feelings, or to be
disrespectful or unkind. In short, it only re-
quired this change, and his establishment in what
he supposed:- his just position, to make him the
kindest and best of sons and brothers. He
toiled over his letters as he had never toiled over
anything in his life. =~ He could not tell how to
express himself, nor even what to say. He ad-
dressed his mother first, and then Hugh, and then
his mother again ; but the more he laboured the
more impossible he found his task., When Mrs.
Ochterlony came upstairs and opened his door to
see what her boy was about, Wilfrid stumbled up
from his seat red and heated, and shut up his
desk, and faced her with an air of confusion and
trouble which she could not understand. It was
not too late even then to bring her in and tell
her all ; and this possibility bewildered Will, and
filled him with agitation and excitement, to which
naturally his mother had no clue.

“ What is the matter? ” she said, anxiously;
“are you ill, Will? Have you a headache? I
thought you were in bed.”

“No, I am all right,” said Will, facing her
with a look, which in its confusion seemed sullen.
“I am busy. It is too soon to go to bed.”

“ Tell me what is wrong,” said Mary, coming
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a step further into the room. “ Will, my
dear boy, I am sure you are not well. You
have not been quarrelling with any one—with
Hugh ?”

“With Hugh!” said Will, with a little scorn ;
“why should I quarrel with Hugh ?”

“ Why, indeed!” said Mrs. Ochterlony,
smiling faintly ; “but you do not look like your-
self. Tell me what you have been doing, at
least.”

Will’s heart thumped against his breast. He
might put her into the chair by which she was
standing, and tell her everything, and have it
over. This possibility still remained to him. He
stood for a second and looked at her, and grew
breathless with excitement, but then somehow
his voice seemed to die away in his throat.

“If I were to tell you what I was doing, you
would not understand it,” he said, repeating me-
chanically words which he had used in good faith,
with innocent schoolboy arrogance, many a time
before. As for Mary, she looked at him wistfully,
seeing something in his eyes which she could not
interpret. They had never been candid, frank
eyes like Hugh’s. Often enough before, they
had been impatient of her scrutiny, and had
veiled their meaning with an apparent blank ;
but yct there had never been any actual harm

F2
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hid by the artifice. Mary sighed ; but she did

not insist, knowing how useless it was. Ifit
was anything, perhaps it was some boyish
jealousy about Nelly,—an imaginary feeling
which would pass away, and leave no trace be-
hind. But, whatever it was, it was vain to think
of finding it out by questions; and she gave him
her good-night kiss and left him, comforting her-
self with the thought that most likely it was
only one of Will’s uncomfortable moments, and
would be over by to-morrow. But when his
mother went away, Will for his part sank down,
with the strangest tremor, in his chair. Never
before in his life had this sick and breathless
excitement, this impulse of the mind and resistance
of the flesh, been known to him, and he could not
bear it. It seemed to him he never could stand
in her presence, never feel his mother’s eyes upon
him, without feeling that now was the moment
that he must and ought to tell her, and yet
could not tell her, no more than if he were
speechless. He had never felt very deeply all
his life before, and the sense of this struggle
took all his strength from him. It made his
heart beat, so that the room and the house and
the very solid earth on which he stood seemed
to throb and tingle round him ; it was like stand-
ing for ever on the edge of a precipice over

™~
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which the slightest movement would throw him,
and the very air seemed to rush against his ears
as it would do if he were falling. He sank down
into his chair, and his heart beat, and the pulses
throbbed in his temples. What was he to do ?—
he could not speak, he could not write, and yet
it must be told, and his rights gained, and the
one change made which should convert him into
the tenderest son, the most helpful brother, that
ever man or woman had. At last, in his despair
and pertinacity, there came into his mind that
grand expedient which occurs naturally to every-
thing that is young and unreasonable under the
pressure of unusual trials. He would go away ;—
he could not go on seeing them continually, with
this communication always ready to break from
the lips which would not utter it,—nor could he
write to them while he was still with them, and
when any letter must be followed by an im-
mediate explanation. But he could fly; and
when he was at a safe distance, then he could
tell them. No doubt it was cowardice to a
certain extent ; but there were other things as
well. Partly it was impatience, and partly the
absoluteness and imperious temper of youth, and
that intolerance of everything painful which
comes natural to it. He sat in his chair, noise-
less and thinking, in the stillness of night, a poor
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young soul, tempted and yielding to temptation,
sinful, yet scarcely conscious how sinful he was,
and yet at the same time forlorn with that pro-
found forlornness of egotism and ill-doing which
is almost pathetic in the young. He could con-
sult nobody, take no one into his confidence.
The only counsellors he had known in all his
small experience were precisely those upon whom
he was about to turn. He was alone, and had
everything to plan, everything to do for him-
self.

And yet was there nobody whom he could take
into his confidence? Suddenly, in the stillness
of the night a certain prosperous, comfortable
figure came into the boy’s mind—one who thought
it was well to get money and wealth and power,
anyhow except dishonestly, which of course was
an impracticable and impolitic way. When that
idea came to him like an inspiration, Will gave
a little start, and looked up, and saw the blue
dawn making all the bars of his window visible
against the white blind that covered it. Night
was gone with its dark counsels, and the day had
come. What he did after that was to take out
his boy’s purse, and count over carefully all the
money it contained. It was not much, but yet
it was enough. Then he took his first great
final step in life, with a heart that beat in his

™
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ears, but not loud enough to betray him. He
went downstairs softly as the dawn brightened,
and all the dim staircase and closed doors grew
visible, revealed by the silent growth of the early
light. Nobody heard him, nobody dreamed that
any secret step could ever glide down those stairs
or out of the innocent honest house. He was
the youngest in it, and should have been the
most innocent; and he thought he meant no
evil. Was it not his right he was going to
claim? He went softly out, going through the
drawing-room window, which it was safer to leave
open than the door, and across the lawn, which
made no sound beneath his foot. The air of the
summer morning was like balm, and soothed
him, and the blueness brightened and grew rosy
as he went his way among the early dews. The
only spot on which, like Gideon’s fleece, no dew
had fallen, was poor Will’s beating heart, as he
went away in silence and secrecy from his
mother’s door.



CHAPTER V.

HE breakfast-table in the Cottage
was as cheerful as usual next morn-
ing, and showed no premonitory
shadow. Winnie did not come

downstairs early; and perhaps it was all the
more cheerful for her absence. And there were
flowers on the table, and everything looked bright.
Will was absent, it is true, but nobody took
much notice of that as yet. He might be late,
or he might have gone out; and he was not a
boy to be long negligent of the necessities of
nature. Aunt Agatha even thought it necessary
to order something additional to be kept hot for
him. ¢ He has gone out, I suppose,” Miss Seton
said ; “ and it is rather cold this morning, and a
long walk in this air will make the boy as hungry
as a hunter. Tell Peggy not to cook that trout
till she hears him come in.”

The maid looked perturbed and breathless;
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but she said, “ Yes, ma’am,” humbly—as if it
was she who was in the wrong; and the con-
versation and the meal were resumed. A minute
or two after, however, she appeared once more :
“If you please, there’s somebody asking for
Mr. Hugh,” said the frightened girl, standing,
nervous and panting, with her hand upon the
door.

“Somebody for me?” said Hugh. ¢ The
game-keeper, I suppose; he need not have been
in such a hurry. Let him come in, and wait a
little. T’ll be ready presently.”

“ But, my dear boy,” said Aunt Agatha, “ you
must not waste the man’s time. It is Sir
Edward’s time, you know; and he may have
quantities of things to do. Go and see what he
wants : and your mother will not fill out your
coffee till you come back.”

And Hugh went out, half laughing, half
grumbling—but he laughed no more, when he
saw Peggy standing severe and pale at the
kitchen door, waiting for him. “Mr. Hugh,”
said Peggy, with the aspect of a chief justice,
“tell me this moment, on your conscience, is
there any quarrel or disagreement between your
brother and you ?”’

“ My brotherand me? Do you mean Will 7’
said Hugh, in amazement. “ Not the slightest.
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What do you mean? We were never better
friends in our life.”

“God be thanked!” said Peggy; and then
she took him by the arm, and led the astonished
young man upstairs to Will’s room. ¢ He’s
never sleepit in that bed this night. His little
bag’s gone, with a change in’t. He’s putten on
another pair of boots. Where is the laddie
gone? And me that’ll have to face his mother,
and tell her she’s lost her bairn !”

“Lost her bairn! Nonsense,” cried Hugh,
aghast ; “ he’s only gone out for a walk.”

““ When a boy like that goes out for a walk,
he does not take a change with him,” said Peggy.
“ He may be lying in Kirtell deeps for anything
we can tell. And me that will have to break it
to his mothe J?

Hugh stood still in consternation for a
moment, and then he burst into an agitated
laugh. “He would not have taken a change
with him, as you say, into Kirtell deeps,” he
said. “Nonsense, Peggy! Are you sure he
has not been in bed ? Don’t you go and frighten
my mother. And, indeed, I daresay he does
not always go to bed. I see his light burning
all the night through, sometimes. Peggy, don’t
go and put such ridiculous ideas into people’s
heads. Will has gone out to walk, as usual.
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There he is, downstairs. I hear him coming
in: make haste, and cook his trout.”

Hugh, however, was so frightened himself by
all the terrors of inexperience, that he precipi-
tated himself downstairs, to see if it was really
‘Will who had entered. It was not Will, how-
ever, but a boy from the railway, with a note,
in Will’s handwriting, addressed to his mother,
which took all the colour out of Hugh’s cheeks—
for he was still a boy, and new to life, and did
not think of any such easy demonstration of dis-
content as that of going to visit Uncle Penrose.
He went into the breakfast-room with so pale
a face, that both the ladies got up in dis-
may, and made a rush at him to know what it
was.

“It is nothing,” said Hugh, breathless,
waving them off, ‘nothing—only a note—I
have not read it yet—wait a little. Mother,
don’t be afraid.”

“ What is there to be afraid of ¥’ asked Mary,
in amazement and dismay.

And then Hugh again burst into an unsteady
and tremulous laugh. He had read the note,
and threw it at his mother with an immense
load lifted off his heart, and feeling wildly gay
in the revulsion. ¢ There’s nothing to be
frightened about,” said Hugh. “By Jove! to
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think the fellow has no more taste—gone off to
see Uncle Penrose. I wish them joy |”

% Who is it that has gone to visit Mr. Pen-
rose ?” said Aunt Agatha; and Hugh burst into
an explanation, while Mary, not by any means
so much relieved, read her boy’s letter.

“1 confess I got a -fright,” said Hugh.
“ Peggy dragged me upstairs to show me that
he had not slept in his bed, and said his carpet-
bag was gone, and insinuated—I don’t know
what—that we had quarrelled, and all sorts of
horrors. But he’s gone to see Uncle Penrose.
It’s all right, mother; I always thought it was
all right.”

““And had you quarrelled?” asked Aunt
Agatha, in consternation.

“] am not sure it is all right,” said Mary;
“why has he gone to see Uncle Penrose? and
what has he heard? and without saying a word
to me.”

Mary was angry with her boy, and it made her
heart sore—it was the first time any of them
had taken a sudden step out of her knowledge—
and then what had he heard? Something worse
than any simple offence or discontent might be
lurking behind.

But Hugh, of course, knew nothing at all
about that. He sat down again to his inter-
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rupted breakfast, and laughed and talked, and
made merry. “I wonder what Uncle Penrose
will say to him?” said Hugh. “I suppose he
has gone and spent all his money getting to
Liverpool ; and what could his motive be, odd
fellow as he is? The girls are all married »

“My dear boy, Will is not thinking of
girls as you are,” said Mary, beguiled into a
smile.

Hugh laughed and grew red, and shook his
abundant youthful locks. “We are not talking
of what I think,” he said; “and I suppose a
man may do worse than think about girls—a
little : but the question is, what was Will think-
ing about? TUncle Penrose cannot have ensnared
him with his odious talk about money? By-the-
way, I must send him some. We can’t let an
Ochterlony be worried about a few miserable
shillings there.”

“] don’t think we can let an Ochterlony, at
least so young a one as Will, stay uninvited,”
said Mary. “I feel much disposed to go after
him and bring him home, or at least find out
what he means.”

“No, you shall do nothing of the kind,” said
Hugh, hastily. “I suppose our mother can
trust her sons out of her sight. Nobody must
go after him. Why, he is seventeen—almost
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grown up. He must not feel any want of con-
fidence ?

“Want of confidence!” said Aunt Agatha.
“ Hugh, you are only a boy yourself. What do
you know about it? I think Mary would be
very wrong if she let Will throw himself into
temptation ; and one knows there is every kind of
temptation "in those large, wicked towns,” said
Miss Seton, shuddering. It was she who knew
nothing about it, no more than a baby, and still
less did she know or guess the kind of tempta-
tion that was acting upon the truant’s mind.

“If that were all,” said Mary, slowly, and
then she sighed. She was not afraid of the
temptations of a great town. She did not even
know what she feared. She wanted to bring
back her boy, to hear from his own lips what
his motive was. It did not seem possible that
there could be any harm meant by his boyish
secrecy. It was even hard for his mother to
persuade herself that Will could think of any
harm ; but still it was strange. When she
thought of Percival’s visit and Will’s expedition
to Carlisle, her heart fluttered within her, though
she scarcely knew why. Will was not like other
boys of his age; and then it was “something he
had heard.” 1 think,” she said, with hesitation,
“that one of us should go—either you or I—"
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“No,” said Hugh. “No, mother, no; don’t
think of it ; as if he were a girl or a Frenchman !
Why it’s Will! What harm can hedo? If he
likes to visit Uncle Penrose, let him ; it will not
be such a wonderful delight. I’ll send him
some money to-day.”

This, of course, was how it was settled ; for
Mary’s terrors were not strong enough to con-
tend with her natural English prejudices against
surveillance and restraint, backed by Hugh’s
energetic remonstrances. When Winnie heard
of it, she dashed immediately at the idea that
her husband’s influence had something to do
with Will’s strange flight, and was rather pleased
and flattered by the thought. “I said he would
strike me through my friends,” she said to Aunt
Agatha, who was bewildered, and did not know
what this could mean.

“My dear love, what good could it do him
to interfere with Will 7’ said Miss Seton. “A
mere boy, and who has mot a penny. If he
had wanted to injure us, it would have been
Hugh that he would have tried to lead away.”

“To lead away?” said Winnie scornfully.
“ What does he care for leading away? He
wants to do harm, real harm. He thinks he
can strike me through my friends.”

When Aunt Agatha heard this she turned
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round to Mary, who had just come into the room,
and gave a little deprecating shake of her head,
and a pathetic look. Poor Winnie! She could
think of nothing but her husband and his in-
tentions ; and how could he do this quiet house-
hold real harm? Mary said nothing, but her
uneasiness increased more and more. She could
not sit down to her work, or take up any of her
ordinary occupations. She went to Will’s room
and examined it throughout, and looked through
his wardrobe to see what he had taken with him,
and searched vainly for any evidence of his
meaning ; and then she wrote him a long letter
of questions and appeals, which would have been
full of pathetic eloquence to anybody who knew
what was in her mind, but would have appeared
simply amazing and unintelligible to anybody
ignorant of her history, as she herself perceived,
and burnt it, and wrote a second, in which there
was still a certain mystery. She reminded him
that he might have gone away comfortably with
everybody’s knowledge, instead of making the
household uneasy about him ; and she could not
but let a little wonder creep through, that of all
people in the world it was Uncle Penrose whom
he had elected to visit; and then she made an
appeal to him: “ What have I done to forfeit
my boy’s confidence? what can you have heard,
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oh Will, my dear boy, that you could not tell
to your mother?” Her mind was relieved by
writing, but still she was uneasy and disquieted.
If he had been severcly kept in, or had any
reason to fear a refusal ;—but to steal away when
he might have full leave and every facility ; this
was one of the things which appeared the most
strange.

The servants, for their part, set it down to a
quarrel with his brother, and jealousy about
Nelly, and took Hugh’s part, who was always
the favourite. And as for Hugh himself, he sent
his brother a cheque (his privilege of drawing
cheques being still new, and very agreeable), and
asked why he was such an ass as to run away,
and bade him enjoy himself. The Louse was
startled—but after all, it was no such great
matter ; and nobody except Mary wasted much
consideration upon Will’s escapade after that
first morning. He was but a boy; and it was
natural, everybody thought, that boys should do
something foolish now and then.

VOL. III. G



CHAPTER VI.

a curious state of mind, Will

ras flying along towards Liver-

00l, while this commotion arose in

he Cottage. Not even now had the

matter taken any moral aspect to him. He did
not feel that he had gone skulking off to deliver
a cowardly blow. All that he was conscious of
was the fact, that having something to tell which
he could not somehow persuade himself to tell,
he was going to make the communication from a
distance under Uncle Penrose’s advice. And yet
the boy was not comfortable. It had become
apparent to him vaguely, that after this com-
munication was made, the relations existing
.between himself and his family must be changed.
That his mother might be “angry,” which was
his boyish term for any or every displeasure that
might cloud Mrs. Ochterlony’s mind ; that Hugh
might take it badly—and that after all it was a
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troublesome business, and he would be pleased to
get it over. He was travelling in the cheapest
way, for his money was scanty; but he was not
the kind of boy to be beguiled from his own
thoughts by the curious third-class society into
which he was thus brought, or even by the
country, which gradually widened and expanded
under his eyes from the few beaten paths he
knew so well, into that wide unknown stretch of
hill and plain which was the world. A vague
excitement, it is true, came into his mind as he
felt himself to have passed out of the reach of
everything he knew, and to have entered upon
the undiscovered ; but this excitement did not
draw him out of his own thoughts. It did but
mingle with them, and put a quickening thrill of
life into the strange maze. The confused country
people at the stations, who did not know which
carriage to take, and wandered, hurried and dis-
consolate, on the platforms, looking into all—the
long swift moment of passage over the silent
country, in which the train, enveloped in its own
noise, made for itself a distinct atmosphere—and
then again a shriek, a pause, and another pro-
cession of faces looking in at the window—this
was Will’s idea of the long journey. He was
not imaginative ; but still everybody appeared to
him hurried, and downcast, and pre-occupied.
¢2
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Even the harmless country folks had the air of
having something on their minds. And through
all he kept on pondering what his mother and
what Hugh would say. Poor boy ! his discovery
had given him no advantage as yet; but it had
put a cross upon his shoulders—it had bound
him so hard and fast that he could not escape
from it. It had brought, if not guilt, yet the
punishment of guilt into all his thoughts.

. Mr. Penrose had a handsome house at some
distance from Liverpool, as was natural. And
Will found it a very tedious and troublesome
business to get there, not to speak of the calls
for sixpences from omnibuses and porters, and
everybody (he thought) who looked at him, which
were very severe on his slender purse. And
when he arrived, his uncle’s servants looked upon
him with manifest suspicion ; he had never been
there before, and Mr. Penrose was now living
alone, his wife being dead, and all his children
married, so that there was nobody in the house
who could identify the unknown nephew. The
Cottage was not much bigger than Mr. Penrose’s
porter’s lodge, and yet that small tenement had
looked down upon the great mansion all its life,
and been .partly ashamed of it, which sentiment
gave Will an unconscious sense that he was doing
Uncle Penrose an honour in going to visit him.
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But when he was met at the door by the semi-
polite suspicion of the butler, who proposed that
he should call again, with an evident reference in
his mind to the spoons, it gave the boy the for-
lornest feeling that can be conceived. He was
alone, and they thought him an impostor, and
nobody here knew or cared whether he was shut
out from the house or not. His heart went back
to his home with that revulsion which everybody
knows. There, everybody would have rushed to
open the door to him, and welcome him back;
and though his errand here was simply to do that
home as much injury as possible, his heart
swelled at the contrast. While he stood, how-
ever, insisting upon admittance in his dogged
way, without showing any feelings, it happened
that Mr. Penrose drove up to the door, and
hailed his nephew with much surprise. “ You
here, Will ? ” Mr. Penrose said. * I hope nothing
hus gone wrong at the Cottage ?”’ and his man’s
hand instantly, and as by magic, relaxed from
the door. ' ‘

“There is nothing wrong, sir,” said Will, “ but
I wanted to speak to you;” and he entered
triumphantly, not without a sense of victory, as
the subdued servant took his bag out of his hand.
Mr. Penrose was, as we have said, alone. He
had shed, as it were, all incumbrances, and was
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. ready, unfettered by any ties or prejudices, to
grow richer and wiser and more enlightened
every day. His children were all married, and
his wife having fulfilled all natural offices of
this life, and married all her daughters, had
quietly taken her dismissal when her duties were
over, and had a very handsome tombstone, which
he looked at on Sunday. It occurred to very
few people, however, to lament over Mr. Pen-
rose’s loneliness. He seemed to have been freed
from all impediments, and left at liberty to grow
rich, to get fat, and to believe in his own great-
ness and wisdom. Nor did it occur to himself
to feel his great house lonely.  He liked eating
a luxurious dinner by himself, and knowing how
much it had cost, all for his single lordly appe-
tite—the total would have been less grand if wife
and children had shared it. And then he had
other things to think of—substantial things,
about interest and investments, and not mere
visionary reflections about the absence of other
chairs or other faces at his table. But he had a
natural interest in Wilfrid, asin a youth who had
evidently come to ask his advice, which was an
article he was not disinclined to give away. And
then “the Setons,” as he called his sister’s family
and descendants, had generally shut their ears to
his advice, and shown an active absence of all po-
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litical qualities, so that Will’s visit was a compli-
ment of the highest character, something like an
unexpected act of homage from Mordecai in the
gate.

But even Mr. Penrose was struck dumb by
Will’s communication. He put up his hand to
his cravat and gasped, and thumped himself on
the breast, staring at the boy with round, scared,
apoplectic eyes—Ilike the eyes of a boiled fish. He
stared at Will,—who told the story calmly
enough, with a matter-of-fact conciseness—and
looked as if he was disposed to ring the bell and
send for a doctor, and get out of the difficulty by
concluding his nephew to be mad. But there
was no withstanding the evidence of plain good
faith and sincerity in Will’s narration. Mr.
Penrose remained silent longer than anybody
had ever known him to remain silent before, and
he was not even very coherent when he had re-
gained the faculty of speech.

“ That woman was present, was she ?  he said,
and Winnie’s husband—good Lord! And so
you mean to tell me Mary has been all this time
—When I asked her to my house, and my wife
intended to make a party for her, and all that—
and when she preferred to visit at Earlston, and
that old fool, Sir Edward, who never had a
penny —except what he settled on Winnie



88 Madonna Mary.

—and all that time, you know, Mary was—good
Lord ! ”

I don’t see what difference it makes to my
mother,” said Will. ¢ She is just what she
always was—the difference it makes is to me—
and of course to Hugh.”

But this was not a view that Mr. Penrose
could take, who knew more about the world than
Will could be supposed to know—though his
thoughts were usually so preoccupied by what he
called the practical aspect of everything. Yet
he was disturbed in this case by reflections which
were almost imaginative, and which utterly
amazed Will. He got up, though he was still
in the middle of dessert, and walking about the
room, making exclamations. ¢ That’s what she
has been, you know, all this time—Mary, of all
people in the world! Good Lord! That’s what
she was, when we asked her here.”” These were
the exclamations that kept bursting from Uncle
Penrose’s amazed lips—and Will at last grew
angry and impatient, and hurried into the prac-
tical matter on his own initiative.

“ When you have made up your mind about
it, Uncle, I should be glad to know what you
think best to be done,” said Will, in his steady
way, and he looked at his adviser with those
sceptical, clear-sighted eyes, which, more than
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anything elsc, make a practical man ashamed of
having indulged in any momentary aberration.

Mr. Penrose came back to his chair and sat
down, and looked with respect, and something
that was almost awe, in Will’s face. Then the
boy continued, seeing his advantage : “ You must
see what an important thing it is between Hugh
and me,” he said.  “It is a matter of business,
of course, and it would be far better to settle it
at once. If I am the right heir, you know,
Earlston ought to be mine. I have heard you
say, feelings had nothing to do with the right
and wrong.”

“No,” said Mr. Penrose, with a slight gasp;
“ that is quite true; but it is all so sudden, you
know—and Mary—I don’t know what you want
me to do——"

“ I want you to write and tell them about it,”
said Will.

Mr. Penrose put his lips into the shape they
would naturally have taken had he been whistling
as usual ; but he was not capable of a whistle.
“It is all very easy to talk,” he said, ““and
naturally business is business, and I am not a
man to think too much about feelings. But
Mary—the fact is, it must be a matter of
arrangement, Will. There can’t be any trial,
you know, or publicity to expose her ?
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“T don’t see that it would matter much to
her,” said Will. ¢ She would not mind; it
would only be one of her sons instead of the
other, and I suppose she likes me the same as
Hug .J,

I was not thinking of Hugh, or you either.
I was thinking of your mother,” said Mr. Penrose,
thrusting his hands into the depths of his pockets,
and staring with vacant eyes into the air before
him. He was matter-of-fact himself, but he
could not comprehend the obtuseness of igno-
rance and self-occupation and youth.

“ Well ?° said Will.

“Well,”” cried the uncle, turning upon him,
““ are you blind, or stupid, or what? Don’t you
see it never can come to publicity, or she will be
disgraced ? I dont say you are to give up your
rights, if they are your rights, for that. I dare-
say you’ll take a deal better care of everything
than that fellow Hugh, and wont be so con-
founded saucy. But if you go and make a row
about it in public, she can never hold up her
head again, you know. I don’t mind talk myself
in a general way; but talk about a woman’s
marriage,—good Lord! There must be no
public row, whatever you do.”

“1 don’t see why there should be any public
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row,” said Will ; “ all that has to be done is to
let them know.”

¢ I suppose you think Hugh will take it quite
comfortable,” said Mr. Penrose, ¢ and lay down
everything like a lamb. He’s not a business man,
nor good for much; but he will never be such
an idiot as that; and then you would need
to have your witnesses very distinct, if it was to
come to anything. He has possession in his
favour, and that is a good deal, and it is you who
would have to prove everything. Are you quite
sure that your witnesses would be forthcoming,
and that you could make the case clear ?”

“T1 don’t know about making the case clear,”
said Will, who began to get confused; “all I
know is what I have told you. Percival was
there, and Mrs. Kirkman—they saw it, you know
—and she says Hugh himself was there. Of
course he was only a child. But she said no
doubt he would remember, if it was brought to
his mind.”

“ Hugh himself! ” said Mr. Penrose—again a
little startled, though he was not a person of fine
feelings. The idea of appealing to the recollec-
tion of the child for evidence against the man’s
rights, struck him as curious at least. He was
staggered, though he felt that he ought to have
been above that. Of course it was all perfectly
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just and correct, and nobody could have been
more clear than he, that any sort of fantastic
delicacy coming between a man and his rights
would be too absurd to be thought of. And yet
it cannot be denied that he was staggered in
spite of himself.

“I think if you told him distinctly, and re-
called it to his recollection, and he knew every-
thing that was involved,” said Will, with calm
distinctness, ‘“that Hugh would give in. It is
the only thing he could do; and I should not say
anything to him about a younger brother’s por-
tion, or two thousand pounds,” the lad added,
kindling up. “ He should have everything that
the money or the estate could do for him—what-
ever was best for him, if it cost half or double
what Earlston was worth.”

“Then why on earth don’t you leave him
Earlston, if you are so generous?” said Mr.
Penrose. “If you are to spend it all upon him,
what good would it do you having the dreary old
place?”

«1 should have my rights,” said Will with
solemnity. It was as if he had been a disin-
herited prince whom some usurper had deprived
of his kingdom; and this strange assumption was
s0 honest in its way, and had such an appearance
of sincerity, that Mr. Penrose was struck dumb,
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and gazed at the boy with a consternation which
he could not express. His rights! Mary’s
youngest son, whom everybody, up to this mo-
ment, had thought of only as a clever, not very
amiable boy, of no particular account anywhere.
The merchant began to wake up to the conscious-
ness that he had a phenomenon before him—
a new development of man. As he recovered
from his surprise, he began to appreciate Will—
to do justice to the straightforward ardour of
his determination that business was business,
and that feelings had nothing to do with it; and
to admire his calm impassibility to every other
view of the case but that which concerned
himself. Mr. Penrose thought it was the result
of a great preconcerted plan, and began to awake
into admiration and respect. He thought
the solemnity, and the calm, and that beautiful
confidence in his rights, were features of a subtle
and precocious scheme which Will had made
for himself; and his thoughts, which had been
dwelling for the moment on Mary, with a kind
of unreflective sympathy, turned towards the
nobler object thus presented before him. Here
was a true apotheosis of interest over nature.
Here was such a man of business, heaven-born,
as had never been seen before. Mr. Penrose
warmed and kindled into admiration, and he
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made a secret vow that such a genius should not
be lost.

As for Will, he never dreamt of speculating
as to what were his uncle’s thoughts. He was
quite content that he had told his own tale, and
so got over the first preliminary difficulty of
getting it told to those whom it most concerned ;
and he was very sleepy—dreadfully tired, and
more anxious to curl up his poor, young, weary
head under his wing, and get to bed, than for
anything else in the world. Yet, notwith-
standing, when he laid down, and had put out
his light, and had begun to doze, the thought
came over him that he saw the glow of his
mother’s candle shining in under his door, and
heard her step on the stairs, which had been
such a comfort to him many a night when he
was a child, and woke up in the dark and heard
her pass, and knew her to be awake and watching,
and was not even without a hope that she might
come in and stand for a moment, driving away
all ghosts and terrors of the night, by his bed.
He thought he saw the light under his door, and
heard the foot coming up the stairs. And so
probably he did: but the poor boy woke right
up under this fancy, and remembered with a
compunction that he was far away from his
mother, and that probably she was ¢ angry,” and
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perhaps anxious about his sudden departure;
and he was very sorry in his heart to have come
away so, and never to have told her. But he
was not sorry nor much troubled anyhow about
the much more important thing he was about
to do.

And Uncle Penrose, under the strange stimulus
of his visitor’s earnestness, addressed himself to
the task required of him, and wrote to Hugh.
He, too, thought first of writing to Mrs. Ochter-
lony ; but, excellent business man as he was, he
could not do it ; it went against his heart, if he
had a heart,—or, if not his heart, against some
digestive organ which served him instead of that
useful but not indispensable part of the human
frame. But he did write to Hugh—that was
easier; and then Hugh had been ¢ confounded
saucy,” and had rejected his advice, not about
the Museum only, but in other respects. Mr
Penrose wrote the letter that very night while
Will was dreaming about his mother’s light
and so the great wheel was set a-going, which
none of them could then stop for ever.



CHAPTER VII.

UGH had left the Cottage the day

after Will’s departure. He had

gone to Earlston, where a good

deal of business about the Museum
and the estate awaited him; and he had gone
off without any particular burden on his mind.
As for Will’s flight from home, it was odd, no
doubt ; but then Will himself was odd, and out-
of-the-way acts were to be expected from him.
‘When Hugh, with careless liberality, had sent
him the cheque, he dismissed the subject from
his mind—at least, he thought of his younger
brother only with amusement, wondering what
he could find to attract him in Uncle Penrose’s
prosaic house,—trying to form an imagination
of Will wandering about the great Liverpool
docks, looking at the big ships, and all the noisy
traffic; and Hugh laughed within himself to
think how very much all that was out of Will’s
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way. No doubt he would come home in a day
or two bored to death, and would loathe the
very name of Liverpool all his life thereafter.
As for Mr. Ochterlony of Earlston himself, he
had a great deal to do. The mayor and cor-
poration of Dalken had come to a final decision
about the Museum, and all that had to be done
was to prepare the rooms which were to receive
Francis Ochterlony’s treasures, and to transfer
with due tenderness and solemnity the Venus
and the Psyche, and all the delicate wealth
which had been so dear to the heart of “the old
Squire.” The young Squire went round and
looked at them all, with a great tenderness in
his own, remembering his uncle’s last progress
among them, and where he sat down to rest,
and the wistful looks he had given to those
marble white creations which stood to him in
the place of wife and children; and the pathetic
humour with which he had said, It is all the
better for you.” It was the better for Hugh;
but still the young man in the fulness of his
hopes had a tender compunction for the old man
who had died without getting the good of his
life, and with no treasures but marble and
bronze and gold and silver to leave behind him.
“My poor uncle!” Hugh said; and yet the
chances were that Francis Ochterlony was mot,
VOL. IIL H
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either in living or dying, sorry for himself.
Hugh had a kind of reluctance to change the
aspect of everything, and make the house his
own house, and not Francis Ochterlony’s. It
seemed almost impious to take from it the cha-
racter it had borne so long, and at the same
time it was his uncle’s wish. These were
Hugh’s thoughts at night, but in the fresh light
of the morning it would be wrong to deny that
another set of ideas took possession of his mind.
Then he began to think of the new aspect, and
the changes he could make. It was not bright
enough for a home for—well, for any lady that
might happen to come on a visit or otherwise;
and, to be sure, Hugh had no intention of
accepting as final his mother’s determination
not to leave the Cottage. He made up his
mind that she would come, and that people—
various people, ladies and others—would come
to visit her: that there should be flowers and
music and smiles about the place, and perhaps
some one as fair and as sweet as Psyche to
change the marble moonlight into sacred living
sunshine. Now the fact was, that Nelly was not
by any means so fair as Psyche—that she was
not indeed what you would call a regular beauty
at all, but only a fresh, faulty, sweet little human
creature, with warm blood in her veins, and a
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great mauy thoughts in her little head. And
when Hugh thought of some fair presence coming
into these rooms and making a Paradise of them,
either it was not Nelly Askell he was thinking of,
or else he was thinking like a poet—though he
was not poetical, to speak of. However, he did
not himself give any name to his imaginations—
he could afford to be vague. He went all over
the house in the morning, not with the regret-
ful, affectionate eye with which he made the
same survey the night before, but in a practical
spirit. At his age, and in his position, the prac-
tical was only a pleasanter variation of the ro-
mantic aspect of affairs. As he thought of new
furniture, scores of little pictures flashed into his
mind—though in ordinary cases he was not dis-
tinguished by a powerful imagination. He had
no sooner devised the kind of chair that should
stand in a particular corner, than straightway a
little figure jumped into it, a whisper of talk
came out of it, with a host of imaginary circum-
stances which had nothing to do with upholstery.
Even the famous rococo chair which Islay had
broken was taken possession of by that vague,
sweet phantom. And he went about the rooms
with an unconscious smile on his face, devising
and planning. He did not know he was smil-
ing ; it was not af anything or about anything.
H2
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It was but the natural expression of the fresh
morning fancies and sweet stir of everything
hopeful, and bright, and uncertain, which was in
his heart.

And when he went out of doors he still
smiled. Earlston was a grey limestone house,
as has been described in the earlier part of this
history. A house which chilled Mrs. Ochterlony
to the heart when she went there with her little
children in the first forlornness of her widowhood.
What Hugh had to do now was to plan a flower-
garden for—his mother ; yes, it was truly for his
mother. He meant that she should come all
the same. Nothing could make any difference
so far as she was concerned. But at the same
time, to be sure, he did not mean that his house
should make the same impression on any other
stranger as that house had made upon Mary.
He planned how the great hedges should be cut
down, and the trees thinned, and the little moor-
land burn should be taken in within the en-
closure, and followed to its very edge by the gay
lawn with its flower-beds. He planned a dif-
ferent approach—where there might be openings
in the dark shrubberies, and views over the hills.
All this he did in the morning, with a smile on
his face, though the tears had been in his eyes at
the thought of any change only the previous
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night. If Francis Ochterlony had been by,
as perhaps he was, no doubt he would have
smiled at that tender inconsistency—and there
would not have been any bitterness in the smile.

And then Hugh went in to breakfast. He
had already some new leases to sign and other
business matters to do, and he was quite pleased
to do it—as pleased as he had been to draw his
first cheques. He sat down at his breakfast-
table, before the little pile of letters that awaited
him, and felt the importance of his new position.
Even his loneliness made him feel its importance
the more. Here were questions of all sorts sub-
mitted to him, and it was he who had to answer,
without reference to anybody—he whose advice
a little while ago nobody would have taken the
trouble to ask. It was not that he cared to ex-
ercise his privilege—for Hugh, on the whole, had
an inclination to be advised—but still the sense
of his independence was sweet. He meant to
ask Mr. Preston, the attorney, about various
things, and he meant to consult his mother, and
to lay some special affairs before Sir Edward—
but still, at the same time, it was he who had
everything to do, and Mr. Ochterlony of Earlston
sat down before his letters with a sense of satis-
faction which does not always attend the mature
mind in that moment of trial. One of the up-
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permost was from Uncle Penrose, redirected from
the Cottage, but it did not cause any thrill of
interest to Hugh’s mind, who put it aside calmly,
knowing of no thunderbolts that might be in it.
No doubt it was some nonsense about the
Museum, he thought, as if he himself was not a
much better judge about the Museum than a
stranger and business-man could be. There was,
however, a letter from Mary, which directed her
son’s attention to this epistle. “I send you a
letter directed in Uncle Penrose’s hand,” wrote
Mrs. Ochterlony, “ which I have had the greatest
inclination to open, to see what he says about
Will. I daresay, you would not have minded ;
but I conclude, on the whole, that Mr. Ochter-
lony of Earlston should have his letters to him-
self; so I send it on to you uninvaded. Let me
know what he says about your brother.” Hugh
could not but laugh when he read this, half with
pleasure, half with amusement. His mother’s
estimate of his importance entertained him greatly,
and the idea of anything private being in Uncle
Penrose’s letter tickled him still more. Then he
drew it towards him lightly, and began to read
it with eyes running over with laughter. He
was all alone, and there was nobody to see any
change of sentiment in his face.

He was all alone—but yet presently Hugh
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raised his eyes from the letter which he had
taken up so gaily, and cast a scared look round
him, as if to make sure that nobody was there.
The smile had gone off his face, and the laughter
out of his eyes,—and not only that, but every
particle of colour had left his face. And yet
he did not see the meaning of what he had
read. “ Will!” he said to himself. < Will!”
He was horror-stricken and bewildered, but that
was the sole idea it conveyed to him—a sense
of treachery—the awful feeling of unreality and
darkness round about, with which the young
soul for the first time sees itself injured and
betrayed. He laid down the letter half read,
and paused, and put up his hands to his head as
if to convince himself that he was not dreaming.
Will! Good God! Will! Was it possible?
Hugh had to make a convulsive effort to grasp
this unnatural horror. 'Will, one of themselves,
to have gone off, and put himself into
the hands of Uncle Penrose, and set himself
against his mother and her sons! The ground
seemed to fail under his feet, the solid world to fall
off round him into bewildering mystery. Will!
And yet he did not apprehend what it was.
His mind could not take in more than one dis-
covery at a time. A minute before, and he was
ready to have risked everything on the good
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faith of any and cvery human creature he knew.
Now, was there anybody to be trusted? His
brother had stolen from his side, and was striking
at him by another and an unfriendly hand.
Will! Good heavens, Will !

It would be difficult to tell how long it was
before the full meaning of the letter he had
thus received entered into Hugh’s mind. He
sat with the breakfast things still on the table
so long, that the housekeeper herself came at
last with natural inquisitiveness to see if anything
was the matter, and found Hugh with a face as
grey and colourless as that of the old Squire,
sitting over his untasted coffee, unaware, appa-
rently, what he was about. He started when
she came in, and bundled up his letters into his
pocket, and gave an odd laugh, and said he had
been busy, and had forgotten. And then he
sprang up and left the room, paying no attention
to her outery that he had eaten nothing. Hugh
was not aware he had eaten nothing, or probably
in the first horror of his discovery of the
treachery in the world, he too would have taken
to false pretences and saved appearances, and
made believe to have breakfasted. But the poor
boy was unaware, and rushed off to the library,
where nobody could have any pretext for
disturbing him, and shut himself up with
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this first secret—the new, horrible discovery
which had changed the face of the world.
This was the letter which he had crushed up in
his hand as he might have crushed a snake or
deadly reptile, but which nothing could crush
out of his heart, where the sting had entered
and gone deep :—

“My pEarR NEPHEw,—It is with pain that I
write to you, though it is my clear duty to do
80 in the interests of your brother, who has just
put his case into my hands—and I don’t doubt
that the intelligence I am about to convey will
be a great blow, not only to your future prospects
but to your pride and sense of importance, which
so fine a position at your age had naturally
elevated considerably higher than a plain man
like myself could approve of. Your brother
arrived here to-day, and has lost no time in
informing me of the singular circumstances under
which he left home, and of which, so far as I
understand him, you and your mother are still
in ignorance. Wilfrid’s perception of the fact
that feelings, however creditable to him as an
individual, ought not to stand in the way of what
is, strictly speaking, a matter of business, is very
clear and uncompromising ; but still he does not
deny that he felt it difficult to make this commu-
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nication either to you or to his mother. Accident,
the nature of which I do not at present, before
knowing your probable course of action, feel
myself at liberty to indicate more plainly, has
put him in possession of certain facts, which
would change altogether the relations between
him and yourself, as well as your (apparent)
position as head of the family. These facts,
which, for your mother’s sake, I should be deeply
grieved to make known out of the family, are
as follows: your father, Major Ochterlony, and
my niece, instead of being married privately in
Scotland, as we all believed, in the year 1830,
or thereabouts—I forget the exact date—were
in reality only married in India in the year 1837,
by the chaplain, the Rev. Churchill, then
officiating at the station where your father’s
regiment was. This, as you are aware, was
shortly before Wilfrid’s birth, and not long before
Major Ochterlony died. It is subject of thank-
fulness that your father did my niece this tardy
justice before he was cut off, as may be said, in
the flower of his days, but you will see at a
glance that it entirely reverses your respective
positions—and that in fact Wilfrid is Major
Ochterlony’s only lawful son.

‘I am as anxious as you can be that this should
be made a matter of family arrangement, and
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should never come to the public ears. To satisfy
your own mind, however, of the perfect truth of
the assertion I have made, I beg to refer you to
the Rev. Mr. Churchill, who performed the
ceremony, and whose present address, which
Wilfrid had the good sense to secure, you
will find below—and to Mrs. Kirkman, who was
present. Indeed, I am informed that you your-
self were present—though probably too young to
understand what it meant. It is possible that on
examining your memory you may find some trace
of the occurrence, which though not dependable
upon by itself, will help to confirm the intelli-
gence to your mind. We are in no hurry, and
will leave you the fullest time to satisfy yourself,
as well as second you in every effort to prevent
any painful consequence from falling upon your
mother, who has (though falsely) enjoyed the
confidence and esteem of her friends so long.
“TFor yourself you may reckon upon Wilfrid’s
anxious endeavours to further your prospects by
every means in his power. Of course I do not
expect you to take a fact involving so much,
either upon his word or mine. Examine it fully
for yourself, and the more entirely the matter is
cleared up, the more will it be for our satisfaction,
as well as your own. The only thing I have to
desire for my own part is that you will spare
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your mother—as your brother is most anxious to
do. Hoping for an early reply,
«1 am,
“ Your affectionate uncle and sincere friend,

«J. P. PeNrosg.”

Hugh sat in Francis Ochterlony’s chair, at his
table, with his head supported on his hands,
looking straight before him, seeing nothing, not
even thinking, feeling only this letter spread out
upon the table, and the intelligence conveyed in
it, and holding his head, which ached and
throbbed with the blow, in his hands. He was
still, and his head throbbed and his heart and
soul ached, tingling through him to every joint
and every vein. He could not even wonder, nor
doubt, nor question in any way, for the first ter-
rible interval. All he could do was to look at
the fact and take it fully into his mind, and turn
it over and over, seeing it all round on every
side, looking at it this way and that way, and
feeling as if somehow heaven and earth were filled
with it, though he had never dreamt of such a
ghost until that hour. Not his, after all—nor
Earlston, nor his name, nor the position he had
been so proud of ; nothing his—alas, not even
his mother, his spotless mother, the woman whom
it had been an honour and glory to come from
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and belong to. When a groan came from the
poor boy’s white lips it was that he was thinking
of. Madonna Mary! that was the name they
had called her by—and this was how it really
was. He groaned aloud, and made an uncon-
scious outcry of his pain when it came to that.
“ Oh, my God, if it had only been ruin, loss of
everything—anything in the world but that!”
This was the first stage of stupefaction and yet
of vivid consciousness, before the indignation
came. He sat and looked at it, and realized it,
and took it into his mind, staring at it until
every drop of blood ebbed away from his face.
This was how it was before the anger came. After
a while his countenance and his mood changed—
the colour and heat came rushing back to his
cheeks and lips, and a flood of rage and resent-
ment swept over him like a sudden storm. Will!
could it be Will? Liar! coward! traitor! to
call her mother, and to tax her with shame even
had it been true—to frame such a lying, cursed,
devilish accusation against her! Then it was
that Hugh flashed into a fiery, burning shame to
think that he had given credence to it for one
sole moment. He turned his eyes upon her, as
it were, and looked into her face and glowed
with a bitter indignation and fury. His mother’s
face ! only to think of it and dare to fancy that
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shame could ever have been there. And then the
boy wept, in spite of his manhood—wept a few,
hot, stinging tears, that dried up the moment they
fell, half for rage, half for tenderness.—And, oh,
my God, was it Will? Then as his mind roused
more and more to the dread emergency, Hugh
got up and went to the window and gazed out,
as if that would help him; and his eye lighted
on the tangled thicket which he had meant to
make into his mother’s flower-garden, and upon
the sweep of trees through which he had planned
his new approach, and once more he groaned
aloud. Only this morning so sure about it
all, so confidently and carelessly happy—now
with not one clear step before him to take,
with no future, no past that he could dare look
back upon—no name, nor rights of any kind—if
this were true. And could it be otherwise than
true? Could any imagination frame so monstrous
and inconceivable a falsehood ?—such a horrible
impossibility might be fact, but it was beyond all
the bounds of fancy ;—and then the blackness of
darkness descended again upon Hugh’s soul. Poor
Mary, poor mother! It came into the young
man’s mind to go to her and take her in his
arms, and carry her away somewhere out of
sight of men and sound of their voices—and
again there came to his eyes those stinging tears.
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Fault of hers it could not be; she might have
been deceived ; and then poor Hugh’s lips, unac-
customed to curses, quivered and stopped short
as they were about to curse the father whom he
never knew. Here was the point at which the
tide turned again. Could it be Hugh Ochterlony
who had deceived his wife ? he whose sword hung
in Mary’s room, whose very name made a certain
music in her voice when she pronounced it, and
whom she had trained her children to reverence
with that surpassing honour which belongs to the
dead alone. Again a storm of rage and bitter
indignation swept in his despair and bewilder-
ment over the young man’s mind; an accursed
scheme, a devilish, hateful lie—that was how it
was: and oh, horror! that it should be Will.
Through all these changes it was one confused
tempest of misery and dismay that was in Hugh’s
mind. Now and then there would be wild breaks
in the clouds—now they would he whirled over
the sky in gusts—now settled down into a black-
ness beyond all reckoning. Lives change from
joy to misery often enough in this world; but
seldom thus in a moment, in the twinkling of an
eye. His careless boat had been taking its sweet
course over waters rippled with a favourable
breeze, and without a moment’s interval it was
among the breakers; and he knew so little how
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to manage it, he was so inexperienced to cope
with winds and waves. And he had nobody to
ask counsel from. He was, as Will had been,
separated from his natural adviser, the one friend
to whom hitherto he had confided all his diffi-
culties. But Hugh was older than Will, and his
mind had come to a higher development, though
perhaps he was not so clever as his brother. He
had no Uncle Penrose to go to; no living soul
would hear from him this terrible tale; he could
consult nobody. Not for a hundred Earlstons,
not for all the world, would he have discussed
with any man in existence his mother’s good
name.

Yet with that, too, there came another com-
plication into Hugh’s mind. Even while he
actually thought in his despair of going to his
mother, and telling her any tender lie that might
occur to him, and carrying her away to Australia,
or any end of the world where he could work for
her, and remove her for ever from shame and pain,
a sense of outraged justice and rights assailed was
in his mind. He was not one of those who can
throw down their arms. Earlston was his, and he
could not relinquish it and his position as head
of the house without a struggle. And the thought
of Mr. Penrose stung him. He even tried to
heal one of his deeper wounds by persuading
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himself that Uncle Penrose was at the bottom of
it, and that poor Will was but his tool. Poor
Willl Poor miserable boy! And if he ever
woke and came to himself, and knew what he had
been doing, how terrible would his position be !
Thus Hugh tried to think till, wearied out with
thinking, he said to himself that he would put it
aside and think no more of it, and attend to his
business ; which vain imagination the poor boy
tried to carry out with hands that shook and brain
that refused to obey his guidance. And all this
change was made in one little moment. His life
came to a climax, and passed through a secret
revolution in that one day; and yet he had
begun it as if it had been an ordinary day—a
calm summer morning in the summer of his
days.

This was what Hugh said to his mother of Mr.
Penrose’s letter :— The letter you forwarded to
me from Uncle Penrose was in his usual business
strain—good advice, and that sort of thing. He
does not say much about Will; but he has
arrived all safe, and I suppose is enjoying him-
self—as well as he can, there.”

And when he had written and despatched that
note he sat down to think again. He decided at
last that he would not go on with the flower-
garden and the other works—-till he saw; but

VOL. III. I
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that he would settle about the Museum without
any delay. “If it came to the worst they would
not recall the gift,” he said to himself, brushing
his hand across his eyes. It was his uncle’s
wish ; and it was he, Hugh, and not any other,
whom Francis Ochterlony had wished for his
heir. Hugh’s hand was wet when he took it
from his eyes, and his heart was full, and he
could have wept like a child. But he was a
man, and weeping could do no good ; and he had
nobody in the world to take his trouble to—
nobody in the world. Love and pride made a
fence round him, and isolated him. He had to
make his way out of it as best he could, and
alone. He made a great cry to God in his
trouble ; but from nobody in the world could he
have either help or hope. And he read the .
letter over and over, and tried to recollect and to
go back into his dim baby-memory of India, and
gather out of the thick mists that scene which
they said he had been present at. Was there
really some kind of vague image of it, all broken
and indistinct and effaced, on his mind ?



CHAPTER VIIIL

all this was going on at

ton, there were other people

10se minds, though the matter

not of importance so over-

whelming, pain and excitement and a trembling
dread of the consequences had been awakened.
Mary, to whom it would be even more momen-
tous than to Hugh, knew nothing of it as yet.
She had taken Mr. Penrose’s letter into her hand
and looked at it, and hesitated, and then had
smiled at her boy’s new position in the world,
and redirected it to him, passing on as it were a
living shell just ready to explode without so much
as scorching her own delicate fingers. But Mrs.
Kirkman felt herself in the position of a woman
who had seen the shell fired and had even touched
the fatal trigger, and did not know where it had
fallen, nor what death and destruction it might
have scattered around. She was not like her-

12
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self for these two or three days. She gave a
divided attention to her evangelical efforts, and
her mind wandered from the reports of her Bible
readers. She seemed to see the great mass of
fire and flame striking the ground, and the dead
aud wounded lying around it in all directions ;
and it might be that she too was to blame. She
bore it as long as she could, trying to persuade
herself that she, like Providence, had done it
“for the best,” and that it might be for Mary’s
good or Hugh’s good, even if it should happen to
kill them. This was how she attempted to
support and fortify herself; but while she was
doing so Wilfrid’s steady, matter-of-fact counte-
nance would come before her, and she would per-
ceive by the instinct of guilt, that he would
neither hesitate nor spare, but was clothed in the
double armour of egotism and ignorance ; that he
did not know what horrible harm he could do,
and yet that he was sensible of his power and
would certainly exercise it. She was like the
other people involved—afraid to ask any one’s
advice, or betray the share she had taken in the
business ; even her husband, had she spoken to
him about it, would probably have asked, what
the deuce she had to do interfering ? For Colonel
Kirkman, though a man of very orthodox views,
still was liable in a moment of excitement to
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forget himself, and give force to his sentiments
by a mild oath. Mrs. Kirkman could not bear
thus to descend in the opinion of any one, and
yet she could not satisfy her conscience about it,
nor be content with what she had done. She
stood out bravely for a few days, telling herself
she had only done her duty ; but the composure
she attained by this means was forced and un-
natural. And at last she could bear it no longer ;
she seemed to have heard the dreadful report, and
then to have seen everything relapse into the
most deadly silence ; no cry coming out of the
distance, nor indications if everybody was perish-
ing, or any one had escaped. If she had but
heard one outery—if Hugh, poor fellow, had come
storming to her to know the truth of it, or Mary
had come with her fresh wounds, crying out
against her, Mrs. Kirkman could have borne it ;
but the silence was more than she could bear.
Something within compelled her to get up out of
her quiet and go forth and ask who had been
killed, even though she might bring herself within
the circle of responsibility thereby.

This was why, after she had put up with her
anxiety as-long as she could, she went out at last
by herself in a very disturbed and uneasy state to
the Cottage, where all was still peaceful, and no
storm had yet darkened the skies. Mary had
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received Hugh’s letter that morning, which he
had written in the midst of his first misery,
and it had never occurred to her to think any-
thing more about Uncle Penrose after the calm
mention her boy made of his letter. She had
not heard from Will, it is true, and was vexed by
his silence; but yet it was a light vexation.
Mrs. Ochterlony, however, was not at home when
Mrs. Kirkman arrived; and, if anything could
have increased her uneasiness and embarrassment
it would have been to be ushered into the draw-
ing-room, and to find Winnie seated there all by
herself.. Mrs. Percival rose in resentful grandeur
when she saw who the visitor was. Now was
Winnie’s chance to repay that little demonstra-
tion of disapproval which the Colonel’s wife had
made on her last visit to the Cottage. The two
ladies made very stately salutations to each other,
and the stranger sat down, and then there was a
dead pause. “Let Mrs. Ochterlony know when
she comes in,” Winnie had said to the maid;
and that was all she thought it necessary to say.
Even Aunt Agatha was not near to break the
violence of the encounter. Mrs. Kirkman sat
down in a very uncomfortable condition, full of
genuine anxiety; but it was not to be expected
that her natural impulses should entirely yield
even to compunction and fright, and a sense of
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guilt. When a few minutes of silence had
elapsed, and Mary did not appear, and Winnie
sat opposite to her, wrapt up and gloomy, in her
shawl, and her haughtiest air of preoccupation,
Mrs. Kirkman began to come to herself. Here
was a perishing sinner before her, to whom
advice, and reproof, and admonition, might be
all important, and such a favourable moment
might never come again. The very sense of
being rather faulty in her own person gave
her a certain stimulus to warn the culpable
creature, whose errors were so different, and so
much more flagrant than hers. And if in doing
her duty, she had perhaps done something that
might harm one of the family, was it not all the
more desirable to do good to another? Mrs.
Kirkman cleared her throat, and looked at the
culprit. And as she perceived Winnie’s look of
defiance, and absorbed self-occupation, and deter-
mined opposition to anything that might be
advanced, a soft sense of superiority and pity
stole into her mind. Poor thing, that did not
know the things that belonged to her peace |—
was it not a Christian act to bring them before
her ere they might be for ever hid from her
eyes?

Once more Mrs. Kirkman cleared her throat.
She did it with an intention ; and Winnie heard,
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and was roused, and fixed on her one corner of
her eye. But she only made a very mild com-
mencement—employing in so important a matter
the wisdom of the serpent, conjoined, as it
always ought to be, with the sweetness of the
dove.

“ Mrs. Ochterlony is probably visiting among
the poor,” said Mrs. Kirkman, but with a scep-
tical tone in her voice, as if that, at least, was
what Mary ought to be doing, though it was
doubtful whether she was so well employed.

“ Probably,” said Winnie, curtly; and then
there was a pause.

“To one who occupies herself so much as she
does with her family, there must be much to do
for three boys,” continued Mrs. Kirkman, still
with a certain pathos in her voice. ¢ Ah, if we
did but give ourselves as much trouble about our
spiritual state !”

She waited for a reply, but Winnie gave no
reply. She even gave a slight, scarcely percep-
tible, shrug to her shoulders, and turned a little
aside.

“ Which is, after all, the only thing that is
of any importance,” said Mrs. Kirkman. “ My
dear Mrs. Percival, I do trust that you agree
with me ?”’

“T don’t see why I should be your dear Mrs.
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Percival,” said Winnie. ‘I was not aware that
we knew each other. I think you must be
making a mistake.”

“ All my fellow-creatures are dear to me,” said
Mrs. Kirkman, “ especially when I can hope that
their hearts are open to grace. I can be making
no mistake so long as I am addressing a fellow-
sinner. 'We have all so much reason to abase
ourselves, and repent in dust and ashes! Even
when we have been preserved more than others
from active sin, we must know that the root of
all evil is in our hearts.”

Winnie gave another very slight shrug of her
shoulders, and turned away, as far as a mingled
impulse of defiance and politeness would let her.
She would neither be rude nor would she permit
her assailant to think that she was running
away.

“If I venture to seize this moment, and speak
to you more plainly than I would speak to all,
oh, my dear Mrs. Percival,” cried Mrs. Kirkman,
“my dear fellow-sinner | don’t think it is because
I am insensible to the existence of the same evil
tendency in my own heart.”

“ What do you mean by talking to me of evil
tendencies ?’ cried Winnie, flushing high. “1I
don’t want to hear you speak. You may be a
sinner if you like, but I don’t think there is
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any particular fellowship between you and
me.”

“ There is the fellowship of corrupt hearts,”
said Mrs. Kirkman. I hope, for your own sake,
you will not refuse to listen for a moment. I
may never have been tempted in the same way,
but I know too well the deceitfulness of the natu-
ral heart to take any credit to myself. You have
been exposed to many temptations »

“You know nothing about me, that I am
aware,” cried Winnie, with restrained fury. “I
do not know how you can venture to take such a
liberty with me.”

“ Ah, my dear Mrs. Percival, I know a great
deal about you,” said Mrs. Kirkman. ¢ There is
nothing I would not do to make a favourable im-
pression on your mind. If you would but treat
me as a friend, and let me be of some use to you :
I know you must have had many temptations ;
but we know also that it is never too late
to turn away from evil, and that with true re-
pentance——"

“1 suppose what you want is to drive me
out of the room,” said Winnie, looking at her
fiercely, with crimson cheeks. ¢ What right
have you to lecture me? My sister’s friends
have a right to visit her, of course, but not
to make themselves disagreeable—and I don’t
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mean my private affairs to be discussed by
Mary’s friends. You have nothing to do with
me.)’

“T1 was not speaking as Mary’s friend,” said
Mrs. Kirkman, with a passing twinge of con-
science. “I was speaking only as a fellow-
sinner. Dear Mrs. Percival, surely you recollect
who it was that objected to be his brother’s
keeper. It was Cain; it was not a loving
Christian heart. Oh, don’t sin against oppor-
tunity, and refuse to hear me. The message I
have is one of mercy and love. Even if it were
too late to redeem character with the world, it is
never too late to come to »

Winnie started to her feet, goaded beyond
bearing.

“ How dare you! how dare you!” she said,
clenching her hands,—but Mrs. Kirkman’s be-
nevolent purpose was far too lofty and earnest
to be put down by any such demonstration of
womanish fury.

“If it were to win you to think in time, to
withdraw from the evil and seek good, to come
while it is called to-day,” said the Evangelist,
with much steadfastness, “I would not mind
even making you angry. I can dare anything
in my Master’s service—oh, do not refuse the
gracious message! Oh, do not turn a deaf ear.
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You may have forfeited this world, but, oh
think of the next; as a Christian and a fellow-
sinner ?

“ Aunt Agatha !” cried Winnie, breathless with
rage and shame, “ do you mean to let me be in-
sulted in your house ?”’

Poor Aunt Agatha had just come in, and
knew nothing about Mrs. Kirkman and her visit.
She stood at the door surprised, looking at
Winnie’s excited face, and at the stranger’s
authoritative calm. She had been out in the
village, with a little basket in her hand, which
never went empty, and she also had been drop-
ping words of admonition out of her soft and
tender lips. :

“Insulted! My dear love, it must be some
mistake,” said Aunt Agatha. “We are always
very glad to see Mrs. Kirkman, as Mary’s friend ;
but the house is Mrs. Percival’s house, being
mine,” Miss Seton added, with a little dignified
curtsey, thinking the visitor had been uncivil, as

on a former occasion. And then there was a
pause, and Winnie sat down, fortifying herself by
the presence of the mild little woman who was her
protector. It was a strange reversal of positions,
but yet that was how it was. The passionate
creature had now no other protector but Aunt
Agatha, and even while she felt herself assured
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and strengthened by her presence, it gave her a
pang to think it was so. Nobody but Aunt
Agatha to stand between her and impertinent
intrusion—nobody to take her part before the
world. That was the moment when Winnie’s
heart melted, if it ever did melt, for one pulsation
and no more, towards her enemy, her antagonist,
her husband, who was not there to take advantage
of the momentary thaw.

“I am Mary’s friend,” said Mrs. Kirkman,
sweetly; “and I am all your friends. It was
not only as Mary’s friend I was speaking—it
was out of love for souls. Oh, my dear Miss
Seton, I hope you are one of those who think
seriously of life. Help me to talk to your dear
niece; help me to tell her that there is still
time. She has gone astray; perhaps she never
can retrieve herself for this world,—but this
world is not all,—and she is still in the land of
the living, and in the place of hope. O, if she
would but give up her evil ways and flee! Ob,
if she would but remember that there is mercy
for the vilest !”

Speaker and hearers were by this time wound
up to such a pitch of excitement, that it was im-
possible to go on. Mrs. Kirkman had tears in
her eyes—tears of real feeling; for she thought
she was doing what she ought to do; while
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‘Winnie blazed upon her with rage and defiance,
and poor Aunt Agatha stood up in horror and
consternation between them, horrified by the
entire breach of all ordinary rules, and yet
driven to bay and roused to that natural defence
of her own which makes the weakest creature
brave.

“ My dear love, be composed,” she said, trem-
bling a little. “Mrs. Kirkman, perhaps you
don’t know that you are speaking in a very ex-
traordinary way. We are all great sinners; but
as for my dear niece, Winnie——My darling,
perhaps if you were to go upstairs to your own
room, that would be best——"

“1 have no intention of going to my own
room,” said Winnie. “ The question is, whether
you will suffer me to be insulted here ?”

“Oh, that there should be any thought of
insult !” said Mrs. Kirkman, shaking her head,
and waving her long curls solemnly. “If any
one is to leave the room, perhaps it should be
me. If my warning is rejected, I will shake off
the dust of my feet, and go away, as commanded.
But I did hope better things. What motive
have I but love of her poor soul? Oh, if she
would think while it is called to-day—while there
is still a place of repentance——"

“ Winnie, my dear love,” said Aunt Agatha,
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trembling more and more, “ go to your own
room.”

But Winnie did not move. It was not in
her to run away. Now that she had an audience
to fortify her, she could sit and face her assailant,
and defy all attacks ;—though at the same time
her eyes and cheeks blazed, and the thought
that it was only Aunt Agatha whom she had to
stand up for her, filled her with furious contempt
and bitterness. At length it was Mrs. Kirkman
who rose up with sad solemnity, and drew her
silk robe about her, and shook the dust, if there
was any dust, not from her feet, but from the
fringes of her handsome shawl.

“T will ask the maid to show me up to Mary’s
room,” she said, with pathetic resignation. I
suppose I may wait for her there; and I hope it
may never be recorded against you that you have
rejected a word of Christian warning. Good-
by, Miss Seton; I hope you will be faithful to
your poor dear niece yourself, though you will
not permit me.”

“ We know our own affairs best,” said Aunt
Agatha, whose nerves were so affected that she
could scarcely keep up to what she considered a
correct standard of polite calm.

¢ Alas, I hope it may not prove to be just our
own best interests that we are most ignorant of,”
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said Mrs. Kirkman, with a heavy sigh—and she
swept out of the room following the maid, who
looked amazed and aghast at the strange request.
“ Show me to Mrs. Ochterlony’s room, and kindly
let her know when she comes in that I am
there.”

As for Winnie, she burst into an abrupt laugh
when her monitress was gone—a laugh which
wounded Aunt Agatha, and jarred upon her ex-
cited nerves. But there was little mirth in it.
It was, in its way, a cry of pain, and it was fol-
lowed by a tempest of hot tears, which Miss
Seton took for hysterics. Poor Winnie! she was
not penitent, nor moved by anything that had
been said to her, except to rage and a sharper
sense of pain. But yet, such an attack made her
feel her position, as she did not do when left to
herself. She had no protector but Aunt Agatha.
She was open to all the assaults of well-meaning
friends, and social critics of every description.
She was not placed above comment as a woman
is who keeps her troubles to herself—for she had
taken the world in general into her confidence,
as it were, and opened their mouths, and sub-
jected herself voluntarily to their ecriticism.
Winnie’s heart seemed to close up as she pon-
dered this—and her life rose up before her, wilful
and warlike—and all at once it came into her
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head what her sister had said to her long ago,
and her own decision: were it for misery, were
it for ruin, rather to choose ruin and misery with
him, than peace without him? How strange it
was to think of the change that time had made
in everything. She had been fighting him, and
making him her chief antagonist, almost ever
since. And yet, down in the depths of her heart
poor Winnie remembered Mary’s words, and felt
with a curious pang, made up of misery and
sweetness, that even yet, even yet, under some
impossible combination of circumstances—this
was what made her laugh, and made her cry so
bitterly—but Aunt Agatha, poor soul, could not
enter into her heart and sce what she meant.

They were in this state of agitation when
Mary came in, all unconscious of any disturbance.
And a further change arose in Winnie at sight
of her sister. Her tears dried up, but her eyes
continued to blaze. “ It is your friend, Mrs.
Kirkman, who has been paying us a visit,” she
said, in answer to Mary’s question ; and it seemed
to Mrs. Ochterlony that the blame was trans-
ferred to her own shoulders, and that it was she
who had been doing something, and showing
herself the general enemy.

¢ She is a horrid woman,” said Aunt Agatha,
hotly. “ Mary, I wish you would explain to her,
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that after what has happened it cannot give me
any pleasure to see her here. This is twice that
she has insulted us. You will mention that we
are not—not used to it. It may do for the
soldiers’ wives, poor things! but she has no right
to come here.”

¢ She must mean to call Mary to repentance,
too,” said Winnie. She had been thinking, with
a certain melting of heart, of what Mary had
once said to her ; yet she could not refrain from
flinging a dart at her sister ere she returned to
think about herself.

All this time, Mrs. Kirkman was seated in
Mary’s room, waiting. Her little encounter had
restored her to herself. She had come back to
her lofty position of superiority and goodness. She
would have said herself that she had carried the
Gospel message to that poor sinner, and that it
had been rejected ; and there was a certain sat-
isfaction of woe in her heart. It was necessary
that she should do her duty to Mary also, about
whom, when she started, she had been rather
compunctious. There is nothing more strange
than the processes of thought by which a limited
understanding comes to grow into content with
itself, and approval of its own actions. It seemed
to this good woman’s straitened soul that she had
been right, almost more than right, in seizing
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upon the opportunity presented to her, and
making an appeal to a sinner’s perverse heart.
And she thought it would be right to point out
to Mary, how any trouble that might be about
to overwhelm her was for her good, and that she
herself had, like Providence, acted for the best.
She looked about the room with actual curiosity,
and shook her head at the sight of the Major’s
sword, hanging over the mantel-piece, and the
portraits of the three boys underneath. She
shook her head, and thought of creature-worship,
and how some stroke was needed to wean Mrs.
Ochterlony’s heart from its inordinate affections.
¢TIt will keep her from trusting to a creature,”
she said to herself, and by degrees came to look
complacently on her own position, and to settle
how she should tell the tale to be also for the best.
It never occurred to her to think what poor hands
hers were to meddle with the threads of fate, or
to decide which or what calamity was “for the
.best.”” Nor did any consideration of the mystery
of pain disturb her mind. She saw no compli-
cations in it. Your dearest ties—jyour highest
assurances of good—were but ‘“ blessings lent us
for a day,” and it seemed only natural to Mrs.
Kirkman that such blessings should be yielded up
in a reasonable way. She herself had neither
had nor relinquished any particular blessings.
K2
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Colonel Kirkman was very good in a general way,
and very correct in his theological sentiments ;
but he was a very steady and substantial posses-
sion, and did not suggest any idea of being lent
for a day—and his wife felt that she herself was
fortunately beyond that necessity, but that it
would be for Mary’s good if she had another
lesson on the vanity of earthly endowments.
And thus she sat, feeling rather comfortable
about it, and too sadly superior to be offended
by her agitation downstairs, in Mrs. Ochterlony’s
room.

Mary went in with her fair face brightened by
her walk, a little soft anxiety (perhaps) in her
eyes, or at least curiosity,—a little indignation,
and yet the faintest touch of amusement about
her mouth. She went in and shut the door,
leaving her sister and Aunt Agatha below, moved
by what they supposed to be a much deeper
emotion. Nobody in the house so much as
dreamt that anything of any importance was .
going on there. There was not a sound as of a
raised voice or agitated utterance as there had
been when Mrs. Kirkman made her appeal to
Winnie. But when the door of Mrs. Ochterlony’s
room opened again, and Mary appeared, showing
her visitor out, her countenance was changed, as
if by half-a-dozen years. She followed her
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visitor downstairs, and opened the door for her,
and looked after her as she went away, but not
the ghost of a smile came upon Mary’s face.
She did not offer her hand, nor say a word at
parting that any one could hear.. Her lips were
compressed, without smile or syllable to move
them, and closed as if they never would open again,
- and every drop of blood seemed to be gone from
her face. 'When Mrs. Kirkman went away from
the door, Mary closed it, and went back again to
her own room. She did not say a word, nor look
as if she had anything to say. She went to her
wardrobe and took out a bag, and put some
things into it, and then she tied on her bounet,
everything being done as if she had planned it all
for years. When she was quite ready, she went
downstairs and went to the drawing-room, where
Winnie, agitated and disturbed, sat talking,
saying a hundred wild things, of which Aunt
Agatha knew but half the meaning. When
Mary looked in at the door, the two who were
there, started, and stared at her with amazed
eyes. “ What has happened, Mary ?” cried Aunt
Agatha; and though she was beginning to resume
her lost tranquillity, she was so scared by Mrs.
Ochterlony’s face that she had a palpitation
which took away her breath, and made her sink
down panting and lay her hands upon her heart.
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Mary, for her part, was perfectly composed and
in possession of her senses. She made no fuss
at all, nor complaint,—but nothing could conceal
the change, nor alter the wonderful look in her
eyes.

“I am going to Liverpool,” she said, “ I must
see Will immediately, and I want to go by the
next train. There is nothing the matter with
him. It is only something I have just heard,
and I must see him without loss of time.”

“What is it, Mary ?” gasped Aunt Agatha.
“You have heard something dreadful. Are any
of the boys mixed up in it? O, say something,
and don’t look in that dreadful fixed way.”

“ Am I looking in a dreadful fixed way ?”’ said
Mary, with a faint smile. “1I did not mean it.
No, there is nothing the matter with any of the
boys. But I have heard something that has
disturbed me, and I must see Will. If Hugh
should come while I am away——"

But here her strength broke down. A choking
sob came from her breast. She seemed on the
point of breaking out into some wild cry for
help or comfort; but it was only a spasm, and
it passed. Then she came to Aunt Agatha and
kissed her. ¢ Good-bye: if either of the boys
come, keep them till 1 come back,” she said.
She had looked so fair and so. strong in the com-
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posure of her middle age when she stood there
only an hour before, that the strange despair
which seemed to have taken possession of her,
had all the more wonderful effect. It woke even
Winnie from her preoccupation, and they both
came round her, wondering and disquieted, to
know what was the matter. ¢ Something must
have happened to Will,” said Aunt Agatha.

*It is that woman who has brought her bad
news,” cried Winnie; and then both together
they cried out, “ What is it, Mary? have you
bad news ?”’

“ Nothing that I have not known for years,”
said Mrs. Ochterlony, and she kissed them both,
as if she was kissing them for the last time, and
disengaged herself, and turned away. I cannot
wait to tell you any more,” they heard her say as
she went to the door; and there they stood,
looking at each other, conscious more by some
change in the atmosphere than by mere eyesight,
that she was gone. She had no time to speak
or to look behind her; and when Aunt Agatha
rushed to the window, she saw Mary far off on
the road, going steady and swift with her bag
in her hand. In the midst of her anxiety and
suspicion, Miss Seton even felt a pang at the
sight of the bag in Mary’s hand. * As if there
was no one to carry it for her!” The two who
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were left behind could but look at each other,
feeling somehow a sense of shame, and instinctive
consciousness that this new change, whatever it
was, involved trouble far more profound than the
miseries over which they had been brooding.
Something that she had known for years!
What was there in these quiet words which made
Winnie’s veins tingle, and the blood rush to her
face? All these quiet years was it possible that
a cloud had ever been hovering which Mary
knew of, and yet held her way so steadily? As
for Aunt Agatha, she was only perplexed and
agitated, and full of wonder, making every kind
of suggestion. Will might have broken his leg
—he might have got into trouble with his uncle.
It might be something about Islay. Oh! Winnie,
my darling, what do you think it can be?
Something that she had known for years!

This was what it really was. It seemed to
Mary as if for years and years she had known
all about it ; how it would get to be told to her
poor boy ; how it would act upon his strange
half-developed nature ; how Mrs. Kirkman would
tell her of it, and the things she would put into her
travelling bag, and the very hour the train would
leave. It was a miserably slow train, stopping
everywhere, waiting at a dreary junction for
several trains in the first chill of night. But she
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seemed to have known it all, and to have fclt the
same dreary wind blow, and the cold creeping to
the heart, and to be used and deadened to it.
Why is it that one feels so cold when one’s heart
is bleeding and wounded ? It seemed to go in
through the physical covering, which shrinks at
such moments from the sharp and sensitive soul,
and to thrill her with a shiver as of ice and snow.
She passed Mrs. Kirkman on the way, but could
not take any notice of her, and she put down her
veil and drew her shawl closely about her, and
sat in a corner that she might escape recognition.
But it was hard upon her that the train should
be so slow, though that too she seemed to have
known for years.

Thus the cross of which she had partially and
by moments tasted the bitterness for so long, was
Jaid at last full upon Mary’s shoulders. She
went carrying it, marking her way, as it were, by
blood-drops which answered for tears, to do what
might be done, that nobody but herself might
suffer. For one thing, she did not lose a mo-
ment. If Will had been ill, or if he had been in
any danger, she would have done the same. She
was a woman who had no need to wait to make
up her mind. And perhaps she might not be too
late, perhaps her boy meant no evil. He was
her boy, and it was hard to associate evil or un-
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kindness with him. Poor Will! perhaps he had
but gone away because he could not bear to see
his mother fallen from her high estate. Then it
was that a flush of fiery colour came to Mary’s
face, but it was only for a moment; things had
gone too far for that. She sat at the junction
waiting, and the cold wind blew in upon her, and
pierced to her heart—and it was nothing that she
had not known for years.



CHAPTER IX.

Mary went away, she left the

ladies at the Cottage in a sin-

' excitement and perplexity.

.- were tingling with the blows
which they had themselves received, and yet at
the same time they were hushed and put to
shame, as it were, for any secondary pang they.
might be feeling, by the look in Mrs. Ochterlony’s
face, and by her sudden departure. Aunt Agatha,
who knew of few mysteries in life, and thought
that where neither sickness nor death was, nor
any despairs of blighted love or disappointed
hope, there could not be anything very serious
to suffer, would have got over it, and set it down
as one of Mary’s ways, had she been by herself.
But Winnie was not so easily satisfied; her mind
was possessed by the thought, in which no doubt
there was a considerable mingling of vanity, that
her husband would strike her through her friends.
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It seemed as if he had done so now ; Winnie did
not know precisely what it was that Percival
knew about her sister, but only that it was some-
thing discreditable, something that would bring
Mary down from her pinnacle of honour and
purity. And now he had done it, and driven
Mrs. Ochterlony to despair; but what was it
about Will? Or was Will a mere pretence on
the part of the outraged and terrified woman to
get away ? Something she had known for years !
This was the thought which had chiefly moved
Winnie, going to her heart. She herself had
lived a stormy life; she had done a great many
things which she ought not to have done; she
had never been absolutely wicked or false, nor
forfeited her reputation; but she knew in her
heart that her life had not been a fair and spot-
less life; and when she thought of its strivings,
and impatience, and selfwill, and bitter discontent,
and of the serene course of existence which her
sister had led in the quietness, her heart smote
her. Perhaps it was for her sake that this blow,
which Mary had known of for years, had at last
descended upon her head. All the years of her
own stormy career, her sister had been living at
Kirtell, doing no harm, doing good, serving God,
bringing up her children, covering her sins, if
she had sinned, with repentance and good deeds ;
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and yet for Winnie’s sake, for her petulance, and
fury, and hotheadedness, the angel (or was it the
demon ?) had lifted his fiery sword and driven
Mary out of Paradise. All this moved Winnie
strangely; and along with these were other
thoughts—thoughts of her own strange miserable
unprotectedness, with only Aunt Agatha to stand
between her and the world, while she still had a
husband in the world, between whom and herself
there stood no deadly shame nor fatal obstacle,
and whose presence would shield her from all
such intrusions as that she had just suffered from.
He had sinned against her, but that a woman
can forgive—and she had not sinned against him,
not to such an extent as is unpardonable in a
woman. Perhaps there might even be something
in the fact that Winnie had found Kirtell and
quiet not the medicine suited to her mind, and
that even Mary’s flight into the world had brought
a tingling into her wings, a longing to mount
into freer air, and rush back to her fate. Thus a
host of contradictory feelings joined in one great
flame of excitement, which rose higher and higher
all through the night. To fly forth upon him,
and controvert his wicked plans, and save the
sister who was being sacrificed for her sake; and
yet to take possession of him back again, and set
him up before her, her shield and buckler against
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the world ; and at the same time to get out and
break loose from this flowery cage, and rush back
into the big world, where there would be air and
space to move in—such were Winnie’s thoughts.
In the morning, when she came downstairs,
which was an hour earlier than usual, to Aunt
Agatha’s great amazement, she wore her travelling
dress, and had an air of life and movement in
her, which startled Miss Seton, and which, since
her return to Kirtell, had never been seen in
Winnie’s looks before.

Tt is very kind of you to come down, Winnie,
my darling, when you knew I was alone,” said
Aunt Agatha, giving her a tender embrace.

T don’t think it is kind in me,” said Winnie ;
and then she sat down, and took her sister’s
office upon her, to Miss Seton’s still greater
bewilderment, and make the tea, without quite
knowing what she was doing. “T suppose Mary
has been travelling all night,” she said; “I am
going into Carlisle, Aunt Agatha, to that woman,
to know what it is all about.”

#Oh, my darling, you were always so gene-
rous,” cried Aunt Agatha, in amaze; “but you
must not do it. She might say things to you,
or you might meet people——"

“If I did meet people, I hope I know how to
take care of myself,” said Winnie; and that flush
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came to her face, and that light to her eye, like
the neigh of the war-horse when he hears the
sound of battle.

Aunt Agatha was struck dumb. Terror seized
her, as she looked at the kindling cheeks and
rapid gesture, and saw the Winnie of old, all im-
patient and triumphant, dawning out from under
the cloud.

“Oh, Winnie, you are not going away,”’ she
cried, with a thrill of presentiment. “ Mary has
gone, and they have all gone. You are not
going to leave me all by myself here ?”

“I?” said Winnie. There was scorn in the
tone, and yet what was chiefly in it was a bitter
affectation of humility. It will be time enough
to fear my going, when any one wants me to
go.))

Miss Seton was a simple woman, and yet she
saw that there lay more meaning under these
words than the plain meaning they bore. She
clasped her hands, and lifted her appealing eyes
to Winnie’s face—and she was about to speak,
to question, to remonstrate, to importune, when
her companion suddenly seized her hands tight,
and silenced her by the sight of an emotion
more earnest and violent than anything Aunt
Agatha knew.

“ Don’t speak to me,” she said, with her eyes
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blazing, and clasped the soft old hands in hers
till she hurt them. “Don’t speak to me; I
don’t know what I am going to do—but don’t
talk to me, don’t look at me, Aunt Agatha.
Perhaps my life—and Mary’s—may be fixed. to-
day.”

“QOh, Winnie, I don’t understand you,” cried
Aunt Agatha, trembling, and freeing.her poor
little crushed soft hands.

“And I dorn’t wuuderstand myself,” said
Winnie. “Don’t let us say a word more.”

“ What did it mean, that flush in her face,
that thrill of purpose and meaning in her words,
and her step, and her whole figure —and what
had Mary to do with it >—and how could their
fate be fixed one way or other ?” Aunt Agatha
asked herself these questions vainly, and could
make nothing of them. But after breakfast she
went to her room and said her prayers—which
was the best thing to do; and in that moment
‘Winnie, poor Winnie, whose prayers were few
though her wants were countless, took a rose
from the trellis, and pinned it in with her brooch,
and went softly away. I don’t know what con-
nexion there was between the rose and Aunt
Agatha’s prayers, but somehow the faint per-
fume softened the wild, agitated, stormy heart,
and suggested to it that sacrifice was being made
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and supplications offered somewhere for its sins
and struggles. Thus, when his sons and daugh-
ters went out to their toils and pleasures, Job
drew near the altar lest some of them might
curse God in their hearts.

It was strange to see her sallying forth by
herself, she who had been shielded from every
stranger’s eye; and yet there was a sense of
freedom in it—freedom, and danger, and exhi-
laration, which was sweet to Winnie. She went
rushing in to Carlisle in the express train, flying
as it were on the wings of the wind. DBut Mrs.
Kirkman was not at home. She was either
working in her district, or she was teaching in
the infant school, or giving out work to the
poor women, or perhaps at the mothers’ meeting,
which she always said was the most precious
opportunity of all; or possibly she might be
making calls—which, however, was an hypo-
thesis which her maid rejected as unworthy
of her. Mrs. Percival found herself brought
to a sudden standstill when she heard this.
The sole audible motive which she had pro-
posed to herself for her expedition was to see
Mrs. Kirkman, and for the moment she did
not know what to do. After a while, how-
ever, she turned and went slowly yet eagerly in
another direction. She concluded she would go
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to the Askells, who might know something about
it. They were Percival’s friends ; they might be
in the secret of his plans—they might convey to
him the echo of her indignation and disdain;
possibly even he might himself: But Winnie
would not let herself consider that thought. Cap-
tain Askell’s house was not the same cold and
neglected place where Mary had first seen Emma
after their return. They had a little more
money—and that was something; and Nelly
was older—which was a great deal more; but
even Nelly could not altogether abrogate the
character which her mother gave to her house.
The maid who opened the door had bright rib-
bons in her cap, but yet was a sloven, half-sup-
pressed ; and the carpets on the stairs were badly
fitted, and threatened here and there to entangle
the unwary foot. And there was a bewildering
multiplicity of sounds in the house. You could
hear the maids in the kitchen, and the children
in the nursery—and even as Winnie approached
the drawing-room she could hear voices thrilling
with an excitement which did not become that
calm retreat. There was a sound as of a sob,
and there was a broken voice a little loud in
its accents. Winnie went on with a quicker
throb of her heart—perhaps he himself-— But
‘when the door opened, it was upon a scene she
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had not thought of. Mrs. Kirkman was there,
seated high as in a throne, looking with a sad
but touching resignation upon the disturbed
household. And it was Emma who was sobbing
—sobbing and crying out, and launching a
furious little soft incapable clenched hand into
the air—while Nelly, all glowing red, eyes lit
up with indignation, soft lips quivering with dis-
tress, stood by, with a gaze of horror and fury
and disgust fixed on the visitor’s face. Winnie
went in, and they all stopped short and stared
at her, as if she had dropped from the skies.
Her appearance startled and dismayed them, and
yet it was evidently in perfect accordance with
the spirit of the scene. She could see that at
the first glance. She saw they were already
discussing this event, whatever it might be.
Therefore Winnie did not hesitate. She offered
no ordinary civilities herself, nor required any.
She went straight up to where Mrs. Kirkman
sat, not looking at the others. “ I have come
to ask you what it means,” she said ; and Winnie
felt that they all stopped and gave way to her as
to one who had a right to know.

“ That is what I am asking,” cried Emma,
“ what does it mean? We have all known it
for ages, and none of us said a word. And she
that sets up for being a Christian! As if there

L2
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was 10 honour left in the regiment, and as if we
were to talk of everything that happens! Ask
her, Mrs. Percival. I don’t believe half nor a
quarter what they say of any one. When they
dare to raise up a scandal about Madonna Mary,
none of us are safe. And a thing that we have
all known for a hundred years !”

“ Oh, mamma !”’ said Nelly, softly, under her
breath. The child knew everything about every-
body, as was to have been expected; every sort
of tale had been told in her presence. But
what moved her to shame was her mother’s
share. It was a murmured compunction, a vica-
rious acknowledgment of sin. “ Oh, mamma !”

Tt is not I that am saying it,” cried Emma,
again resuming her sob. “I would have been
torn to pieces first. . Me to harm her that was
always a jewel ! Oh, ask her, ask her! What
is going to come of it, and what does it
mean ?”

“ My dear, perhaps Nelly had better retire
before we speak of it any more,” said Mrs.
Kirkman, meekly. “I am not one that thinks
it right to encourage delusions in the youthful
mind, but still, if there is much more to be
said——"

And then it was Nelly’s turn to speak. “ You
bave talked about everything in the world
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without sending me away,” cried the girl,  till
I wondered and wondered you did not die of
shame. But I’ll stay now. One is safe,” said
Nelly, with a little cry of indignation and
youthful rage, “when you so much as name
Mrs. Ochterlony’s name.”

All this time Winnie was standing upright
and eager before Mrs. Kirkman’s chair. It
was not from incivility that they offered her no
place among them. No one thought of it, and
neither did she. The conflict around her had
sobered Winnie’s thoughts. There was no trace
of her husband in it, nor of that striking her
through her friends which had excited and ex-
hilarated her mind; but the family instinct of
mutual defence awoke in her. ¢ My sister has
heard something which has—which has had a
singular effect upon her,” said Winnie, pausing
instinctively, as if she had been about to betray
something. ““And it is you who have done it ;
I want to know what it means.”

- “ Oh, she must be ill "’ wailed poor Emma ;
I knew she would be ill. If she dies it will
be your fault. Oh, let me go up and see her.
I knew she must be ill.”

As for Mrs. Kirkman, she shook her head
and her long curls, and looked compassionately
upon her agitated audience. And then Winnie



150 Madonna Mary.

heard all the long-hoarded well-remembered tale.
The only difference made in it was that by this
time all confidence in the Gretna Green mar-
riage, which had once been allowed, at least as
a matter of courtesy, had faded out of the story.
Even Mrs. Askell no longer thought of that.
When the charm of something to tell began to
work, the Captain’s wife chimed in with the
_narrative of her superior officer. All the cir-
cumstances of that long-past event were revealed
to the wonder-stricken hearers. Mary’s dis-
tress, and Major Ochterlony’s anxiety, and the
consultations he had with everybody, and the
wonderful indulgence and goodness of the ladies
at the station, who never made any difference,
and all their benevolent hopes that so uncom-
fortable an incident was buried in the past, and
could now have no painful results;—all this
was told to Winnie in detail; and in the con-
fidential committee thus formed, her own pos-
sible deficiencies and shortcomings were all
passed over. “ Nothing would have induced
me to say a syllable on the subject if you had
not been dear Mary’s sister,” Mrs. Kirkman
said ; and then she relieved her mind and told
it all.

Winnie, for her part, sat dumb and listened.
She was more than struck dumb—she was stupe-
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fied by the news. She had thought that Mary
might have been ¢ foolish,” as she herself had
been ¢ foolish;” even that Mary might have
gone further, and compromised herself; but of
a dishonour which involved such consequences
she had never dreamed. She sat and heard it
all in a bewildered horror, with the faces of
Hugh and Will floating like spectres before her
eyes. A woman gone astray from her duty as
a wife was not, Heaven help her! so extraordi-
nary an object in poor Winnie’s eyes—but, good
heavens! Mary’s marriage, Mary’s ooys, the
very foundation and beginning of her life!. The
room went round and round with her as she sat
and listened. A public trial, a great talk in
the papers, one brother against another, and
Mary, Mary, the chief figure in all! Winnie
put her hands up to her ears, not to shut out
the sound of this incredible story, but to deaden
the noises in her head, the throbbing of all her
pulses, and stringing of all her nerves. She
was so stupefied that she could make no sort of-
stand against it, no opposition to the evidence,
which, indeed, was crushing, and left no opening
for unbelief. She accepted it all, or rather, was
carried away by the bewildering, overwhelming
tide. And even Emma Askell got excited, and
woke up out of her crying, and added her con-
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tribution of details. Poor little Nelly, who had
heard it all before, had retired to a corner and
taken up her work, and might be seen in the
distance working furiously, with a hot flush on
her cheek, and now and then wiping a furtive
tear from her eye. Nelly did not know what to
say, nor how to meet it—but there was in her
little woman’s soul a conviction that something
unknown must lie behind, and that the inference
at least was not true.

“And you told Will ?”’ said Winnie, rousing
up at last. “ You knew all the horrible harm it
might do, and you told Will.”

“ It was not I who told him,” said Mrs. Kirk-
man; and then there was a pause, and the two
ladies looked at each other, and a soft, almost
imperceptible flutter, visible only to a female
eye, revealed that there might be something else
to say.

“Who told him ?”’ said Winnie, perceiving the
indications, and feeling her heart thrill and beat
high once more.

“1 am very sorry to say anything, I am sure,
to make it worse,” said Mrs. Kirkman., “It
was not I who told him. I suppose you are
aware that—that Major Percival is here? He
was present at the marriage as well as I. I
wonder he never told you. It was he who told
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Will. He only came to get the explanations
from me.”

They thought she would very probably faint,
or make some demonstration of distress, not
knowing that this was what poor Winnie had
been waiting, almost hoping for; and on the
contrary, it seemed to put new force into her,
"and a kind of beauty, at which her companions -
gazed aghast. The blood rushed into her faded
cheek, and light came to her eyes. She could not
speak at first, so overwhelming was the tide
of energy and new life that seemed to pour into
her veins. After all, she had been a true pro-
phet. It was all for her sake. He had struck
at her through her friends, and she could not be
angry with him. It was a way like another
of showing love, a way hard upon other people,
no doubt, but carrying a certain poignant sweet-
ness to her for whose sake the blow had fallen.
But Winnie knew she was in the presence of
keen observers, and put restraint upon herself.

“ Where is Major Percival to be found ?” she
said, with a measured voice, which she thought
concealed her excitement, but which was over-
done, and made it visible. They thought she
was meditating something desperate when she
spoke in that unnatural voice, and drew her
shawl round her in that rigid way. She might
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have been going to.stab him, the bystanders
thought, or do him some grievous harm.

“ You would not go to him for that?” said
Emma, with a little anxiety, stopping short at
once in her tears and in her talk. “They never
will let you talk to them about what they have
done; and then they always say you take part
with your own friends.”

Mrs. Kirkman, too, showed a sudden change of
interest, and turned to the new subject with zeal
and zest : “If you are really secking a reconcili-
ation with your husband——"" she began ; but
this was more than Winnie could bear.

“1 asked where Major Percival was to be
found,” she said; “I was not discussing my own
affairs: but Nelly will tell me. If that is all
about Mary, I will go away.”

“I will go with you,” cried Emma; ¢ only
wait till I get my things. I knew she would be
ill; and she must not think that we are going to
forsake her now. As if it could make any differ-
ence to us that have known it for ever so long!
Only wait till I get my things.”

“ Poor Mary ! she is not in a state of mind to
be benefited by any visit,” said Mrs. Kirkman,
solemnly. “If it were not for that, I would go.”

As for Winnie, she was trembling with impa-
tience, eager to be free and to be gone, and yet
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not content to go until she had left a sting be-
hind her, like a true woman. ¢ How you all
talk !’ she cried ; *“ as if your making any dif-
ference could matter. You can set it going, but
all you can do will never stop it. Mary has gone
to Will, whom you have made her enemy. Per-
haps she has gone to ask her boy to save her
honour ; and you think she will mind about your
making a difference, or about your visits—when
it is a thing of life or death !”

And she went to the door all trembling,
scarcely able to support herself, shivering with
excitement and wild anticipation. Now she
must see him—now it was her duty to go to him
and ask him why She rushed away, for-
getting even that she had not obtained the infor-
mation she came to seek. She had been speaking
of Mary, but it was not of Mary she was thinking.
Mary went totally out of her mind as she hurried
down the stairs. Now there was no longer any
choice ; she must go to him, must see him, must
renew the interrupted but never-ended struggle.
It filled her with an excitement which she could
not subdue nor resist. Her heart beat so loud
that she did not hear the sound of her own step
on the stairs, but seemed somehow to be carried
down by the air, which encircled her like a soft
whirlwind ; and she did not hear Nelly behind
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her calling her, to tell her where he lived. She
had no recollection of that. She'did not wait
for any one to open the door for her, but rushed
out, moved by her own purpose as by a super-
natural influence; and but for the violent start
he gave, it would have been into his arms she
rushed as she stepped out from the Askells’
door.

This was how their meeting happened. Per-
cival had been going there to ask some questions
about the Cotitage and its inmates, when his wife,
with that look he knew so well, with all the
coming storm in her eyes, and the breath of
excitement quick on her parted lips—stepped out
almost into his arms. He was fond of her, not-
withstanding all their mutual sins; and their
spirits rushed together, though in a different
way from that rush which accompanies the meet-
ing of the lips. They rushed together with a
certain clang and spark ; and the two stood facing
each other in the street, defying, hating, strug-
gling, feeling that they belonged to each other
once more.

1 must speak with you,” said Winnie, in her
haste ; “ take me somewhere that I may speak.
Is this your revenge? I know what you have
done. When everything is ended that you can
do to me, you strike me through my friends.”
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“If you choose to think so——" said Per-
cival.

“If I choose to think so? What else can I
think ?” said the hot combatant; and she went on
by his side with hasty steps and a passion and
force which she had not felt in her since the day
when she fled from him. She felt the new tide
in her veins, the new strength in her heart. It
was not the calm of union, it was the heat of
conflict ; but still, such as it was, it was her life.
She went on with him, never looking or thinking
where they were going, till they reached the
rooms where he was living, and then, all by
themselves, the husband and wife looked each
other in the face.

“Why did you leave me, Winnie ?” he said.
“1 might be wrong, but what does it matter ?
I may be wrong again, but I have got what I
wanted. I would not have minded much killing
the boy for the sake of seeing you and having it
out. Let them manage it their own way; it is
none of our business. Come back to me, and
let them settle it their own way.”

“ Never !’ cried Winnie, though there was a
struggle in her heart. ‘ After doing all the harm
you could do to me,do you think you can recall
me by ruining my sister? How dare you ven-
ture to look me in the face ?”
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“ And I tell you I did not mind what I did to
get to see you and have it out with you,” said
Percival ; ““and if that is why you are here, I
am glad I did it. What is Mary to me? She
must look after herself. But I cannot exist
without my wife.”

“Jt was like that, your conduct that drove
me away,” said Winnie, with a quiver on her
lips.

“It was like it,” said he, “only that you
never did me justice. My wife is not like other
men’s wives. 1 might drive you away, for you
were always impatient ; but you need not think
I would stick at anything that had to be done to
get you back.”

“You will never get me back,” said Winnie,
with flashing eyes. All her beauty had come
back to her in that moment. It was the war-
fare that did it, and at the same time it was the
homage and flattery which were sweet to her, and
which she could see in everything he said. He
would have stuck at nothing to get her back.
For that object he would have ruined, or killed,
or done anything wicked. What did it matter
. about the other people? There was a sort of
magnificence in it that took her captive; for
neither of the two had pure motives or a high
standard of action, or enough cven of conven-
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tional goodness to make them hypocrites. They
both acknowledged, in a way, that themselves,
the two of them, were the chief objects in the
universe, and everything else in the world faded
into natural insignificance when they stood face
to face, and their great perennial conflict was
renewed.

“T do not believe it,”” said Percival. I have
told you I will stick at nothing. Let other peo-
ple take care of their own affairs. = What have
you to doin that weedy den with that old woman ?
You arc not good enough, and you never were
meant for that. I knew you would come to me
at the last.”

“But you are mistaken,” said Winnie, still
breathing fire and flame.  “ The old woman, as
you call her, is good to me, good as nobody ever
was. She loves me, though you may think it
strange. And if I have come to you it is not for .
you ; it is to ask what you have done, what your
horrible motive could be, and why, now you have
done every injury to me a man could do, you
should try to strike me through my friends.”

“] do not care that for your friends,” said
Percival. It was to force you to see me, and
have it out. Let them take care of themselves.
Neither man nor woman has any right to inter-
fere in my affairs.”
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“ Nobody was interfering in your affairs,” cried
Winnie ; “ do you think they had anything to do
with it ?7—could they have kept me if I wanted
to go? It is me you are fighting against. Leave
Mary alone, and put out your strength on me. I
harmed you, perhaps, when I gave in to you and
let you marry me. But she never did you any
harm. Leave Mary, at least, alone.”

Percival turned away with a disdainful shrug
of his shoulders. He was familiar enough with
the taunt. “If you harmed me by that act, I
harmed you still more, I suppose,” he said.
“ We have gone over that ground often enough.
Let us have it out now. Are you coming back
to your duty and to me ?”

“T came to speak of Mary,” said Winnie,
facing him as he turned.  Set those right first
who have never done you any harm, and then we
. can think of the others. The innocent come
first. Strike at me like a man, but not through
my friends.”

She sat down as she spoke, without quite
knowing what she did. She sat down, because,
though the spirit was moved to passionate
energy, the flesh was weak. Perhaps something
in the movement touched the man who hated and
loved her, as she loved and hated him. A sudden
pause came to the conflict, such as does occur
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capriciously in such struggles; in the midst of
their fury a sudden touch of softness came over
them. They were alone—nothing but mists of
passion were between them, and though they
were fighting like foes, still their perverse souls
were one. He came up to her suddenly and
seized her hands, not tenderly, but rudely, as was
natural to his state of mind. _

‘ Winnie,” he said, “ this will not do; come
away with me. You may struggle as you please,
but you are mine. Don’t let us make a laughing-
stock- of ourselves! What are a set of old women
and children between you and me ? Let them
fight it out; it will all come right. What is
anything in the world between you and me?
Come ! T am not going to be turned off or put
away as if you did not mind. I know you better
than that. Come! I tell you, nothing can stand
between you and me.”

“Never |”” said Winnie, blazing with passion ;
but even while she spoke the course of the tor-
rent changed. It leaped the feeble boundaries,
and went into the other channel—the channel of
love which runs side by side with that of hate.
““You leave me to be insulted by everybody who
has a mind—and if I were to go with you, it is
you who would insult me !’ cried Winnie. And
the tears came pouring to her eyes suddenly like

VOL. TI. M
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a thunder-storm. It was all over in a moment,
and that was all that was said. What were
other people that either he or she should postpone
their own affairs to any secondary consideration ?
Their spirits rushed together with a flash of fire,
and roll of thunder. The suddenness of it was
the thing that made it effectual. Something
“ smote the chord of self, that trembling ” burst
into a tumult of feeling and took to itself the
semblance of love; no matter how it had been
brought about. Was not anything good that set
them face to face, and showed the two that life
could not continue for them apart? Neither the
tears, nor the reproaches, nor the passion were
over, but it changed all at once into such a
quarrel has had happened often enough before
then. As soon as Winnie came back to her
warfare, she had gone back, so to speak, to her
duties according to her conception of them. Thus
the conflict swelled, and rose, and fluctuated,
and softened, like many another; but no more
thoughts of the Cottage, or of Aunt Agatha, or
of Mary’s sudden calamity drew Winnie from
her own subject. After all, it was, as she had
felt, a pasteboard cottage let down upon her for
the convenience of the moment—a thing to dis-
appear by pulleys when the moment of necessity
was over. And when they had had it out, she
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went off with her husband the same evening,
sending a rapid note of explanation to Aunt
Agatha—and not with any intention of un-
kindness, but only with that superior sense of
the importance of her own concerns which was.
natural to her. She hoped Mary would come
back soon, and that all would be comfortably
settled, she said. “ And Mary is more of a com-.
panion to you than I ever could be,” Winnie
added in her letter, with a touch of that strange:
jealousy which was always latent in her. She
was glad that Mary should be Miss Seton’s com-
panion, and yet was vexed that anybody should
take her place with her aunt, to whom she herself
had once been all in all. Thus Winnie, who had
gone into Carlisle that morning tragically bent.
upon the confounding of her husband’s plans,.
and the formation of one eternal wall of separa-.
tion between them, eloped with him in the:
evening as if he had been her lover. And there
was a certain thrill of pride and tenderness in her-
bosom to think that to win her back he would
stick at nothing, and did not hesutate to strike
her through her friends.



CHAPTER X.

HERE is something wonderful in

the ease with which the secondary

actors in a great crisis can shake

themselves free of the event, and
return to their own affairs, however exciting the
moment may be at which it suits them to strike
off. The bystanders turn away from the most
horrible calamity, and sit down by their own
tables and talk about their own trivial busi-
ness before the sound of the guns has ceased
to vibrate on the air, or the smoke of the
battle has dispersed which has brought ruin and
misery to their dearest friends. The principle
of human nature, that every man should bear his
own burden, lies deeper than all philosophy.
‘Winnie, though she had been excited about her
sister’s mysterious misfortune and roused by
it, and was ready, to her own inconvenience,
to make a great effort on Mary’s behalf, yet
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could turn off on her way without any struggle,
with that comfortable feeling that all must come
right in the end which is so easy for the lookers-on.
But the real sufferers could not entertain so
charming a confidence. That same day rose heavily
over poor Hugh, who, all alone in Earlston, still
debated with himself. He had written to his
uncle to express his amazement and dismay, and
to ask for time to give full consideration to
the terrible news he had heard. ‘ You need
not fear that I will do anything to wound my
mother,” the poor boy had written, with a bitter
pang in his heart. But after that he had sunk
into a maze of questions and discussions with
himself, and of miserable uncertainty as to what
he ought to do. The idea of asking anybody for
information about it seemed almost as bad to him
as owning the fact at once; asking about his
mother—about facts in her life which she had
never herself disclosed—inquiring if, perhaps, she
was a woman dishonoured and unworthy of her
children’s confidence ! It seemed to Hugh as
if it would be far easier to give up Earlston, and
let Will or any one else who pleased have it.
He had tried more than once to write to Mr.
Churchill, the chaplain, of whom he had heard
his mother speak, and of whom he had even a
faint traditional sort of recollection; but the
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-cffort always sickened him, and made him rush
away in disgust to the open air, and the
soothing sounds of nature. He was quite alone
-during those few days. His neighbours did
not know of his return, for he had been so
-speedily overtaken by this news as to have had
no heart to go anywhere or show himself among
them. Thus he was left to his own thoughts,
-and they were bitter. In the very height of his
youthful hopes and satisfaction, just at the
moment when he was most full of plans, and
taking the most perfect pleasure in his life, this
bewildering cloud had come on him. He did
not even go on with his preparations for the
transfer of the Museum, in the sickness of his
heart, notwithstanding the eagerness he felt
whenever he thought of it to complete that
arrangement at least, and secure his uncle’s will
‘to that extent, if no more. But it did not seem
possible to exert himself about one thing without
exerting himself about all, and he who had been
80 fresh and full of emnergy, fell supine into a
kind of utter wretchedness. The course of his
life was stopped when it had been in full career.
He was suddenly thrown out of all he had been
-doing, all he had been planning. The scheme
-of his existence seemed all at once turned into
folly and made a lie of. What could he do?
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His lawyer wrote to say that he meant to come
to Earlston on some business connected with the
cstate, but Hugh put him off, and deferred every-
thing. How could he discuss affairs which pos-
sibly were not his affairs, but his brother’s? How
could he enter into any arrangements, or think
of anything, however reasonable or necessary,
with this sword hanging over his head? He
got up early in the morning, and startled the
servants before they were up, by opening doors
and shutters in his restlessness; and he sat up
at night thinking it all over, for ever thinking of
it and never coming to any result. How could
he inquire, how could he prove or disprove the
horrible assertion? Even to think of it seemed
a tacit injury to his mother. The only way to
do his duty by her seemed to be to give up all
and go away to the end of the world. And yet
he was a man, and right and justice were dear
to him, and he revolted against doing that. It
was as if he had been caught by some gigantic
iron hand of fate in the sweetness of his fearless
life. He had never heard nor read of, he thought,
anything so cruel. By times bitter tears came
into his eyes, wrung from him by the intolerable
pressure. He could not give up his own cause
and his mother’s cause without a struggle. He
could not relinquish his life and rights to another;
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and yet how could he defend himself by means
that would bring one question to careless lips,
one light laugh to the curious world, over his
mother’s name? Such an idea had never so
much as entered into his head. It made his life
miserable.

He read over Mr. Penrose’s letter a dozen
times in the day, and he sat at night with his
eyes fixed on the flame of his lamp, calling back '
his childhood and its events. It was as vague
as a dream, and he could not identify his broken
recollections. If he could have gone to Mrs.
Ochterlony and talked it over with her, Hugh
might have remembered many things, but want-
ing that thread of guidance he lost himself in
the misty maze. By dint of thinking it over
and over, and representing the scene to his mind
in every possible way, it came to him finally to
believe that some faint impression of the event
which he was asked to remember did linger in
his memory, and that thought, which he could
not put away, stung him like a serpent. Was
it really true that he remembered it ? Then the
accusation must be true, and he nameless and
without rights, and Mary: Not much
wonder that the poor boy, sick to the heart,
turned his face from the light and hid himself,
and felt that he would be glad if he could only
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die. Yet dying would be of no use, for there
was Islay who would come next to him, who
never would have dreamt of dispossessing him,
but who, if this was true, would need to stand
aside in his turn and make room for Will
Will !—It was hard for Hugh not to feel a thrill
of rage and scorn and amaze mixing with his
misery when he thought of the younger brother
to whom he had been so continually indulgent
and affectionate. He who had been always the
youngest, the most guarded and tended, whom
Hugh could remember in his mother’s arms, on
her knee, a part of her as it were; he to turn
upon them all, and stain her fame, and ruin the
family honour for his own base advantage! These
thoughts came surging up one after another, and
tore Hugh’s mind to pieces and made him as
helpless as a child, now with one suggestion,
- now with another. What could he do? And
accordingly he did nothing but fall into a lethargy
and maze of despair, did not sleep, did not eat,
filled the servants’ minds with the wildest sur-
mises, and shut himself up, as if that could have
deferred the course of events, or shut out the
coming fate.

This had lasted only a- day or two, it is true,
but it might have been for a century, to judge
by Hugh’s feelings. He felt indeed as if he had



170 Madonna Mary.

never been otherwise, never been light-hearted
or happy, or free to take pleasure in his life; as
if he had always been an impostor expecting to
be found out. Nature itself might have awakened
him from his stupor had he been left to himself;
but, as it happened, there came a sweeter touch.
"He had become feverishly anxious about his
letters ever since the arrival of that one which
had struck him so unlooked-for a blow ; and he
started when something was brought to him in
the evening at an hour when letters did not
arrive, and a little note with a little red seal, very
carefully folded that no curious eye might be
able to penetrate, Poor Hugh felt a certain
thrill of fright at the innocent-seeming thing,
coming insidiously at this moment when he
thought himself safe, and bringing, for anything
he could tell, the last touch to his misery. He
held it in his hand while it was explained to him
that one of the servants had been to Carlisle with
an order given before the world had changed—
an order made altogether antiquated and out of
course by having been issued three days before ;
and that he had brought back this note. Only
when the door closed upon the man and his
cxplanation did Hugh break the tiny seal. It
was not a letter to be alarmed at. It was
written as it were with tears, sweet tears of
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sympathy and help and tender succour. This
was what Nelly’s little letter said :—

“Dear Mr. Huea,—I want to let you know
of something that has happened to-day, and at
which you may perhaps be surprised. Mrs.
Percival met Major Percival here, and I think
they have made friends ; and she has gone away
with him. I think you ought to know, because
she told us dear Mrs. Ochterlony had gone to
Liverpool ; and Miss Seton will be left alone. I
should have asked mamma to let me go and stay
with her, but T am going into Scotland to an old
friend of papa’s, who is living at Gretna. I
remember hearing long ago that it was at Gretna
dear Mrs. Ochterlony was married—and per-
haps there is somebody there who remembers her.
If you see Aunt Agatha, would you please ask her
when it happened ? I should so like to see the
place, and ask the people if they remember her.
I think she must have been so beautiful then ;
she is beautiful now—1I never loved anybody so
much in my life. And I am afraid she is
anxious about Will. I should not like to trouble
you, for I am sure you must have a great deal to
occupy your mind, but I should so like to know
how dear Mrs. Ochterlony is, and if there is any-
thing the matter with Will. He always was very
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funny, you know, and theu he is only a boy, and
does not know what he means. Mamma sends
her kind regards, and I am, dear Mr. Hugh,
“ Very sincerely yours,
“ NeLLy.”

This was the letter. Hugh read it slowly
over, every word—and then he read it again;
and two great globes of dew got into his eyes,
and Nelly’s sweet name grew big as he read
through them, and wavered over all the page;
and when he had come to that signature the
second time he put it down on the table, and
leant his face on it, and cried. Yes, cried,
though he was a man—wept hot tears over it,
few but great, that felt to him like the opening
of a spring in his soul, and drew the heat and
the horror out of his brain. His young breast
shook with a few great sobs—the passion climb-
ing in his throat burst forth, and had utterance ;
and then he rose up and stretched his young
arms, and drew himself up to the fulness of his
height. What did it matter, after all? What
was money, and lands, and every good on earth,
compared to the comfort of living in the same
world with a creature such as this, who was as
sweet as the flowers, and as true as the sky?
She had done it by instinct, not knowing, as she
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herself said, what she meant, or knowing only
that her little heart swelled with kind impulses,
tender pity, and indignation, and yet pity over
all; pity for Will, too, who, perhaps, was going
to make them all miserable. But Nelly could
not have understood the effect her little letter
had upon Hugh. He shook himself free after
it, as if from chains that had been upon him.
He gave a groan, poor boy, at the calamity which
was not to be ignored, and then he said to him-
self, “ After all?”” After all, and in spite of all,
while there was Nelly living, it was not un-
mingled ill to live. And when he looked at it
again, a more reasonable kind of comfort seemed
to come to him out of the girl’s letter; his eye
was caught by the word struck out, which yet
was not too carefully struck out, “ where dear
Mrs. Ochterlony was first married.” = He gave a
cry when this new light entered into his mind.
He roused himself up from his gloom and stupor,
and thought and thought until his very brain
ached as with labour, and his limbs began to
thrill as with new vigour coming back. And a
glimmering of the real truth suddenly rushed, all
vague and dazzling, upon Hugh’s darkness.
There had been no hint in Mr. Penrose’s letter
of any such interpretation of the mystery. Mr.
Penrose himself had received no such hint, and
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even Will, poor boy, had heard of it only as a
fable, to which he gave no attention. They two,
and Hugh himself in his utter misery, had
accepted as a probable fact the calumny of
which Nelly’s pure mind instinctively demanded
an explanation. They had not known it to be
impossible that Mary should be guilty of such
sin; but Nelly had known it, and recognised the
incredible mystery, and demanded the reason for
it, which everybody else had ignored or forgotten.
He seemed to see it for a moment, as the watchers
on a sinking ship might see the gleam of a light-
house ;—and then it disappeared from him in the
wild waste of ignorance and wonder, and then
gleamed out again, as if in Nelly’s eyes. That
was why she was going, bless her! She who
never went upon visits, she who knew better, and
had insight in her eyes, and saw it could not be.
These thoughts passed through Hugh’s mind in a
flood, and changed heaven and earth round about
him, and set him on solid ground, as it were,
instead of chaos. He was not wise enough, good
enough, pure enough, to know the truth of him-
self—but Nelly could see it, as with angel eyes.
He was young, and he loved Nelly, and that was
how it appeared to him. Shame that had been
brooding over him in the darkness, fled away.
He rose up and felt as if he were yet a man, and
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had still his life before him, whatever might
happen ; and that he was there not only to com-
fort and protect his mother, but to defend and
vindicate her ; not to run away and keep silent
like the guilty, but to face the pain of it, and the
shame of it, if such bitter need was, and estab-
lish the truth. All this came to Hugh’s mind
from the simple little letter, which Nelly, crying
and burning with indignation and pity, and an
intolerable sense of wrong, had written without
knowing what she meant. For anything Hugh
could tell, his mother’s innocence and honour,
even if intact, might never be proved,—might do
no more for him than had it been guilt and
shame. The difference was that he had seen this
accusation, glancing through Nelly’s eyes, to be
impossible ; that he had found out that there was
an interpretation somewhere, and the lcad was
taken off his soul. '

The change was so great, and his relief so im-
mense, that he felt as if even that night he must
act upon it. He could not go away, as he longed
to do, for all modes of communication with the
world until the morning were by that time im-
practicable. But he did what eased his mind at
least. He wrote to Mr. Penrose a very grave,
almost solemn letter, with neither horror nor
even anger in it. “ I do not know what the cir-
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cumstances are, nor what the facts may be,” he
wrote, * but whatever they are, I do not doubt
that my mother will explain—and I shall come
to you immediately, that the truth may be made
clearly apparent.” And he wrote to Mr.
Churchill as he had never yet had the courage
to do, asking to be told how it was. When he
had done this, he rose up, feeling himself still
more his own master. Hugh did not deceive
himself; he did not think, because Nelly had
communicated to his eyes her own divine sim-
plicity of sight, that therefore it was certain that
everything would be made clear and manifest to
the law or the world. It might be otherwise :
Mirs. Ochterlony might never be able to establish
her own spotless fame, and her elder children’s
rights. It might be, by some horrible conspiracy
of ciroumstances, that his name and position
should be taken from him, and his honour stained
beyond remedy. Such a thing was still possible.
But Hugh felt that even then all would not be
lost, that God would still be in heaven, and justice
and mercy to some certain extent on the earth,
and duty still before him. The situation was
not changed, but only the key-note of his thoughts
was changed, and his mind had come back to
itself. He rose up, though it was getting late,
and rang the bell for Francis Ochterlony’s
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favourite servant, and began to arrange about
the removal of the Museum. He might not be
master long—in law; but he was master by
right of nature and his uncle’s will, and he would
at least do his duty as long as he remained there.

Mrs. Gilsland, the housekceper, was in the
hall as he went out, and she curtseyed and stood
before him, rustling in her black silk gown, and
eyeing him doubtfully. She was afraid to disturb
the Squire, as she said, but there was a poor soul
there, if so be as he would speak a word to her.
It annoyed Hugh to be drawn away from his
occupations just as he had been roused to return
to them ; but Nelly’s letter and the influence of
profound emotion had given a certain softness to
his soul. He asked what it was, and heard it
was a poor woman who had come with a peti-
tion. She had come a long way, and had a child
with her, but nobody had liked to disturb the
young Squire: and now it was providential, Mrs.
Gilsland thought, that he should have passed just
at that moment. ¢ She has been gone half her
lifetime, Mr. Hugh—I mean Sir,” said the house-
keeper, “ though she was born and bred here;
and her poor man is that bad with the para-
lytics that she has to do everything, which she

thought if perhaps you would give her the new
lodge ”

VoL. III. N
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¢ The new lodge is not built yet,” said Hugh,
with a pang in his heart, feeling, notwithstanding
his new courage, that it was hard to remember
all his plans and the thousand changes it might
never be in his power to make; “and it ought
to be some one who has a claim on the family,”
he added, with a half-conscious sigh. -

“ And that’s what poor Susan has,” said Mrs.
Gilsland. ““ Master would never have said no if
it had been in his time ; for he knew as he had
been unjust to them poor folks; and a good
claim on you, Mr. Hugh. She is old Sommer-
ville’s daughter, as you may have heard talk on,
and as decent a woman: ?

“ Who was old Sommerville ?”’ said Hugh.

“ He was one as was a faithful servant to your
poor papa,” said the housekeeper. ¢ I’ve heard
as he lost his place all for the Captain’s sake, as
was Captain Ochterlony then, and as taking
a young gentleman as ever was. If your mother
was to hear of it, Mr. Hugh, she is not the lady to
forget. A poor servant may be most a friend to
his master—I’ve heard many and many a one
say so that was real quality—and your mamma
being a true lady: ?

“Yes,” said Hugh, “a good servant is a
friend ; and if she had any claims upon my
father, I will certainly see her; but I am busy
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. now. I have not been—well. I have been
neglecting a great many things, and now that I
feel a little better, I have a great deal to do.”

“ Oh, sir, it isn’t lost time as makes a poor
creature’s heart to sing for joy !”’ said Mrs. Gils-
land. She was a formidable housekeeper, but
she was a kind woman ; and somehow a subtle
perception that their young master had been
in trouble had crept into the mind of the house-
hold. ¢ Which it’s grieved as we’ve all been to
see as you was not—well,” she added, with a
curtsey ; “it’s been the watching and the
‘anxiety; and so good as you was, sir, to the
Squire. But poor Susan has five mile to go, and
a child in arms, as is a load to carry; and her
poor sick husband at home. And it was borne
in upon them as perhaps for old Sommerville’s
sake——"’

“ Well, who was he ?”’ said Hugh, with languid
interest, a little fretted by the interruption, yet
turning his steps towards the housekeeper’s room,
from which a gleam of firelight shone, at the end
of a long corridor. He did not know anything
about old Sommerville; the name awakened no
associations in his mind, and even the bouse-
keeper’s long narrative as she followed -him
caught his attention only by intervals. She was
so anxious to produce an effect for her protégée’s

N 2
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sake that she began with an elaborate description
of old Sommerville’s place and privileges, which
whizzed past Hugh’s ear without ever touching
his mind. But he was too good-hearted to re-
sist the picture of the poor woman who had five
miles to go, and ‘a baby and a sick husband.
She was sitting basking before the fire in Mrs.
Gilsland’s room, poor soul, thinking as little
about old Sommerville as the young Squire was ;
her heart beating high with anxiety about the
new lodge—beating as high as if it was a king-
dom she had hopes of conquering; with excite-
ment as profound as that which moved Hugh
himself when he thought of his own fortune
hanging in the balance, and of the name and
place and condition of which perhaps he was
but an usurper. It was as much to poor Susan
to have the lodge as it was to him to have Earls-
ton, or rather a great deal more. And he went
in, putting a stop to Mrs. Gilsland’s narrative,
and began to talk to the poor suitor; and the
firelight played pleasantly on the young man’s
handsome face, as he stood full in its ruddy
illumination to hear her story, with his own
anxiety lying at his heart like a stone. To look
at this scene, it looked the least interesting of
all that was going on at that moment in the
history of the Ochterlony family—less important
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than what was taking place in Liverpool, where
Mary was—or even than poor Aunt Agatha’s
solitary tears over Winnie’s letter, which had
just been taken in to her, and which went to her
heart. The new lodge might never be built, and
Hugh Ochterlony might never have it in his
vpower to do anything for poor Susan, who was
old Sommerville’s daughter. But at least he
was not hard-hearted, and it was a kind of natu-
ral grace and duty to hear what the poor soul
had to say.



CHAPTER XI.

T was morning when Mary arrived
in Liverpool, early morning, chilly
and grey. She had been detained
on the road by the troublesome

delays of a cross route, and the fresh breath of
the autumnal morning chilled her to the heart.
And she had not come with any distinct
 plan. She did not know what she was going
to do. It had seemed to her as if the
mere sight of her would set her boy right,
had there been evil in his mind ; and she did not
know that there was any evil in his mind.  She
knew nothing of what was in Mr. Penrose’s
letter, which had driven Hugh to such despair.
She did not even know whether Will had so much
as mentioned his discovery to Uncle Penrose, or
whether he might not have fled there, simply to
get away from the terrible thought of his mother’s
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disgrace. If it were so, she had but to take her
boy in her arms, to veil her face with shame, yet
raise it with conscious honour, and tell him how
it all was. This, perhaps, was what she most
thought of doing—to show him the rights of the
story, of which he had only heard the evil-
seeming side, and to reconcile him to herself and
the world, and his life, on all of which a shadow
must rest, as Mary thought, if any shadow rested
on his mother. By times she was grieved with
Will—*“ angry,” as he would have said—to think
he had gone away in secret without unfolding
his troubles to the only creature who could clear-
them up ; but by times it seemed to her as though
it was only his tenderness of her, his delicacy
for her, that had driven him away. That he
could not endure the appearance of a stain upon
her, that he was unable to let her know the
possibility of any suspicion—this was chiefly what
Mrs. Ochterlony thought. And it made her
heart yearn towards the boy. Anything about
Earlston, or Hugh, or the property, or Will’s
rights, had not crossed her mind; even Mrs.
Kirkman’s hints had proved useless, so far as
that was concerned. Such a thing seemed to
her as impossible as to steal or to murder. When
they were babies, a certain thrill of apprehension
had moved her whenever she saw any antagonism
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between the brothers; but when the moment of
"realizing it came, she was unable to conceive of
such a horror. To think of Will harming Hugh !
It was impossible—more than impossible ; and
thus as she drove through the unknown streets
in the early bustle of the morning, towards the
distant suburb in which Mr. Penrose lived, her
thoughts rejected all tragical suppositions. The
interview would be painful enough in any case,
for it was hard for a mother to have to defend
herself, and vindicate her good fame, to her boy ;
but still it could have been nothing but Will’s
horror at such a revelation—his alarm at the
mere idea of such a suspicion ever becoming
known to his mother—his sense of disenchant-
ment in the entire world following his discovery,
that made him go away : and this she had it in
her power to dissipate for ever. This was how she
was thinking as she approached Mr. Penrose’s
great mansion, looking out eagerly to see if any
one might be visible at the windows. She saw
no one, and her heart beat high as she looked up
at the blank big house, and thought of the young
heart that would flutter and perhaps sicken at
the sight of her, and then expand into an infinite
content, For by this time she had so reasoned
herself into reassurance, and the light and breath
of the morning had so invigorated her mind, that
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she had no more doubt that her explanations
would content him, and clear away every cloud
from his thoughts, than she had of his being her
son, and loyal as no son of hers could fail to be.

The servants did not make objections to her
as they had done to Will. They admitted her
to the cold, uninhabited drawing-room, and in-
formed her that Mr. Penrose was out, but that
young Mr. Ochterlony was certainly to be found.
““Tell him it is his mother,” said Mary, with her
heart yearning over him ; and then she sat down
to wait. There was nothing after all in the
emergency to tremble at. She smiled at herself
when she thought of her own horrible apprehen-
sions, and of the feelings with which she had
hurried from the Cottage. It would be hard
to speak of the suspicion to which she was
subjected, but then she could set it to rest for
eéver: and what did the pang matter? Thus
she sat with a wistful smile on her face, and
waited. The moments passed, and she heard
sounds of steps outside, and something that
sounded like the hurried shutting of the great
door; but no eager foot coming to meet her—no
rapid entrance like that she had looked for. She
sat still until the smile became rigid on her lip,
and a wonderful depression came to her soul.
Was he not coming ? Could it be that he judged
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her without hearing her, and would not see his
mother ? Then her heart woke up again when
she heard some one approaching, but it was only
the servant who had opened the door.

“1 beg your pardon, ma’am,” said the man,
with hesitation, “ but it appears I made a mistake.
Young Mr. Ochterlony was not—I mean he has
gone out. Perhaps, if it was anything of im-
portance, you could wait.”

“ He has gone out? so early ?—surely not
after he knew I was here ?’ said Mary, wildly ;
and then she restrained herself with an effort.
“It is something of importance,” she said,
giving a groan in her heart, which was not
audible. “ I am his mother, and it is necessary
that I should see him. Yes, I will wait; and if
you could send some one to tell him, if you
know where he is——”

¢ I should think, ma’am, he is sure to be home
to luncheon,” said the servant, evading this de- .
mand. To luncheon—and it was only about ten
o’clock in the morning now. Mary clasped her
hands together to keep herself from crying out.
Could he have been out before she arrived—could
he have fled to avoid her? She asked herself the
question in a kind of agony; but Mr. Penrose’s
man stood blank and respectful at the door, and
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offered no point of appeal. She could not take
him into her counsel, or consult him as to what
it all meant; and yet she was so anxious, so
miserable, so heart-struck by this suspense, that
she could not let him go without an effort to
find something out.

“ Has lLe gone with his uncle?” she said.
‘“ Perhaps I might find him at Mr. Penrose’s
office. No? Or perhaps you can tell me if
there is any place he is in the habit of going to,
or if he always goes out so early. I want very
much to see him; I have been travelling all
night ; it is very important,” Mary added, wist-
fully looking in the attendant’s face.
* Mr. Penrose’s butler was very solemn and
precise, but yet there was something in the sight
of her restrained distress which moved him. I
don’t know as I have remarked what time the
young gentleman goes out,” he said. * He’s
early this morning—mostly he varies a bit—but
I don’t make no doubt ashe’ll be in to luncheon.”
When he had said this the man did not go away,
but stood with a mixture of curiosity and sym-
pathy, sorry for the new-comer, and wondering
what it all meant. If Mary herself could but
have made out what it all meant! She turned
away, with the blood, as she thought, all going
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back upon her heart, and the currents of life
flowing backward to their source. Had he fled
from her? What did it mean?

In this state of suspense Mrs. Ochterlony
passed the morning. She had a maid sent to her,
and was shown, though with a little wonder and
hesitation, into a slecping room, where she
mechanically took off her travelling wraps and
assumed her indoor appearance so far as that was
possible. It was a great, still, empty, resound-
ing house; the rooms were large, coldly fur-
nished, still looking new for want of use,
and vacant of any kind of occupation or in-
_ terest. Mary came downstairs again, and placed
herself at onc of the great windows in the draw-
ing-room. She would not go out, even to seek
Will, lest she might miss him by the way. She
went and sat down by the window, and gazed out
upon the strip of suburban road which was
visible through the shrubberies, feeling her heart
beat when any figure, however unlike her boy,
appeared upon it. It might be he, undiscernible
in the distance, or it might be some one from
him, some messenger or ambassador. It was
what might be called a handsome room, but it
was vacant, destitute of everything which could
give it interest, with some trifling picture-books
on the table and meaningless knick-nacks. YWhen
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Mrs. Ochterlony was sick of sitting watching at
the window she would get up and walk round it,
and look at the well-bound volumes on the table,
and feel herself grow wild in the excess of her
energy and vechemence, by contrast with the
deadly calm of her surroundings. What was it
to this house, or its master, or the other human
creatures in it, that she was beating her wings
thus, in the silence, against the cage? Thus she
sat, or stood, or walked about, the whole long
morning, counting the minutes on the time-piece
or on her watch, and feeling every minute an
hour. Where had he gone? had he fled to
escape ? or was his absence natural and acci-
dental? These questions went through her head,
one upon another, with increasing commotion and
passion, until she found herself unable to rest,
and felt her veins tingling and her pulses throb-
bing in a wild harmony. It seemed years since
she had arrived when one o’clock struck, and a
few minutes later the sound of a gong thrilled
through the silence. This was for luncheon.
It was not a bell, which might be heard outside
and quickened the steps of any one who might
be coming. Mary stood still and watched at her
window, but nobody came. And then the butler,
whose curiosity was more and more roused, came
upstairs with steady step, and shoes that creaked
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in a deprecating, apologetic way, to ask if she
would go down to luncheon, and to regret re-
spectfully that the young gentleman had not yet
come in. “ No doubt, ma’am, if he had known
you were coming, he’d have been here,” the man
said, not without an inquiring look at her, which
Mrs. Ochterlony was vaguely conscious of. She
went downstairs with a kind of mechanical
obedience, feeling it an ease to go into another
room, and find another window at which she
could look out. She could see another bit of
road further off, and it served to fill her for the
moment with renewed hope. There, at least, she
must surely see him coming. But the moments
still kept going on, gliding off the steady hand of
the time-piece like so many months or years. And
still Will did not come.

It was all the more dreadful to her, because
she had been totally unprepared for any such
trial. It had never occurred to her that her
boy, though he had run away, would avoid her
now. By this time even the idea that he could
be avoiding her went out of her mind, and she
began to think some accident had happened to
him. He was young and careless, a country boy
—and there was no telling what terrible thing
might have happened on those thronged streets,
which had felt like Pandemonium to Mary’s un-
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used faculties. And she did not know where to
go to look for him, or what to do. In her terror
she began to question the man, who kept coming
and going into the room, sometimes venturing to
invite her attention to the dishes, which were
growing cold, sometimes merely looking at her,
as he went and came. She asked about her boy
—what he had been doing since he came—if he
were not in the habit of going to his uncle’s
office—if he had made any acquaintances—if
there was anything that could account for his
absence? “ Perhaps he went out sight-seeing,”
said Mary ; “ perhaps he is with his uncle at the
office. He was always very fond of shipping.”
But she got very doubtful and hesitating replies
—replies which were so uncertain that fear
blazed up within her; and the slippery docks and
" dangerous water, the great carts in the streets
and the string of carriages, came up before her
eyes again.
" Thus the time passed till it was evening.
Mary’could not, or rather would not, believe her
own senses, and yet it was true. Shadows stole
into the corners, and a star, which it made her
heart sick to see, peeped out in the green-blue
sky—and she went from one room to another,
watching the two bits of road. First the one
opening, which was fainter and farther off,
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then the other, which was overshadowed by
the trees, yet visible and near. Every time
she changed the point of watching, she felt
sure that he must be coming. But yet the
stars peeped out, and the lamps were lighted on
the road, and her boy did not appear. She was
a woman used to self-restraint, and but for her
flitting up and down stairs, and the persistent
way she kept by the window, the servants might
not have noticed anything remarkable about her;
but they had all possession of one fact which
quickened their curiosity—and the respectable
butler prowled about watching her, in a way
which would have irritated Mrs. Ochterlony, had
she been at sufficient leisure in her mind to
remark him. When the time came that the
lamp must be lighted and the windows closed, it
went to her heart like a blow. She had to
reason to herself that her watch could make no
difference—could not bring him a moment sooner
or later—and yet to be shut out from that one
point of interest was hard. They told her Mr.
Penrose was expected immediately, and that no
doubt the young gentleman would be with him.
To see Will only in his uncle’s presence was not
what Mary had been thinking of—but yet it was
better than this suspense; and now that her
eyes could serve her no longer, she sat listening,
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feeling every sound echo in her brain, and her-
self surrounded, as it were, by a rustle of pass-
ing feet and a roll of carriages that came and
passed and brought nothing to her. And the
house was so still and vacant, and resounded with
every movement—even with her own foot, as she
changed her seat, though her foot had always
been so light. That day’s watching had made a
change upon her, which a year under other cir-
cumstances would not have made. Her brow
was contracted with lines unknown to its broad
serenity ; her eyes looked out eagerly from the
lids which had grown curved and triangular with
anxiety ; her mouth was drawn together and
colourless. The long, speechless, vacant day,
with no occupation in it but that of watching and
listening, with its sense of time lost and oppor-
tunity deferred, with its dreadful suggestion of
other things and thoughts which might be making
progress and nourishing harm, while she sat here
impeded and helpless, and unable to prevent it,
was perhaps the severest ordeal Mary could have
passed through. It was the same day on which
‘Winnie went to Carlisle—it was the same evening
on which Hugh received Nelly’s letter, which
found his mother motionless in Mr. Penrose’s
drawing-room, waiting. This was the hardest of
all, and yet not so hard as it might have been.
VOL. 1II, 0 )
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For she did not know, what all the servants in
the house knew, that Will had seen her arrive—
that he had rushed out of the house, begging the
man to deceive her—that he had kept away all
day, not of necessity, but because he did not dare
to face her. Mary knew nothing of this ; but it was
hard enough to contend with the thousand spectres
that surrounded her, the fears of accident, the
miserable suspense, the dreary doubt and dark-
ness that seemed to hang over everything, as she
waited ever vainly in the silence for her boy’s
return.

‘When some one arrived at the door, her heart
leaped so into her throat that she felt herself suf-
focated ; she had to put her hands to her side
and clasp them there to support herself as foot-
steps came up the stair. She grew sick, and a
mist came over her eyes; and then all at once
she saw clearly, and fell back, fainting in the body,
horribly conscious and alive in the mind,
when she saw it was Mr. Penrose, who came in
alone,
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CHAPTER XII.

ILL had seen his mother arrive. He
was coming downstairs at the mo-
ment, and he heard her voice, and
e could hear her say, ¢ Tell him it is
his mother, and fright had seized him. If only
three days could have been abrogated, and he
could have gone to her in his old careless way,
to demand an account of why she had come |—
but there stood up before him a ghost of what he
had been doing—a ghost of uncomprehended
harm and mischief, which now for the first time
showed to him, not in its real light, but still with
an importance it had never taken before. If it
had been hard to tell her of the discovery he had
made before he left the Cottage, it was twenty
times harder now, when he had discussed it
with other people, and taken practical steps
about it. He went out hurriedly, and with a
sense of stealth and panic. And the panic and
o2
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the stealth were signs to him of something wrong.
He had not seen it, and did not see it yet, as re-
garded the original question. He knew in his
heart that there was no favouritism in Mrs. Och-
terlony’s mind, and that he was just the same to
her as Hugh—and what could it matter which of
her sons had Earlston ?—But still, nature was
stronger in him than reason, and he was ashamed
and afraid to meet her, though he did not know
why. He hurried out, and said to himself that
she was “ angry,” and that he could not stay in
all day long to be scolded. He would go back
to luncheon, and that would be time enough.
And then he began to imagine what she would say
tohim. But that was not.so easy. What could
she say ? After all, he had done no harm. He
had but intimated to Hugh, in the quietest way,
that he had no right to the position he was oc-
cupying. He had made no disturbance.about it,
nor upbraided his brother for what was not his
brother’s fault. And so far from blaming his
mother, it had not occurred to him to consider
her in the matter, except in the most secondary
way. What could it matter to her? If Will
had it, or if Hugh had it, it was still in the
family. And the simple transfer was nothing to
make any fuss about. This was how he reasoned ;
but Nature held a different opinion upon the
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subject. She had not a word to say, nor any
distinct suggestion even, of guiltiness or wrong-
doing to present to his mind. She only carried
him away out of the house, made him shrink
aside till Mary had passed, and made him walk
at the top of his speed out of the very district in
which Mr. Penrose’s house was situated. Be-
cause his mother would be “angry ”—because
she might find fault with him for going away
or insist upon his return, or infringe his
liberty. Was that why he fled from her ?—But
Will could not tell—he fled because he was driven
by an internal consciousness which could not
find expression so much as in thought. He
went away and wandered about the streets,
thinking that now he was almost a man, and
ought to be left to direct his own actions; that
to come after him like this was an injury to him
which he had a right to resent. It was treating
him as Hugh and Islay had never been treated.
‘When he laid himself out for these ideas they
.came to him one by one, and at last he succeeded
in feeling himself a little ill-used ; but in his
heart he knew that he did not mean that, and
that Mrs. Ochterlony did not mean it, and that
there was something else which stood between
them, though he could not tell what it was,

All this time he contemplated going in, tacing
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his mother, and being surprised to see her, and
putting up with her anger as he best could.
But when midday came, he felt less willing than
ever. His reluctance grew upon him. If it
had all come simply, if he had rushed into her
presence unawares, then he could have borne it;
but to go back on purpose, to be ushered in to
her solemnly, and to meet her when her wrath
had accumulated and she had prepared what to
say—this was an ordeal which Will felt he could
not bear. She had grown terrible to him, appal-
ling, like the angel with the flaming sword. His
conscience arrayed her in such effulgence of
wrath and scorn, that his very soul shrank.
She would be angry beyond measure. It was
impossible to fancy what she might say or do;
and he could not go in and face her in cold
blood. Therefore, instead of going home, Will
went down hastily to his uncle’s office, and ex-
plained to him the position of affairs. “You go
and speak to her,” said Will, with a feeling that
it was his accomplice he was addressing, and yet
a pang to think that he had himself gone over
to the enemy, and was not on his natural side;
“1 am not up to seeing her to-night.”

“ Poor Mary,” said Uncle Penrose, “ I should
not be surprised to find her in a sad way; but
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you ought to mind your own business, and it is
not I who am to be blamed, but you.”

“She will not blame you,” said Will; ¢ she
will be civil to you. She will not look at you
as she would look at me. When she is vexed
she gives a fellow such a look. And I’m tired,
and I can’t face her to-day.”

“1t is mail-day, and I shall be late, and she
will have a nice time of it all by herself,” said
Mr. Penrose; but he consented at the end.
And as for Will, he wandered down to the
quays, and got into a steam-boat, and went off
in the midst of a holiday party up the busy river.
He used to remember the airs that were played
on the occasion by the blind fiddler in the
boat, and could never listen to them afterwards
without the strangest sensations. He felt some-
how as if he were in hiding, and the people were
pointing him out to each other, and had a sort
of vague wonder in his mind as to what they
could think he had done—robbed or killed, or
something—when the fact was he was only kill-’
ing the time, and keeping out of the way
because his mother was angry, and he did not
feel able to face her and return home. And
very forlorn the poor boy was; he had not eaten
anything, and he did not know what to get for
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himself to eat, and the host of holiday people
filled up all the vacant spaces in the inn they
were all bound for, where there were pretty
gardens looking on the river.  'Will was young
and alone, and not much in the way of thrust-
ing himself forward, and it was hard to get
any one to attend to him, or a seat to sit upon,
or anything to eat; and his forlorn sense of dis-
comfort and solitude pressed as hardly upon him
as remorse could have done. And he knew that
he must manage to make the time pass on
somehow, and that he could not return until he
could feel himself justified in hoping that his
mother, tired with her journey, had gone to rest.
Not till he felt confident of getting in unobserved,
could he venture to go home.

This was how it happened that Mr. Penrose
went in alone, and that all the mists suddenly
cleared up for Mary, and she saw that she had
harder work before her than anything that had
yet entered into her mind. He drew a chair
beside her, and shook hands, and said he was
very glad to see her, and then a pause ensued
80 serious and significant, that Mary felt herself
judged and condemned; and felt, in spite of
herself, that the hot blood was rushing to her
face. It seemed to her as she sat there, as if all
the solid ground had suddenly been cut away
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from under her, that her plea was utterly ignored
and the whole affair decided upon; and only to
see Uncle Penrose’s meekly averted face made
her head swim and her heart beat with a kind of
half-delirious rage and resentment. He believed
it then—knew all about it, and believed it, and
recognised that it was a fallen woman by whose
side e sat. All this Mrs. Ochterlony perceived
in an instant by the downcast, conscious glance
of Mr. Penrose’s eye.

“ Will has been out all day, has he ?” he said.
“ Gone sight-seeing, I suppose. He ought to
be in to dinner. I hope you had a comfortable
luncheon, and have been taken care of. It is
mail-day, that is why I am so late.”-

“But I am anxious, very anxious, about
Will,” said Mary. “1I thought you would know
where he was. He is only a country boy, and
something may have happened to him in these
dreadful streets.” -

“ Oh no, nothing has happened to him,” said
Uncle Penrose, ‘ You shall see him later. I am
very glad you have come, for I wanted to have
a little talk with you. You will always be quite
welcome here, whatever may happen. If the
girls had been at home, indeed, it might have
been different—but whenever you like to come,
you know I am very glad that we can talk
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it all over. It is so much the most satisfactory
way.”

“Talk what over ?” said Mary. ¢ Thank you,
uncle, but it was Will I was anxious to see.”

“Yes, to be sure—naturally,” said Mr. Pen-
rose; “but don’t let us go into anything exciting
before dinner. The gong will sound in ten
minutes, and I must put myself in order.a We
can talk in the evening, and that will be much
the best.”

With this he went and left her, to make the
very small amount of toilette he considered neces-
sary. And then came the dinner, during which
Mr. Penrose was very particular, as he said, to
omit all allusion to disagreeable subjects. Mary
had to take her place at table, and to look across
at the vacant chair that had been placed for Will,
and to feel the whole weight of her uncle’s
" changed opinion, without any opportunity of
rising up against it. She could not say a word
in self-defence, for she was in no way assailed ;
but she never raised her eyes to him, nor listened
to half-a-dozen words, without feeling that Mr.
Penrose had in his own consciousness found her
out. He was not going to shut his doors against
her, or to recommend any cruel step. But her
character was changed in his eyes. A sense
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that he was no longer particular as to what he
said or did before her, no longer influenced by
her presence, or elevated ever so little by her
companionship as he had always been of old,
came with terrible effect upon Mary’s mind. He
was careless of what he said, and of her feeiings,
and of his own manners. She was a woman
who had compromised herself, who had no longer
much claim to respect, in Uncle Penrose’s
opinion. This feeling, which was, as it were,
in the air, affected Mary in the strangest way.
It made her feel nearly mad in her extreme sup-
pression and quietness. She could not stand on
her own defence, for she was not assailed. And
Will who should have stood by her, had gone
over to the enemy’s side, and deserted her, and
kept away. Where was he? where could he
have gone? Her boy—her baby—the last one,
who had always been the most tenderly tended ;
and he was avoiding—avoiding his mother. Mary
realized all this as she sat at the table; and at
the same time she had to respect the presence of
the butler and Mr. Penrose’s servants, and make
no sign. When she did not eat Mr. Penrose
took particular notice of it, and hoped that she
was not allowing herself to be upset; and he
talked, in an elaborate way, of subjects that.
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could interest mnobody, keeping with too evident
caution from the one subject which was in his
mind all the while.

This lasted until the servants had gone away,
and Mr. Penrose had poured out his first glass
of port, for he was an old-fashioned man. He
sat and sipped his wine with the quietness of pre-
paration, and Mary, too, buckled on her armour,
and made a rapid inspection of all its joints and
fastenings. She was sitting at the table, which
had just been so luxuriously served, and where
the purple fruit and wine were making a picture
still; but she was as truly at the bar as ever
culprit was. There was an interval of silence,
which was very dreadful to her, and then, being
anable to bear it any longer, it was Mary herself
who spoke.

“T perceive that something has been passing
here in which we are all interested,” she said.
“ My poor boy has told you something he had
heard—and I don’t know, except in the most
general way, what he has heard. Can you
tell me, uncle? It is necessary I should
know.”

“My dear Mary, these are very unpleasant
affairs to talk about,” said Mr. Penrose. ¢ You
should have had a female friend to support you—
though, indeed, I don’t know how you may feel
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about that. Will has told me all. There was
nobody he could ask advice from under the cir-
cumstances, and I think it was very sensible of
him to come to me.”

T want to know what he wanted advice for,””
said Mary, “ and what it is you call al/; and why
Will has avoided me? I cannot think it is chance
that has kept him out so long. Whatever he has
heard, he must have known that it would be best
to talk it over with me.”

“He thought you would be angry,” said Mr.
Penrose, between the sips of his wine.

“Angry !’ said Mary, and then her heart
melted at the childish fear. ¢ Oh, uncle, you
should have advised him better,” she said, “he
is only a boy; and you know that whatever hap-
pened, he had better have consulted his own
mother first. How should I be angry? This
is not like a childish freak, that one could be
angry about.”

“No,” said Mr. Penrose; “it is not like a
childish freak ; but still I think it was the wisest
thing he could do to come to me. It is impos-
sible you could be his best counsellor where you
are yourself so much concerned, and where such
important interests are at stake.”

“ Let me know at once what you mean,” said
Mary, faintly. “ What important interests are
at stake ?”
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She made a rapid calculation in her mind at
the moment, and her heart grew sicker and
sicker. Will had been, when she came to think
of it, more than a week away from home, and
many things might have happened in that time—
things which she could not realize nor put in any
shape, but which made her spirit faint out of her
and all her strength ooze away.

“ My dear Mary,” said Mr. Penrose, mildly,
“why should you keep up any pretence with
me? Will has told me all. You cannot expect
that a young man like him, at the beginning of
his life, would relinquish his rights and give up
such a fine succession merely out of considera-
tion to your feelings. I am very sorry for you,
and he is very sorry. Nothing shall be done on
our part to compromise you beyond what is
absolutely necessary ; but your unfortunate cir-
cumstances are not his fault, and it is only
reasonable that he should claim his rights.”

“What are his rights?” said Mary; ‘ what
do you suppose my unfortunate circumstances
to be? Speak plainly—or, stop; I will tell you
what he has heard. He has heard that my
husband and T were married in India before he
was born. That is quite true; and I suppose he
and you think ” said Mary, coming to a
sudden gasp for breath, and making a pause
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against her will. “Then I will tell you the
facts,” she said, with a labouring, long-drawn
breath, when she was able to resume. ¢ We were
married in Scotland, as you and everybody
know ; it was not a thing done in secret. Every-
body about Kirtell—everybody in the county
knew of it. We went to Earlston afterwards,
where Hugh’s mother was, and to Aunt Agatha.
There was no shame or concealment anywhere,
and you know that. We went out to India
after, but not till we had gone to see all our
friends ; and everybody knew ?

“ My wife even asked you here,” said Mr.
Penrose, reflectively. ‘It is very extraordinary ;
I mentioned all that to Will: but, my dear
Mary, what is the use of going over it in this
way, when there is this fact, which you don’t
deny, which proves that Hugh Ochterlony
thought it necessary to do you justice at the
last ?”

Mary was too much excited to feel either
anger or shame. The colour scarcely deepened
on her cheek. T will tell you about that,” she
said. “1T resisted it as long as it was possible
to resist. The man at Gretna died, and his
house and all his records were burnt, and the
people were all dead who had been present, and
I had lost the lines. I did not think them of
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any consequence. And then my poor Hugh was
seized with a panic—you remember him, uncle,”
said Mary, in her excitement, with the tears
coming to her eyes. *“My poor Hugh! how
much he felt everything, how hard it was for
him to be calm and reasonable when he thought
our interests concerned. I have thought since,
he had some presentiment of what was going to
happen. He begged me for his sake to consent
that he might be sure there would be no diffi-
culty about the pension or anything. It was
like dragging my heart out of my breast,” said
Mary, with the tears dropping on her hands,
“but I yielded to please him.”

And then there was a pause, inevitable on
her part, for her heart was full, and she had lost
the faculty of speech. As for Mr. Penrose, he
gave quiet attention to all she was saying, and
made mental notes of it while he filled himself
another glass of wine. He was not an impartial
listener, for he had taken his side, and had
the conducting of the other case in' his hands.
‘When Mary came to herself, and could seec and
hear again—when her heart was not beating so
wildly in her ears, and her wet eyes had shed
their moisture, she gave a look at him with a
kind of wonder, marvelling that he said nothing.
The idea of not being believed when she spoke
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was one which had never entered into her
mind.

“You expect me to say something,” said
Mr. Penrose, when he caught her eye. ““But I
don’t see what I can say. All that you have
told me just amounts to this, that your first
marriage rests upon your simple assertion; you
have no documentary or any other kind of
evidence. My dear Mary, I don’t want to hurt
your feelings, but if you consider how strong is
your interest in it, what a powerful motive you
have to keep up that story, and that you confess
it rests on your word alone, you will see that, as
Wilfrid’s adviser, I am not justified in departing
from the course we have taken. It is too im-
portant to be decided by mere feeling. I am
very sorry for you, but I have Wilfrid’s interests
to think of,” said Mr. Penrose, slowly swallowing
his glass of wine.

Mary looked at him aghast; she did not un-
derstand him. It seemed to her as if some
delusion had taken possession of her mind, and
that the words conveyed a meaning which no
human words could bear. “I do not understand
you,” she said ; “ I suppose there is some mistake.
‘What course is it you have taken? I want to
know what you mean.”

It is not a matter to be discussed with you,”
VOL. 1II. P
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said Mr. Penrose. * Whatever happens I would
not be forgetful of a lady’s feelings. From the
first I have said that it must be a matter of
private arrangement ; and I have no doubt Hugh
will see it in the same light. I have written to
him, but I have not yet received a satisfactory
answer. Under all the circumstances I feel we
are justified in asserting Wilfrid to be Major
Ochterlony’s only lawful son. ?

An involuntary cry came out of Mary’s
breast. She pushed her chair away from the
table, and sat bending forward, looking at him.
The pang was partly physical, as if some one
had thrust a spear into her heart; and beyond
that convulsive motion she could neither move

nor speak.

«“—and of course he must be served heir to
his uncle,” said Mr. Penrose. ¢ Where things
so important are concerned, you cannot expect
that feeling can be allowed to bear undue sway.
It is in this light that Wilfrid sees it. He is
ready to do anything for you, anything for his
brother ; but he cannot be expected to sacrifice
his legal rights. I hope Hugh will see how
reasonable this is, and I think for your own sake
you should use your influence with him. If he
makes a stand, you know it will only ruin your
character, and make everybody aware of the un-
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happy position of affairs; and it cannot do any
good to him.”

Mary heard all this and a great deal more,
and sat stupefied with a dull look of wonder on
her face, making no reply. She thought she
had formed some conception of what was coming
to her, but in reality she had no conception of
it; and she sat listening, coming to an under-
standing, taking it painfully into her mind,
learning to see that it had passed out of the
region of what might be—that the one great,
fanciful, possible danger of her life had developed
into a real danger, more dreadful, more appalling
than anything she had ever conceived of. She
sat thus, with her chair thrust back, looking in
Mr. Penrose’s face, following with her eyes all his
unconcerned movements, feeling his words beat
upon her ears like a stinging rain. And this
was all true; love, honour, pride, or faith had
nothing to do with it. Whether she was a
wretched woman, devising a lie to cover her
shame, or a pure wife telling her tale with lofty
truth and indignation, mattered nothing. It was
in this merciless man’s hand, and nothing but
merciless evidence and proof would be of any
use. She sat and listened to him, hearing the
same words over and over; that her feelings
were to be considered ; that nothing was to be

P2
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done to cxpose her; that Will had consented to
that, and was anxious for that; that it must be
matter of private arrangement, and that her
character must be spared. It was this iteration
 that roused Mary, and brought her back, as it
were, out of her stupefaction into life.

“I do not understand all you are saying,” she
said, at last; it sounds like a horrible dream ;
I feel as if you could not mean it: but one
thing—do you mean that Hugh is to be made to
give up his rights, by way of sparing me ?”

“ By way of sparing a public trial and expo-
sure—which is what it must come to otherwise,”
said Mr. Penrose. “1I don’t know, poor boy,
how you can talk about his rights.”

“Then listen to me,” said Mary, rising up,
and holding by her chair to support herself;
« I may be weak, but I am not like that. My
boy shall not give up his rights. I know what
I am saying; if there should be twenty trials, I
am ready to bear them. It shall be proved
whether in England a true woman cannot tell
her true story, and be believed. Neither lie nor
shame has ever attached to me. If I have to
see my own child brought against me—God for-
give you |—TI will try to bearit. My poor Will !
my poor Will!—but Hugh’s boy shall not be
sacrificed. 'What! my husband, my son, my
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own honour—a woman’s honour involves all be-
longing to her—— Do you think I, for the sake
of pain or exposure, would give them all up? It
must be that you have gone out of your senses,
and don’t know what you say. I, to save myself
at my son’s expense !”’

“But Wilfrid is your son too,” said Mr.
Penrose, shrinking somewhat into himself,

“Oh, my poor Will! my poor Will!” said
Mary, moaning in her heart; and after that she
went away, and left the supporter of Will’s cause
startled, but not moved from his intention, by
himself. As for Mrs. Ochterlony, she went up
into her room, and sank down into the first chair
that offered, and clasped her hands over her heart
lest it should break forth from the aching flesh.
She thought no more of seeing Will, or of telling
him her story, or delivering him from his delu-
sion. What she thought of was, to take him into
her arms in an infinite pity, when the poor boy,
who did not know what he was doing, should
come to himself. And Hugh —Hugh her husband,
who was thought capable of such wrong and
baseness—Hugh her boy, whose name and fame
were to be taken from him,—and they thought
she would yield to it, to save herself a pang!
‘When she came to remember that the night was
passing, and to feel the chill that had crept over
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her, and to recall to herself that she must not
exhaust her strength, Mary paused in her thoughts,
and fell upon her knees instead. Even that was
not enough ; she fell prostrate, as one who would
have fallen upon the Deliverer’s feet; but she
could say no prayer. Her heart itself seemed at
last to break forth, and soar up out of her, in a
'speechless supplication—*“ Let this cup pass!”
Did He not say it once who had.a heavier burden
to bear ?



CHAPTER XIII.

R O very late it was when Will came
& in, that he crept up to his room with
a silent stealth which felt more

: like ill-doing to him than any other
sin he had been guilty of. He crept to his
room, though he would have been glad to have
lingered, and warmed himself and been revived
with food. But, at the end of this long, wretched
day, he was more than ever unfit to face his
mother, who he felt sure must be watching for
him, watchful and unwearied as she always had
been. It did not occur to him that Mrs.
Ochterlony, insensible for the moment to all
sounds, was lying enveloped in darkness, with
her eyes open, and all her faculties at work,
and nothing but pain, pain, ever, forever, in her
mind. That she could be wound up to a pitch
of emotion so great that she would not have
heard whatever noise he might have made, that
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she would not have heeded him, that he was
safe to go and come as he liked, so far as Mary
was concerned, was an idea that never entered
Will’s mind. He stole in, and went softly up
the stairs, and swallowed the glass of wine the
butler compassionately brought him, without
even saying a word of thanks. He was
chilled to his bones, and his head ached, and a
sense of confused misery was in all his frame.
He crept into his bed like a savage, in the dark,
seeking warmth, seeking forgetfulness, and
hiding ; so long as he could be hid, it did not
matter. His mother could not come in with
the light in her hand to stand by his bedside,
and drive all ghosts and terrors away, for he had
locked the door in his panic. = No deliverance
could come to him, as it seemed, any way.
If she was “angry” before, what must she be
now when he had fled and avoided her? and
poor Will lay breathing hard in the dark, won-
dering within himself why it was he dared not
face his mother. What had he done? Instead
of having spent the day in his usual fashion,
why was he weary, and footsore, and exhausted,
and sick in body and in mind? He had meant
her no harm, he had done no wrong he knew of.
It was only a confused, unintelligible weight
on his conscience, or rather on his consciousness,

™~
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that bowed him down, and made him do things
which he did not understand. He went to
sleecp at last, for he was young and weary, and
nothing could have kept him from sleeping ;
but he had a bad night. He dreamed dreadful
dreams, and in the midst of them all saw Mary,
always Mary, threatening him, turning away from
him, leaving him to fall over precipices and into
perils. He started up a dozen times in the
course of that troubled night, waking to a con-
fused sense of solitude, and pain, and aban-
donment, which in the dark and the silence
were very terrible to bear. He was still only a
boy, and he had done wrong, dreadful wrong,
and he did not know what it was.

In the morning when Will woke things were
not much better. He was utterly unrefreshed
by his night’s rest—if the partial unconsciousness
of his sleep could be called rest; and the thought
he woke to was, that however she might receive
him, to-day he must see his mother. She might
be, probably was, “ angry,” beyond anything he
could conceive; but however that might be, he
must see her and meet her wrath. It was not
until he had fully realized that thought, that a
letter was brought to Will, which increased his
excitement. It was a very unusual thing for
him to get letters, and he was startled accord-
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‘ingly. He turned it over and over before he
opened it, and thought it must be from Hugh.
Hugh, too, must have adopted the plan of pouring
out his wrath against his brother for want of any
better defence to make. But then he perceived
that the writing was not Hugh’s. When he
opened it Will grew pale, and then he grew red.
It was a letter which Nelly Askell had written
before she wrote the one to Hugh, which had
roused him out of his despondency. Something
had inspired the little girl that day. She had
written this too, like the other, without very much
minding what she meant. This is what Will
read upon the morning of the day which he
already felt to be in every description a day of
fate :—

“WiLr!

“]1 don’t think I can ever call you
-dear Will again, or think of you as I used to do
—oh, Will, what are you doing? If I had been
you I would have been tied to the stake, torn
with wild horses, done anything to that used to
be done to people, rather than turn against my
mother. I would have done that for my mother,
and if I had had yours! Oh, Will, say you don’t
mean it! I think sometimes you can’t mean it,
but have got deluded somehow, for you know
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you have a bad temper. How could you ever
believe it? She is not my mother, but I know
she never did any wrong. She may have sinned
perhaps, as people say everybody sins, but she
could never have done any wrong; look in her
- face, and just try whether you can believe it.
It is one comfort to me that if you mean to be
so wicked (which I cannot believe of you), and
were to win (which is not possible), you would
never more have a day’s happiness again. I
hope you would never have a day’s happiness.
You would break her heart, for she is a woman,
and though you would not break /Ais heart, you
would put his life all wrong, and it would haunt
you, and you would pray to be poor, or a beggar,
or anything rather than in a place that does not
belong to you. You may think I don’t know,
but I do know. I am a woman, and understand
things better than a boy like you. Oh, Will!
we used to be put in the same cradle, and dear
Mrs. Ochterlony used to nurse us both when we
were babies. Sometimes I think I should have
been your sister. If you will come back and
put away all this which is too dreadful to think
of, I will never more bring it up against you. I
for one will forget it, as if it had never been.
Nobody shall put it into your mind again. We
will forgive you, and love you the same as ever;
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and when you are a man, and understand and see
what it is you have been saved from, you will go
down on your knees and thank God.

“ If T had been old enough to travel by myself,
or to be allowed to do what I like, I should have
gone to Liverpool too, to have given you no ex-
cuse. It is not so easy to write; but oh, Will,
you know what I mean. Come back, and let us
forget that you were cver so foolish and so wicked.
I could cry when I think of you all by yourself,
and nobody to tell you what is right. Come
back, and nobody shall ever bring it up against
you. Dear Will! don’t you love us all too well

. to make us unhappy ?
¢ 8till your affectionate
“ NeLLy.”

This letter startled the poor boy, and affected
him in a strange way. It brought the tears to
his eyes. It touched him somehow, not by its
reproaches, but by the thought that Nelly cared.
She had gone over to Hugh’s side like all the
rest—and yet she cared and took upon her
that right of reproach and accusation which is
more tender than praise. And it made Will’s
heart ache in a dull way to see that they all
‘thought him wicked. What had he doue that
was wicked ? He ached, poor boy, not only in
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his heart but in his head, and all over him.
He did not get up even to read his letter, but
lay in a kind of sad stupor all the morning,
wondering if his mother was still in the house
—wondering if she would come to him—
wondering if she was so angry that she no
longer desired to see him. The house was
more quiet than usual, he thought—there was
no stir in it of voices or footsteps. Perhaps
Mrs. Ochterlony had gone away again—perhaps
he was to be left here, having got Uncle
Penrose on his side, to his sole company—ex-
communicated and cast off by his.own. Wilfrid
lay pondering all these thoughts till he could
bear it no longer; instead of his pain and
shrinking a kind of dogged resistance came into
his mind ; at least he would go and face it, and
see what was to happen to him. He would go
downstairs and find out, to begin with, what
this silence meant.

Perhaps it was just because it was so much
later than usual that he felt as if he had been
ill when he got up—felt his limbs trembling
under him, and shivered, and grew hot and cold
—or perhaps it was the fatigue and mental
commotion of yesterday. By this time he felt
sure that his mother must be gone. Had she
been in the house she would have come to see
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him. She would have seized the opportunity
when he could not escape from her. No doubt
she was gone, after waiting all yesterday for
him,—gone either hating him or scorning him,
casting him off from her; and he felt that he
had not deserved that. Perhaps he might have
deserved that Hugh should turn his enemy—
notwithstanding that, even for Hugh he felt
himself ready to do anything—but to his mother
he had done no harm. He had meditated
nothing but good to her. He would not have
thought of marrying, or giving to any one but
her the supreme place in his house. He would
never have asked her or made any doubt about
it, but taken her at once to Earlston, and showed
her everything there arranged according to her.
liking. This was what Will had always intended
and settled upon. And his mother, for whom he
would have done all this, had gone away again,
offended and angry, abandoning him to his own
devices. Bitterness took possession of his soul
as he thought of it. He meant it only for their
good—for justice and right, and to have his own ;
and this was the cruel way in which they received
it, as if he had done it out of unkind feelings—
even Nelly! A sense that he was wronged came
into Wilfrid’s mind as he dressed himself: and
looked at his pale face in the glass, and smoothed
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his brown long hair. And yet he stepped out
of his room with the feelings of one who ventures
upon an undiscovered country, a new region, in
which he does not know whether he is to meet
with good or evil. He had to support himself
by the rail as he went downstairs. He hesitated
and trembled at the drawing-room door, which
was a room Mr. Penrose never occupied.
Breakfast must be over long ago. If there was
any lady in the house, no doubt she would be
found there. .
He put his hand on the door, but it was a
minute or more before he could open it, and he
heard no sound within. No doubt she had
gone away. He had walked miles yesterday to
avoid her, but yet his heart was sore and bled,
and he felt deserted and miserable to think that
she was gone. But when Will had opened
the door, the sight he saw was more wonderful
to him than if she had been gone. Mary
was seated at the table writing : she was pale,
but there was something in her face which told
of unusual energy and resolution, a kind of
inspiration which gave character to every move-
ment she made. And she was so much pre-
occupied, that she showed no special excitement
at sight of her boy; she stopped and put away
her pen, and rose up looking at him with pitiful
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eyes. “My poor boy !” she said, and kissed him
in her tender way. And then she sat down at
the table, and went back to her letters again.

It was not simple consternation which struck
Will; it was a mingled pang of wonder and
humiliation and sharp disappointment. Only her
poor'boy l—only the youngest, the child as he had
always been, not the young revolutionary to
whom Nelly had written that letter, whom Mrs.
Ochterlony had come anxious and in haste to
seek. She was more anxious now about her
letters apparently than about him, and there
was nothing but tenderness and sorrow in her
eyes; and when she did raise her head again, it
was to remark his paleness and ask if he was
tired. ‘Go and get some breakfast, Will,” she
said ; but he did not care for breakfast. He had
not the heart to move—he sat in the depths
of boyish mortification and looked at her
writing her letters. Was that all that it
mattered ? or was she only making a pretence
at indifference? But Mary was too much occu-
pied evidently for any pretence. Her whole
figure and attitude were full of resolution. Not-
withstanding the pity of her voice as she
addressed him, and the longing look in her eyes,
there was something in her which Wilfrid had
never seen before, which revealed to him in a
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kind of dull way that his mother was wound up
to some great emergency, that she had taken
a great resolution, and was occupied by matters
of life and death.

“You are very busy, it seems,” he said,
peevishly, when he had sat for some time watching
her, wondering when she would speak to him.
To find that she was not angry, that she had
something else to think about, was not half so
great a relief as it appeared.

“Yes, I am busy,”.said Mary. “I am
writing to your brother, Will, and to some
people who know all about me, and I have no
time to lose. Your uncle Penrose is a hard
man, and I am afraid he will be hard on Hugh.”

¢« No, mother,” said Will, feeling his heart
beat quick ; “ he shall not be hard upon Hugh.
I want to tell you that. I want to have justice;
but for anything else—Hugh shall Lave whatever
he wishes; and as for you »

¢ Oh, Will,” said Mrs. Ochterlony ; and some-
how it seemed to poor Will’s disordered imagi-
nation that she and his letter were speaking
together—“ I had almost forgotten that you had
anything to do with it. If you had but come
first and spoken to me——"

“Why should I have come and spoken to
you ?” said Will, growing ‘into gradual excite-
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ment; “it will not do you any harm. I am
your son as well as Hugh—if it is his or if it is
mine, what does it matter? I knew you would
be angry if I stood up for myself; but a man
must stand up for himself when he knows what
are his rights.”

“ Will, you must listen to me,”’ said Mary,
putting away her papers, and turning round to
him. ¢ It is Mr. Penrose who has put all this in
your head: it could not be my boy that had
such thoughts. Oh, Will! my poor child! And
now we are in his pitiless hands,” said Mary,
with a kind of cry, “ and it matters nothing what
you say or what I say. You have put yourself
in his hands.” '

¢ Stop, mother,” said Will ; “ don’t make such
a disturbance about it. Uncle Penrose has
nothing te do with it. It is my doing. I will
do anything in the world for you, whatever you
like to tell me ; but I wont let a fellow be there
who has no right to be there. I am the heir,
and I will have my rights.”

“ You are not the heir,” said Mrs. Ochterlony,
frightened for the moment by his tone and his
vehemence, and his strange looks.

«I heard it from two people that were both
there,” said Will, with a gloomy composure.
“ It was not without asking about it. I am not
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blaming you, mother —you might have some
reason ;—but it was I that was born after that
thing that happened in India. What is the
use of struggling against it? And if it is I
that am the heir, why should you try to keep
me out of my rights ?”

“ Will,” said Mary, suddenly driven back into
regions of personal emotion, which she thought
she had escaped from, and falling by instinct
into those wild weaknesses of personal argument
to which women resort when they are thus sud-
denly stung. “ Will, look me in the face and
tell me, Can you believe your dear father,
who was true as—as heaven itself; can you
believe me, who never told you a lie, to have
been such wretched deceivers? Can you think
we were so wicked ?  'Will, look me in the face !

“ Mother,” said Will, whose mind was too
little imaginative to be moved by this kind of
argument, except to a kind of impatience.
“ What does it matter my looking you in the
face ? what does it matter about my father being
true? You might have some reason for it. I
am not blaming you; but so long as it was a
fact what does thaet matter? I don’t want to
injure any one—I only want my rights.”

It was Mary’s turn now to be struck dumb.
She had thought he was afraid of her, and had

Q2
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fled from her out of shame for what he had
done ; but he looked in her face as she told him
with unhesitating frankness, and even that touch
of impatience as of one whose common sense was
proof to all such appeals. For her own part,
when she was brought back to it, she felt the
effect of the dreadful shock she had received ; and
she could not discuss this matter reasonably with
her boy. Her mind fell off into a mingled
anguish and horror and agonized sense of his
sin and pity for him. ¢ Oh, Will, your rights,”
she cried ; “ your rights! Your rights are to be
forgiven and taken back, and loved and pitied,
though you do not understand what love is.
These are all the rights you have. You are
young, and you do not know what you are doing.
You have still a right to be forgiven.”

“1 was not asking to be forgiven,” said Will,
doggedly. “I have done no harm. I never
said a word against you. I will give Hugh
whatever he likes to get himself comfortably out
in the world. I don’t want to make any fuss or
hurry. It can be quietly managed, if he will;
but it’s me that Earlston ought to come to; and
T am not going to be driven out of it by talk.
I should just like to know what Hugh would do
if he was in my place.”

“ Hugh could never have been in your place,”



Madonna Mary. 229

cried Mary, in her anguish and indignation.
“] ought to have seen this is what it would
come to. I ought to have known when I saw
_ your jealous temper, even when you were a baby.
Oh, my little Will! How will you ever bear
it when you come to your senses, and know what
it is you have been doing?  Slandering your dear
father’s name and mine, though all the world
knows different—and trying to supplant your
brother, your elder brother, who has always been
good to you. God forgive them that have brought
my boy to this,” said Mary, with tears. She kept
gazing at him, even with her eyes full. It did not
seem possible that he could be insensible to her
look, even if he was insensible to her words.
Wilfrid, for his part, got up and began to
walk about the room. 1t was hard, very hard
to meet his mother’s eyes. “ When she is vexed,
she gives a fellow such a look.” He remembered
. those words which he had said to Uncle Penrose
only yesterday with a vague sort of recollection.
But when he got up his own bodily sensations
somehow gave him enough to do. He half
forgot about his mother in the strange feeling he
had in his physical frame, as if his limbs did not
belong to him, nor his head either for that part,
which seemed to be floating about in the air,
without any particular connexion with the rest



230 Madonna Mary.

of him. Tt must be that he was so very tired,
for when he sat down and clutched at the
arms of his chair, he seemed to come out of his
-confusion and see Mrs. Ochterlony again, and
know what she had been talking about. He
-said, with something that looked like sullenness:
“ Nobody brought me to this— I brought
myself,” in answer to what she had said, and
fell, as it were, into a moody reverie, leaning
upon the arms of his chair. Mary saw it, and
thought it was that attitude of obstinate and’
immovable resolve into which she had before
seen him fall; and she dried her eyes with a
little flash of indignation, and turned again
to the half-finished letter which trembled in her
hands, and which she could not force her mind
back to. She said to herself in a kind of
despair, that the bitter cup must be drunk—that
there was nothing for it but to do battle for her
son’s rights, and lose, no time in vain outcries,
but forgive the unhappy boy when he came to
his right mind and returned to her again. She
turned away, with her heart throbbing and
bleeding, and made an effort to recover her
composure and finish her letter. It was a very
important letter, and required all her thoughts.
But if it had been hard to do it before, it was
twenty times harder now.
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Just at that moment there was a commotion
at the door, and a sound of some one entering
below. It might be only Mr. Penrose coming
back,.as he sometimes did, to luncheon. But
every sound tingled through Mrs. Ochterlony in
the excitement of her nerves. Then there came
something that made her spring to her feet—a
single tone of a voice struck on her ear,
which she thought could only be her own
fancy. But it was not her fancy. Some one
came rushing up the stairs, and dashed into
the room. Mary gave a great cry, and ran into
his arms, and Will, startled and roused up from
a sudden oblivion which he did not understand,
drew his hand across his heavy eyes, and looked
up doubting, and saw Hugh—Hugh ‘standing in
the middle of the room holding his mother,
glowing with fresh air, and health, and gladness.
—Hugh! How did he come there? Poor
‘Will tried to rise from his chair, but with a
feeling that he was fixed in it for ever, like the
lady in the fable. Had he been asleep? and
where was he? Had it been but a bad dream,
and was this the Cottage, and Hugh come home
to see them all? These were the questions
that rose in Will’s darkened mind, as he
woke up and drew his hand across his heavy
eyes, and sat as if glued in Mr. Penrose’s chair.



CHAPTER XIV.

. OCHTERLONY was almost as

uch confused and as uncertain of

r own feelings as Will was. Her

art gave a leap towards her son;
but yet there was that between them which put
pain into even a meeting with Hugh. When
she had seen him last, she had been all that a
spotless mother is to a youth—his highest
standard, his most perfect type of woman.
Now, though he would believe no harm of her,
yet there had been a breath across her perfec-
tion ; there was something to explain; and
Mary in her heart felt a pang of momentary
anguish as acute as if the accusation had been
true. To have to defend herself; to clear up
her character to her boy! She took him into
her arms almost that she might not have to
look him in the face, and held to him, feeling
giddy and faint. Will was younger, and he
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himself had gone wrong, but Hugh was old
enough to understand it all, and had no con-
sciousness on his own side to blunt his percep-
tions ; and to have to tell him how it all was, and
explain to him that she was not guilty was almost
as hard as if she had been obliged to confess that
she was guilty. She could not encounter him face
to face, nor meet frankly the wonder and dismay
which were no doubt in his honest eyes. Mary
thought that to look inte them and see that
wondering troubled question in them, “ Is it so—
have you done me this wrong ?” would be worse
than being killed once for all by a straightfor-
ward blow.

But there was no such thought in Hugh’s
mind. He came up to his mother open-hearted,
with no hesitation in his looks. He saw Will
was there, but he did not even look at him; he
 took her into his arms, holding her fast with
perhaps a sense that she clung to him, and held
on by him as by a support. * Mother, don’t
be distressed,” hc said, all at once, “I have
found a2 way to clear it all up.” He spoke out
loud, with his cheery voice which it was ex-
hilarating to hear, and as if he meant it, and
felt the full significance of what he said. He had
to put down his mother very gently on the sofa
after, and to make her lie back and prop her up
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with cushions ; her high-strung nerves for an
instant gave way. It was as if her natural pro-
tector had come back, whose coming would clear
away the mists. Her own fears melted away
from her when she felt the warm clasp of Hugh’s
arms, and the confident tone of his voice, not
asking any questions, but giving her assurance, a
pledge of sudden safety as it were. It was this
that made Mary drop back, faint though not
fainting, upon the friendly pillows, and made the
room and everything swim in her eyes.

“ What is it, Hugh ?” she said faintly, as soon
as she could speak.

“Tt is all right, mother,” said Hugh; “ take
my word, and don’t bother yourself any more
about it. I came on at once to see Uncle
Penrose, and get him out of this mess he has
let himself into. I could be angry, but it is
no good being angry. On the whole, perhaps
showing him his folly and making a demded end
to it, is the best.”

“Oh, Hugh, never mind Uncle Penrose.
Will, my poor Will! look, your brother is
there,” said Mary, rousing up. As for Hugh,
he took no notice; he did not turn round,
though his mother put her hand on his arm;
perhaps because his mind was full of other
things.
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“ We must have it settled at once,” he said.
“I hope you will not object, mother; it can
be done very quietly. I found them last night,
. without the least preparation or even knowing
they were in existence. It was like a dream
to me. Don’t perplex yourself about it, mother
dear. It’s all right—trust to me.”

“ Whom, did you find ?’ said Mary, eagerly ;
‘‘ or was it the lines—my lines ?”

“Tt was old Sommerville’s daughter,” said
Hugh, with an unsteady laugh, “ who was there.
I don’t believe you know who old Sommerville
or his daughter are. Never mind; I know all
about it. I am not so simple as you were
when you were eighteen and ran away and
thought of nobody. And she says I am like
my father,” said Hugh, “the Captain, they
called him—but not such a bonnie lad; and
that there was nobody to be seen like him
for happiness and brightness on his wedding-
day. You see I know it all, mother—every
word; and I am like him, but not such a
bonnie lad.” \

¢ No,” said Mary, with a sob. Her resolu-
tion had gone from her with her misery. She
had suddenly grown weak and happy, and ready
to weep like a child. “No,” she said, with
the tears dropping out of her eyes,  you are not
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such a bonnie lad; you are none of you so
handsome as your father. Oh, Hugh, my dear,
I don’t know what you mean—I don’t under-
stand what you say.”

And she did not understand it, but that did
not matter—she could not have understood it
at that moment, though he had given her the
clearest explanation. . She knew nothing, but
that there must be deliverance somehow, some-
where, in the air, and that her firstborn was
standing by her with light and comfort in his
eyes, and that behind, out of her sight, his
brother taking no notice of him, was her other
boy.

“ Will is there,” she said, hurriedly. “ You
have not spoken to him—tell me about this after.
Oh, Hugh, Will is there !”

She put her hand on his arm and tried to
turn him rouand; but Hugh’s countenance dark-
ened, and became as his mother had never seen
it before. He took no notice of what she said,
he only bent over her, and began to arrange the
cushions, of which Mary now seemed to feel no
‘more need.

“1I do not like to see you here,” he said;
“ you must come out of this house. I came that
it might be all settled out of hand, for it is too
serious to leave in vain suspense. But after this,
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mother, neither you nor I with my will, shall
cross this threshold more.”

¢ But oh, Hugh! Will '—speak to Will. Do
not leave him unnoticed !” said Mary, in a
passionate whisper, grasping his hand and reach-
ing up to his ear.

Hugh’s look did not relent. His face dark-
cned while she looked at him. -

« He is a traitor "’ he said, from out his closed
lips. And he turned his back upon his brother,
who sat at the other side of the room, straining
all his faculties to keep awake, and to keep the
room steady, which was going round and round
him, and to know something of what it all
meant.

¢« He is your brother,” said Mary; and then
she rose, though she was still weak. “1I must
go to my poor boy, if you will not,” she said.
«“ Wil 1”

When Will heard the sound of her voice,
which came strange to him, as if it came from
another world, he too stumbled up upon his feet,
though in the effort ceiling and floor and walls
got all confused to him and floated about, coming
down on his brain as if to crush him.

« Yes, mamma,” he said; and came straight
forward, dimly guiding himself, as it were, to-
wards her. He came against the furniture with-
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out knowing it, and struck himself sharply
against the great round table, which he walked
straight to as if he could have passed through it.
The blow made him pause and open his heavy
eyes, and then he sank into the nearest chair,
with a weary sigh; and at that crisis of fate—at
that moment when vengeance was overtaking
him—when his cruel hopes had come to nothing,
and his punishment was beginning—dropped
asleep before their eyes. Even Hugh turned
to look at the strange spectacle. Will was
ghastly pale. His long brown hair hung dis-
ordered about his face; his hands clung in a
desolate way to the arms of the chair he had got
into; and he had dropped asleep.

At this moment Mrs. Ochterlony forgot her
eldest son, upon whom till now her thoughts had
been centred. She went to her boy who needed
her most, and who lay there in his forlorn youth
helpless and half unconscious, deserted as it
were by all consolation. She went to him and
put her hand upon his hot forehead, and called
him by his name. .- Once more Will half opened
his eyelids; he said “yes, mamma,” drearily,
with a confused attempt to look up; and then he
slept again. He slept, and yet he did not sleep;
her voice went into his mind as in the midst of
a dr'gam-—something weighed upon his nerves
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and his soul. He heard the cry she gave, even
vaguely felt her opening his collar, putting back
his hair, putting water to his lips—but he had
not fainted, which was what she thought in her
panic. He was only asleep.

“ He is ill,” said Hugh, who, notwithstanding
his just indignation, was moved by the pitiful
sight; “T will go for the doctor. Mother, don’t
be alarmed, he is only asleep.”

¢ Oh, my poor boy!” cried Mary, “he wag
wandering about all yesterday, not to see me,
and I was hard upon him. Oh, Hugh, my
poor boy! And in this house.”

This was the scene upon which Mr. Penrose
came in to luncheon with his usual cheerful com-
posure. He met Hugh at the door going for a
doctor, and stopped him; “ You here, Hugh,”
he said, “ this is very singular. I am glad
you are showing so much good sense; now we
can come to some satisfactory arrangement. I
hardly hoped so soon to assemble all the parties
here.”

““ Good morning, I will see you later,” said
Hugh, passing him quickly and hurrying out.
Then it struck Mr. Penrose that all was not well.
“ Mary, what is the matter?”” he said; “is it
possible that you are so weak as to encourage
your son in standing out ?”’ '
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Mary had no leisure, no intelligence for what
he said. ~ She looked at him for a moment
vaguely, and then turned her eyes once more
upon her boy. She had drawn his head on to
her shoulder, and stood supporting him, holding
his hands, gazing down in auxiety beyond all
words upon the colourless face, with its heavy
eyelids closed, and lips a little apart, and quick
irregular breath. She was speaking to him
softly without knowing it, saying, “ Will, my
darling—Will, my poor boy—Oh, Will, speak to
me ;” while he lay back unconscious now, no
longer able to struggle against the weight that
oppressed him, sleeping heavily on her breast.
Mr. Penrose drew near and looked wonderingly,
with his hand in his pocket and a sense that it
was time for luncheon, upon this unexpected
scene.

“ What is the matter?” he said, “is he
asleep? 'What are you making a fuss about,
Mary? 7You women always like a fuss; he is
tired, I daresay, after yesterday; let him sleep
and he’ll be all right. But don’t stand there
and tire yourself. Hollo, Will, wake up and lie
down on the sofa. There goes the gong.”

“Let us alone, uncle,” said Mary, piteously ;
“never mind us. Go and get your luncheon.
My poor boy is going to be ill; but Hugh is
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coming back, and we will have him removed
before he gets worse.”

“ Nonsense !’ said Mr. Penrose ; but still he
looked curiously at the pale sleeping face, and
drew a step further off—“not cholera, do you
think ?” he asked, with a little anxiety—* collapse,
eh ?—it can’t be that ?”

“ Oh, uncle, go away and get your luncheon,
and leave us alone,” said Mary, whose heart
fainted within her at the question, even though
she was aware of its absurdity. ‘Do not be
afraid, for we will take him away.”

Mr. Penrose gave a “ humph,” partly indignant,
partly satisfied, and walked about the room
for a minute, making it shake with his portly form.
And then he gave a low, short whistle, and went
downstairs, as he was told. Quite a different
train of speculation had entered into his mind
when he uttered that sound. If Wilfrid should
die, the chances were that some distant set of
Ochterlonys, altogether unconnected with him-
self, would come in for the estate, supposing
Will’s claim in the meantime to be substanti-
ated. Perhaps even yet it could be hushed up;
for to see a good thing go out of the family was
more than he could bear. This was what Mr.
Penrose was thinking of as he went downstairs.

It seemed to Mary a long time before Hugh
vOL. IIL. R
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came back with the doctor, but yet it was not
long: and Will still lay asleep, with his head
upon her shoulder, but moving uneasily at
times, and opening his eyes now and then.
There could be no doubt that he was going to
be ill, but what the illness was to be, whether
serious and malignant, or the mere result of
over-fatigue, over-tension and agitation of mind,
even the doctor could not tell. But at least it
was possible to remove him, which was a relief
to all. Mary did not know how the afternoon
passed. She saw Hugh coming and going as
she sat by her sick boy, whom they had laid
upon the sofa, and heard him downstairs talking
to uncle Penrose, and then she was aware by the
sound of carriage-wheels at the door that he had
come to fetch them ; but all her faculties were
hushed and quieted as by the influence of poor
Will’s sleep. She did not feel as if she had
interest enough left in the great question that
had occupied her so profoundly on the previous
night as to ask what new light it was which
Hugh had seemed to her for one moment to
throw on it. A momentary wonder thrilled
through her mind once or twice while she sat and
.waited ; but then Will would stir, or his heavy
eyelids would lift unconsciously and she would
be recalled to the present calamity, which seemed
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nearer and more appalling than any other. She
sat in the quiet, which, for Will’s sake, had to be
unbroken, and in her anxiety and worn-out con-
dition, herself by times slept “ for sorrow,” like
those disciples among the olive-trees. And all
other affairs fell back in her mind, as into a kind
of twilight—a secondary place. It did not seem
to matter what happened, or how things came to
be decided. She had had no serious illness. to
deal with for many, many years—almost never
before in her life since those days when she lost
her baby in India; and her startled mind leapt
forward to all tragic possibilities—to calamity
and death. It was a dull day, which, no doubt,
deepened every shadow. The grey twilight seemed
to close in over her before the day was half spent,
and the blinds were drawn down over the gréat
staring windows, as it was best they should be
for Will, though the sight of them gave Mary a
pang. All these conjoined circumstances drove
every feeling out of her mind but anxiety for her
boy’s life, and hushed her faculties, and made her
life beat low, and stilled all other interests and
emotions in her breast.

Then there came the bustle in the house which
was attendant upon Will’s removal. Mr. Penrose-
stood by, and made no objection to it. He was
satisfied, on the whole, that whatever it might be

R2
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—fever, cholera, or decline, or anything fatal, it
should not be in his house; and his thoughts
were full of that speculation about the results if
Will should die. He shook hands with Mary
when she followed her boy into the carriage, and
said a word to comfort her—

“Don’t worry yourself about what we were
talking of,” he said; “ perhaps, after all, in case
anything were to happen, it might still be hushed

.

up.” :
“ What we were talking of ?” asked Mary,
vaguely, not knowing whether it was the old
subject or the new one which he meant; and she
made him no further answer, and went away to
the lodging Hugh had found for her, to nurse
her son. TUncle Penrose went back discomfited
into his commodious house. It appeared, on the
whole, that it did not matter much to them,
though they had made so great a fuss about it.
Hugh was the eldest son, even though, perhaps,
he might not be the heir; and Will, poor boy,
was the youngest, the one to be guarded and
taken care of ; and whatever the truth might be
about Mary’s marriage, she was their mother ;
and even at this very moment, when they might
have been thought to be torn asunder, and sepa-
rated from each other, nature had stepped in and
they were all one. It was strange, but so it
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was. Mr. Penrose had even spoken to Hugh, but
had drawn nothing from him but anxiety about
the sick boy, to find the best doctor, and the
best pessible place to remove him to; not a
word about the private arrangement he had, no
doubt, come to make, or the transfer of Earlston ;
and if Will should die, perhaps, it could yet be
hushed up. This was the last idea in Mr.
Penrose’s mind, as he went in and shut hehind
him the resounding door.



CHAPTER XV.

illness of Will took a bad turn.

stead of being a mere accumu-

ion of cold and fatigue, it de-

..loped into fever, and of the most

dangerous kind. Perhaps he had been bringing
it on for a long time by his careless ways, by
his long vigils and over thought; and that day
of wretched wandering, and all the confused
agitation of his mind had brought it to a climax.
This at least was all that could be said. He was
very ill; he lay for six weeks between life and
death; and Mrs. Ochterlony, in his sick-room,
had no mind nor understanding for anything but
the care of him. Aunt Agatha would have come
to help her, but she wanted no help. She
lived as women do live at such times, without
knowing how—without sleep, without food,
without air, without rest to her mind or comfort
to her heart. Except, indeed, in Hugh’s face,



Madonna Mary. 247

which was as anxious as her own,‘but looked in
upon her watching, from time to time like a face
out of heaven. She had been made to understand
all about it—how her prayer had been granted,
and the cup had passed from her, and her honour
and her children’s had been vindicated for ever.
She had been made to understand this, and had
given God thanks, and felt one weight the less
upon her soul; but yet she did not understand
it any more than Will did, who in his wanderings
talked without cease of the looks his mother
gave him; and what had he done? He would
murmur by the hour such broken unreason as he
had talked to Mary the morning before he was
taken ill—that he meant to injure nobody—
that all he wanted was his rights—that he would
do anything for Hygh or for his mother—only
he must have his rights; and why did they all
look at him so, and what did Nelly mean, and
what had he done? Mrs. Ochterlony sitting by
his bedside with tears on her pale cheeks came
to a knowledge of his mind which she had never
possessed before—as clear a knowledge as was
possible to a creature of so different a nature.
And she gave God thanks in her heart that the
danger had been averted, and remembered, in a
confused way, the name of old Sommerville,
which had been engraved on her memory years
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before, when her husband forced her into the
act which had cost her so much misery. Mary
could not have explained to any one how it was
that old Sommerville’s name came back with the
sense of deliverance. For the moment she would
scarcely have been surprised to know that he
had come to life again to remedy the wrongs his
death had brought about. All that she knew
was that his name was involved in it, and that
Hugh was satisfied, and the danger over. She
said it to herself sometimes in an apologetic way
as if to acconnt to herself for the suddenness
with which all interest on the subject had passed
out of her thoughts. The danger was over.
Two dangers so appalling could not exist together.
The chances are that Will’s immediate and
present peril would have engrossed her all the
same, even had all not been well for Hugh.
When he had placed his mother and brother
in the rooms he had taken for them, and had
seen poor Will laid down on the bed he was
not to quit for long, Hugh went back to see Mr.
Penrose. He was agitated and excited, and much
melted in his heart by his brother’s illness; but
still, though he might forgive Will, he had no
thought of forgiving the elder man, who ought
to have given the boy better counsel: but he
was very cool and collected, keeping his indigna-
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tion to himself, and going very' fully into detail.
Old Sommerville’s daughter had been married,
and lived with her husband at the horder village
where Mary’s marriage had taken place. It was
she who had waited on the bride, with all the
natural excitement and interest belonging to the
occasion ; and her husband and she, young them-
selves, and full of sympathy with the handsome
young couple, had stolen in after them into
the homely room where the marriage cere-
mony, such as it was, was performed. The
woman who told Hugh this story had not the
faintest idea that suspicion of any kind rested
upon the facts she was narrating, neither did her
hearer tell her of it. He had listened with what
eagerness, with what wonder and delight may
be imagined, while she went into all the details.
“She mayn’t mind me, but I mind her,” the
anxious historian had said, her thoughts dwelling
not on the runaway marriage she was talking of,
as if that could be of importance, but on the un-
built lodge, and the chances of getting it if she
could but awake the interest of the young squire.
“ She had on but a cotton gown, as was not for
the likes of her-on her wedding-day, and a bit
of a straw-bonnet ; and it was me as took off her
shawl, her hands being trembly a hit, as was to
be expected ; I took her shawl off afore she came
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into the room, and I slipped in after her, and
made Rob come, though he was shy. Bless your
heart, sir, the Captain and the young lady never
noticed him nor me.”

Hugh had received all these details into his
mind with a distinctness which only the emer-
gency could have made possible. It seemed to
himself that he saw the scene—more clearly, far
more clearly, than that dim vision of the other
scene in India, which now he ventured in his
heart to believe that he recollected too. He
told everything to Mr. Penrose, who sat with
glum countenance, and listened. “And now,
uncle,” he said, “I will tell you what my
mother is ready to do. I don’t think she under-
stands what I have told her about my evidence ;
but I found this letter she had been writing when
Will was taken ill. You can read it if you
please. It will show you at least how wrong
you were in thinking she would ever desert and
abandon me.”

“I never thought she would desert and
abandon you,” said Mr. Penrose; “of course
every one must see that so long as you had the
property it was her interest to stick to you—as
well as for her own sake. I don’t see why I
should read the letter; I daresay it is some
bombastical appeal to somebody—she appealed
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to me last night—to believe her; as if personal
credibility was to be built upon in the absence of
all proofs.”

“ But read it all the same,” said Hugh, whose
face was flushed with excitement. .

Mr. Penrose put on his spectacles, and took
the half-finished letter reluctantly into his hand.
He turned it round and all over to see who it
was addressed to; but there was no address;
and when he began to read it, he saw it was a
letter to a lawyer, stating her case distinctly,
and asking for advice. Was there not a way of
getting it tried and settled, Mary had written ;
was there not some court that could be appealed
to at once, to examine all the evidence, and
make a decision that would be good and stand,
and could not be re-opened? “I am ready to
appear and be examined, to do anything or
everything that is necessary,” were the last
words' Mrs. Ochterlony had written; and then
she had forgotten her letter, forgotten her reso-
lution and her fear, and everything else in the
world but her boy who was ill. Her other boy,
after he had set her heart free to devote itself
to the one who now wanted her most, had found
the letter; and he, too, had been set free in his
turn. Up to that very last moment he had
feared and doubted what Mr. Penrose called the
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“ exposure” for his mother; he had been afraid
of wounding her, afraid of making any suggestion
that could imply publicity. And upou the letter
which Mr. Penrose turned thus about in his
hand was at least one large round blister of a
tear—a big drop of compunction, and admira-
tion, and love, which had dropped upon it out of
Hugh’s proud and joyful eyes.

“ Ah,” said Uncle Penrose, who was evidently
staggered : and he took off his spectacles and put
them back in their case. “ If she were to make
up her mind to tkat,” he continued slowly, “I
would not say that you might not have a chance.
It would have the look of being confident in her
case. I’ll tell you what, Hugh,”” he went on,
changing his tone. “Does the doctor give
much hope of Will ?” \

“Much hope !’ cried Hugh, faltering. * Good
heavens ! uncle, what do you mean? Has he
told you anything? Why, there is every
chance—every hope.”

“Don’t get excited,” said Mr. Penrose. “I
hope so I am sure. But what I have to say is
this: if anything were to happen to Will, it
would be some distant Ochterlonys, I suppose,
that would come in after him—supposing you
were put aside, you .know. I don’t mind
working for Will, but I’d have nothing to do
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with that. 7 could not be the means of sending
the property out of the family. And I don’t
see now, in the turn things have taken, that
there would be any particular difficulty between
ourselves in hushing it all up.”

“In hushing it up?” said Hugh, with an
astonished look.

“ Yes, if we hold our tongues. I daresay that
is all that would be necessary,” said Mr. Pen-
rose. “If you only would have the good sense
all of you to hold your tongues and keep your
counsel, it might be easily hushed up.”

But Uncle Penrose was not prepared for the
shower of indignation that fell upon him. Hugh
got up and made him an oration, which the
young man poured forth out of the fulness of
his heart; and said, God forgive him for the
harm he had done to one of them, for the harm
he had tried to do to all—in a tone very little in
harmony with the prayer; and shook off, as it
were, the dust off his feet against him, and
rushed from the house, carrying, folded up care-
fully in his pocket-book, his mother’s letter. It
was she who had found out what to do—she
whose reluctance, whose hesitation, or shame,
was the only thing that Hugh would have feared.
And it was not only that he was touched to the
heart by his mother’s readiness to do all and
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everything for him ; he was proud, too, with that
sweetest of exultation which recognises the abso-
lute best in its best beloved. So he went through
the suburban streets carrying his head high,
with moisture in his eyes, but the smile of hope
and a satisfied heart upon his lips. Hush it
up! when it was all to her glory from the first
to the last of it. Rather write it up in letters
of gold, that all the world might see it. This
was how Hugh, being still so young, in the pride
and emotion of the moment, thought in his
heart.

" And Mrs. Ochterlony, by her boy’s sick-bed,
knew nothing of it all. She remembered to ask
for her blotting-book with the letters in it which

- she had been writing, but was satisfied when she
heard Hugh had it; and she accepted the inter-
vention of old Sommerville, dead or living, with-
out demanding too many explanations. She had
now something else more absorbing, more en-
grossing, to occupy her, and two supreme emo-
tions cannot hold place in the mind at the same
time. Will required constant care, an attention
that never slumbered, and she would not have
any onc to share her watch with her. She found
time to write to Aunt Agatha, who wanted to
come, giving the cheerfullest view of matters
that was possible, and declaring that she was
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quite able for what she had to do. And Mary
had another offer of assistance which touched
her, and yet brought a smile to her face. It was
from Mrs. Kirkman, offering to come to her
assistance at once, to leave all her responsibilities
for the satisfaction of being with her friend and
sustaining her strength and being “useful” to
the poor sufferer. It was a most anxious letter,
full of the warmest entreaties to be allowed to
come, and Mary was moved by it, though she
gave it to Hugh to read with a faint smile on
her lip.

“1 always told you she was a good woman,”
said Mrs. Ochterlony. “If I were to let her
come, I know she would make a slave of herself
to serve us both.”

“ But you will not let her come,” said Hugh,
with a little alarm; “I don’t know about your
good woman. She would do it, and then tell
everybody how glad she was that she had been
of so much use.”

“But she is a good woman in spite of her
talk,” said Mary; and she wrote to Mrs. Kirk-
man a letter which filled the soul of the colonel’s
wife with many thoughts. Mrs. Ochterlony
wrote to her that it would be vain for her to have
any help, for she could not leave her boy—could
not be apart from him while he was so ill, was
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what Mary said—but that her friend knew how
strong she was, and that it would not hurt her, if
God would but spare her boy. “Oh, my poor Will !
don’t forget to think of him,” Mary said, and
the heart which was in Mrs. Kirkman’s wordy
bosom knew what was meant. And then partly,
perhaps, it was her fault; she might have been
wise, she might have held her peace when Will
came to ask that fatal information. And yet,
perhaps, it might be for his good—or perhaps
—perhaps, God help him, he might die. And
then Mrs. Kirkman’s heart sank within her, and
she was softer to all the people in her district,
and did not feel so sure of taking upon her the
part of Providence. She could not but remem-
ber how she had prayed that Mary should not
be let alone, and how Major Ochterlony had
died after it, and she had felt that that was not
what she meant, and that God, so to speak, had
gone too far. If the same thing were-to happen
again! She was humble and softened to all
her people that day, and she spent hours of it
upon her knees, praying with tears streaming
down her cheeks for Will. And it was not till
full twenty-four hours after that she could take
any real comfort from the thought that it must
be for all their good; which shows that Mrs.
Ochterlony’s idea of her after all was right.
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These were but momentary breaks in the long
stretch of pain, and terror, and lingering and
sickening hope. Day after day went and came,
and Mary took no note of them, and knew
nothing more of them than as they grew light
and dark upon the pale face of her boy. Hugh
had to leave her by times, but there was no
break to her in the long-continued vigil. His
affairs had to go on, his work to be resumed,
and his life to proceed again as if it had never
come to that full stop. But as for Mary, it
began to appear to her as if she had lived all
her life in that sick room. Then Islay came,
always steady and trustworthy. This was to-
wards the end, when it was certain that the crisis
must be approaching for good or for evil. And
poor Aunt Agatha in her anxiety and her loneli-
ness had fallen ill too, and wrote plaintive, suffer-
ing letters, which moved Mary’s heart even in
the great stupor of her own anxiety. It was then
that Hugh went, much against his will, to the
Cottage, at his mother’s entreaty, to carry com-
fort to the poor old lady. He had to go to Earl-
ston to see after his own business, and from thence
to Aunt Agatha, whose anxiéty was no less great
at a distance than theirs was at hand ; and Hugh
was to be telegraphed for at once if there was
“any change.” Any change !—that was the way
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they had got to speak, saying it in a whisper, as
if afraid to trust the very air with words which
implied so much. Hugh stole into the sick room
before he went away, and saw poor Will, or at
least a long white outline of a face, with two big
startling eyes, black and shining, which must be
Will’s, lying back on the pillows; and he
heard a babble of weary words about his mother
and Nelly, and what had he done ? and withdrew
as noiselessly as he entered, with the tears in his
eyes, and that poignant and intolerable anguish
in his heart with which the young receive the
first intimation that one near to them must go
away. It seemed an offence to Hugh, as he left
the house to see so many lads in the streets, who
were of Will’s age, and so many children en-
cumbering the place everywhere, unthought of,
uncared for, unloved, to whom almost it would be
a benefit to die. But it was not one of them
who was to be taken, but Will, poor Will, the
youngest, who had been led astray, and had
still upon his mind a sense of guilt. Hugh was
glad to go to work at Earlston to get the thought
out of his mind, glad to occupy himself about
the museum, and to try to forget that his
brother was slowly approaching the crisis, after
which perhaps there might be no hope; and his
heart beat loud in his ears every time he heard a
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sound, dreading that it might be the promised
summons, and that “ some change”—dreadful in-
timation—had occurred ; and it was in the same
state of mind that he went on to the Cottage,
looking into the railway people’s faces at every
station to see if, perhaps, they had heard some-
thing. He was not much like carrying comfort
to anybody. He had never been within reach
of the shadow of death before, except in the
case of his uncle; and his uncle was old, and it
was natural he should die—but Will! When-
ever he said, or heard, or even thought the name
his heart seemed to swell, and’' grow “ grit,”’ as
the Cumberland folks said, and climb into his
throat.

But yet there was consolation to Hugh even at
such a moment. When he arrived at the Cottage
he found Nelly there in attendance upon Aunt
Agatha; and Nelly was full of wistful anxiety,
and had a world of silent questions in her eyes.
He had not written to her in answer to her letter,
though it had done so much for him. Nobody
had written to the girl, who was obliged to stay
quiet at home, and ask no questions, and occupy
herself about other matters. And no doubt
Nelly had suffered and might have made her-
self very unhappy, and felt herself deeply ne-
glected and injured, had she been of that manner

s 2
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of nature. She had heard only the evident
facts which everybody knew of—that Will had
been taken ill, and that Hugh was in Liverpool,
and even Islay had been sent for; but whether
Will’s illness was anything more than ordinary
disease, or how the family affairs, which lay
underneath, were being settled, Nelly could not
tell. Nobody knew; not Aunt Agatha, nor
Mrs. Kirkman, though it was her hand which had
helped to set everything in motion. Sometimes
it occurred to Nelly that Mr. Hugh might have
written to her; sometimes she was disposed to
fear that he might be angry—might think she
had no right to interfere. Men did not like
people to interfere with their affairs, she said to
herself sometimes, even when they meant—oh !
the very kindest ; and Nelly dried her eyes and
would acknowledge to herself that it was just.
But when Hugh came, and was in the same room
with her, and sat by her side, and was just the
same—nay, perhaps, if that could be, more than
just the same—then it was more than Nelly’s
strength of mind could do to keep from ques-
tioning him with her eyes. She gave little
glances at him which asked— Is all well ?’—in
language plainer than words; and Hugh’s eyes,
overcast as they were by that shadow of death
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which was upon them, could not answer promptly
— All is well.” And Aunt Agatha knew nothing .
of this secret which lay between them; so far as
Miss Seton had been informed as yet, Will’s
running away had been but a boyish freak, and
his illness an ordinary fever. And yet somehow
it made Hugh take a brighter view of everything—
made him think less drearily of Will’s danger,
and be less alarmed about the possible arrival of
a telegram, when he read the question in Nelly
Askell’s eyes.

But it was the morning after his arrival before
he could make any response. Aunt Agatha, who
was an invalid, did not come downstairs early,
and the two young creatures were left to each
other’s company. Then there ensued a little
interval of repose to Hugh’s mind, which had
been so much disturbed of late, which he did not
feel willing to break even by entering upon
matters which might produce a still greater con-
fidence and rapprochement. All that had been
passing lately had given a severe shock to his
careless youth, which, before that, had never
thought deeply of anything. And to feel him-
self thus separated as it were from the world of
anxiety and care he had been living in, and
floated in to this quiet nook, and seated here all
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tranquil in a nameless exquisite happiness, with
Nelly by him, and nobody to interfere with him,
did him good, poor fellow. He did not care t
break the spell even to satisfy her, nor perhaps
to produce a more exquisite delight for himself.
The rest, and the sweet unexpressed sympathy,
and the soft atmosphere that was about him, gave
Hugh all the consolation of which at this mo-
ment he was capable ; and he was only a man—
and he was content to be thus consoled without
inquiring much whether it was as satisfactory for
her. It was only when the ordinary routine of

~ the day began, and disturbed the Zéte-a-téte, that
.he bethought him of how much remained to be
explained to Nelly ; and then he asked her to go
out with him to the garden. “ Come and show
me the roses we used to water,” said Hugh;
“you remember?” And so they went out to-
gether, with perhaps, if that were possible, a
more entire possession of each other’s society—a
more complete separation from everybody else in
the world.

They went to see the roses, and though they
were fading and shabby, with the last flowers
overblown and disconsolate, and the leaves drop-
ping off the branches, that melancholy sight made
little impression on Nelly and Hugh.  The two
indulged in certain reminiscences of what had
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been, ““ you remember ?’—comings back of the
sweet recent untroubled past, such as give to
the pleasant present and fair future their greatest
charm. And then all at once Hugh stopped
short, and looked in his companion’s face. He
said it without the least word of introduction,
leaping at once into the heart of the subject, ina
way which gave poor Nelly no warning, no time
to prepare.

“Nelly,” he said, all at once, “I never
thanked you for your letter.”

“Oh, Mr. Hugh ! ” cried Nelly, and her heart
gave a sudden thump, and the water sprang to
her eyes. She was so much startled that she put
her hand to her side to relieve the sudden pant-
ing of her breath. “I was going to ask you if
you had been angry ?” she added, after a pause.

“ Angry! How could I be angry ? ”’ said Hugh.

“You might have thought it was very imperti-
nent of me talking of things I had no business
with,” said Nelly, with downcast eyes.

“Impertinent ! Perhaps you suppose I would
think an angel impertinent if it came down from
heaven for a moment, and showed a little
interest in my concerns ?” said Hugh. “And do
you really think you have no business with me,
Nelly ? I did not think you were so indifferent
to your friends.”
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“To be sure we are very old friends,” said
Nelly, with a blush and a smile; but she saw by
instinct that such talk was dangerous. And
then she put on her steady little face and looked
up at him to put an end to all this nonsense.—
“I want so much to hear about dear Mrs. Och-
terlony,” she said.

“ And I have never told you that it had come
all right,”” said Hugh. I was so busy at first
I had no time for writing lctters ; and last night
there was Aunt Agatha, who knows nothitg
about it; and this morning—well this morning
you know, I was thinking of nothing but
you—"

“Oh, thank you,” said Nelly, with a little
confusion, “but tell me ‘more, please. You said
it was all right

“Yes,” said Hugh, “but I don’t know if it
ever would have come right- but for your letter ;
I was down as low as ever a man could be; I
had no heart for anything ; I did not know what
to think even about my——about anything. And
then your dear little letter came. It was fkat that
made me something of a man again. And I
made up my mind to face it and not to give
in. And then all at once the proof came—some
people who lived at Gretna and had seen the
marriage. Did you go there?”
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“No,” said Nelly, with a tremulous voice;
and now whatever might come of it, it would
have been quite impossible for her to raise her
eyes.

“ Ah, T see,” said Hugh, “ it was only to show
me what to do—but all the same it was your
doing. If you had not written to me like that,
I was more likely to have gone and hanged
myself, than to have minded my business and
seen the people. Nelly, I will always say it
was you.”

“ No—no,” said Nelly, withdrawing, not with-
out some difficulty, her hand out of his. “ Never
mind me; I am so glad—I am so very glad;
but then I don’t know about dear Mrs. Ochter-
lony—and oh, poor Will !’

His brother’s name made Hugh fall back a
~ little. He had very nearly forgotten everything
just then except Nelly herself. But when he
remembered that his brother, perhaps, might be
dying: _

“ You know how ill he is,” he said, with a
little shudder. “ Nelly, it must be selfish to be
happy. I had almost forgotten about poor Will.””

% Oh, no, no,” cried Nelly; “ We must not
forget about him; he never could mean it—he
would have come to himself one day. Oh, Mr.
H.ug 22
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“Don’t call me that,” cried the young man ;
“You say Will—why should I be different.
Nelly ? If I thought you cared for him more than
for me——""

“Oh, hush!” said Nelly, “how can you
think of such things when he is so0 ill, and Mrs.
Ochterlony in such trouble. And besides, you
are different,” she added hastily ; and Hugh saw
the quick crimson going up to her hair, over
her white brow and her pretty neck, and again
forgot Will, and everything else in the
world.

“ Nelly,” he said, “ you must care for me most.
I don’t mind about anything without that. I
had rather be in poor Will’s place if you think
of somebody else just as the same as of me.
Nelly, look here—there is nobody on earth that
I can ever feel for as I feel for you.”

¢ Oh, Mr. Hugh !” cried Nelly. She had only
one hand to do anything with, for he held the
other fast, and she put that up to her eyes, to
which the tears had come, though she did not
very well know why. _

Tt is quite true,” cried the eager young man.
“ You may think I should not say it now; but
Nelly, if there are ill news shall T not want you
to comfort me? and if there are good mews you
will be as glad as I am. Oh, Nelly, don’t keep
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silent like that, and turn your head away—jyou
know there is nobody in the world that loves you
like me.”

“ Oh, please don’t say any more just now,”
said Nelly, through her tears. “ When I think
of poor Will who is perhaps And he and I
were babies together; it is not right to be so
happy when poor Will—— Yes, oh yes—another
time I will not mind.”

And even then poor Nelly did not mind.
They were both so young, and the sick boy was
far away from them, not under their eyes as it
were ; and even whatever might happen, it could
not be utter despair for Hugh and Nelly. They
were selfish so far as they could not help being
selfish — they had* their moment of delight
standing there under the faded roses, with the
dead leaves dropping at their feet. Neither
autumn nor any other chill—neither anxiety nor
suspense, nor even the shadow of death could
keep them asunder. Had not they the more
need of each other if trouble was coming? That
was Hugh’s philosophy, and Nelly’s heart could
not say him nay.

But when that moment was over Aunt Agatha’s
voice was heard calling from an upper window.
“ Hugh, Hugh!” the old lady called. “I see
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a man leaving the station with a letter in his
hand—1It is the man who brings the telegraph—
Oh, Hugh, my dear boy !”

Hugh did not stop to hear any more. He
woke up in a moment out of himself, and rushed
forth upon the road to meet the messenger,
leaving Nelly and his joy behind him. He felt
as if he had been guilty then, but as he flew
along the road he had no time to think. As for
poor Nelly, she took to walking up and down
the Jawn, keeping him in sight, with limbs that
trembled under her, and eyes half blind with tears
and terror. Nelly had suffered to some extent
from the influence of Mrs. Kirkman’s training.
She could not feel sure that to be very happy,
nay blessed, to feel one’s self full of joy and
unmingled content, was not something of an
offence to God. Perhaps it was selfish and
wicked at that moment, and now the punishment
might be coming. If it should be so, would it
not be Aer fault. She who had let herself be
persuaded, who ought to have known better.
Aunt Agatha sat at her window, sobbing, and
saying little prayers aloud without knowing it.
“God help my Mary! Oh God, help my poor
“Mary ! give her strength to bear it!” was what
Aunt Agatha said. And poor Nelly for her
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part put up another prayer, speechless, in an
agony—*“ God forgive us,” she said, in her in-
‘nocent heart.

But all at once both of them stopped praying,
stopped weeping, and gave one simultaneous cry,
that thrilled through the whole grey landscape.
And this was why it was:—Hugh, a distant

“figure on the road, had met the messenger, had
torn open the precious dispatch. It was too far
off to tell them in words, or make any other intelli-
gible sign. What he did was to fling his hat
into the air and give a wild shout, which they
saw rather than heard. Was it all well? Nelly
went to the gate to meet him, and held by it,
and Aunt Agatha come tottering downstairs.
And what he did next was to tear down the road
like a racchorse, the few country folks about it
staring at him as if he were mad,—and to seize
Nelly in his arms in open day, on the open road,
and kiss her publicly before Aunt Agatha, and
Peggy, and all the world. *“ She said she would"
not mind,” cried Hugh, breathless, coming head-
long into the garden, “ as soon as we heard that
Will was going to get well; and there’s the des-
patch, Aunt Agatha, and Nelly is to be my wife.”

This was how two joyful events in the Ochter-
lony famﬂy intimated themselves at the same
moment to Miss Seton and her astonished house.



CHAPTER XVI.

this was how it all ended, so far as

y end can be said to have come

any episode in human history.

hile Will was still only recovering
—putting his recollections slowly together—and
not very certain about them, what they were,
Hugh and his mother went through the pre-
liminaries necessary to have Mrs. Ochterlony’s
early marriage proved before the proper court—
a proceeding which Mary did not shrink from
when the time came that she could look calmly
over the whole matter, and decide upon the best
course. She was surprised to see her own un-
finished letter preserved so carefully in Hugh’s
pocketbook. “Put it in the fire,”” she said to
him, “it will only put us in mind of painful
things if you keep it;” and it did not occur to
Mary why it was that her son smiled and put it
back in its place, and kissed her hand, which
had grown thin and white in her long seclusion.
And then he told her of Nelly, and Mrs.
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Ochterlony was glad—glad to the bottom of her
heart, and yet touched by a momentary pang
for which she was angry with herself. He
had stood by her so in all this time of trial, and
now he was about to remove himself a little, ever
so little further off from her, though he was
her first-born and her pride; but then she
despised herself, who could grudge, even for half
a moment, his reward to Hugh, and made haste
to make amends for it, even though he was
unconscious of the offence.

“T always thought she should have been my
child,” Mary said, “the very first time I saw her.
I had once one like her; and I hungered and
thirsted for Nelly when I saw her first. I did
not think of getting her like this. I will love
her as if she were my own, Hugh.”

¢ And so she will be your own,” said Hugh, not
knowing the difference. And he was so happy
that the sight of him made his mother happy,
though she had care enough in the meantime
for her individual share.

For it may be supposed that Will, such a youth
as he was, did not come out of his fever changed
and like a little child. Such changes are few in
this world, and a great sickness is not of necessity
a moral agent. When the first languor and
comfort of his convalescence was over, his mind
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began to revive and to join things together, as
was natural—and he did not know where or how
he had broken off in the confused and darkling
story that returned to his brain as he pondered.
He had forgotten, or never understood about all
that happened on the day he was taken ill, but
yet a dreamy impression that some break had
come to his plans, that there was some obstacle,
something that made an end of his rights, as he
still called them in his mind, hovered about his
recollections. He was as frank and open as it
was natural to his character to be, for the first
few days after he began to recover, before he had
made much progress with his recollections; and
then he became moody and thoughtful and per-
plexed, not knowing how to piece the story out.
This was perhaps, next to death itself, the thing
which Mary had most dreaded, and she saw that
though his sickness had been all but death, it
had not changed the character or identity of the
pale boy absorbed in his own thoughts, uncom-
municating and unyielding, whose weakness com-
pelled him to obey her like an infant in everything
external, yet whose heart gave her no such
obedience. It was as unlike Hugh’s frank exu-
berance of mind, and Islay’s steady but open soul,
as could be conceived. But yet he was her boy
as much as either; as dear, perhaps even more
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bound to her by the evil he had tried to do, and
by the suffering he himself had borne. And now
she had to think not only how to remedy the wrong
he had attempted, and to put such harm out of his
and everybody’s power, but to set the discord in
himself at rest, and to reconcile the jangled
chords. It was this that gave her a preoccupied
look even while Hugh spoke to her of all his
plans. It was more difficult than appearing
before the court, harder work perhaps than any-
thing she had yet had in her hands to do—and
hard as it was, it was she who had to seek the
occasion and begin.

She had been sitting with her boy, one win-
terly afternoon, when all was quiet in the house—
they were still in the lodging in Liverpool, not
far from Mr. Penrose’s, to which Will had been
removed when his illness began; he was not
well enough yet to be moved, and the doctors
were afraid of cold, and very reluctant to send
him, in his weak state, still further to the north.
She had been reading to him, but he was evidently
paying no attention to the reading, and she had
left off and began to talk, but he had been im-
patient of the talk. He lay on the sofa by the
fire, with his pale head against the pillow, looking
thin, spectral, and shadowy, and yet with a weight
of weary thought upon his overhanging brow,

VOL. III. T
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and in his close ecompressed lips, which grieved
his mother’s heart.

“ Will,” she said suddenly, “ I should like to
speak to you frankly about what vou have on
your mind. You are thinking of what hap-
pened before you were taken ill 7’

““ Yes,” he said, turning quickly upon her his
great hollow eyes, shining with interest and sar-
prise ; and then he stopped short, and compressed
his upper kp again, and looked at her with a
watchful eye, conscious of the imperfection of
his own memory, and unwilling to commit him-
self.

“1 will go over it all, that we may understand
each other,” said Mary, though the effort made
her own cheek pale. “ You were told that I had
been married in India just before you were born,
and you were led to believe that your brothers
were—were—illegitimate, and that you were your
father’s heir. I don’t know if they ever told
you, my poor boy, that I had been married in
Scotland long before; at: all events, they made
you believe——"

¢ Made me believe !”” said Will, with feverish
haste ; “do people generally marry each other
more than once? I don’t see how you can say
‘ made me believe.” ”

“ Well, Will, perhaps it seemed very clear as it.
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was told to you,” said Mary, with a sigh; “ and
you have even so much warrant for your mistake,
that your father too took fright, and thought
because everybody was dead that saw us married
that we ought to be married again ; and I yielded
to his wish, though I knew it was wrong. But
it appears everybody was not dead; two people
who were present have come to light very unex-
pectedly, and we have applied to that Court—
that new Court, you know, where they treat
such things—to have my marriage proved, and
Hugh’s legitimacy declared. It will cost some
money, and it will not be pleasant to me; but
better that than that such a mistake should ever
be possible again.”

Will looked in his mother’s face, and knew
and saw beyond all question that what she told
him was absolute fact ; not even Zruth, but fact;
the sort of thing that can be proved by witnesses
and established in law. His mouth which had
been compressed so close, relaxed ; his under lip
drooped, his eyes hid themselves, as it were,
under their lids. A sudden blank of mortification
and humbled pride came over his soul. A mis-
take, simply a mistake, such a blunder as any
fool might make, an error about simple facts
which he might have set right if he had tried.
And now for ever and ever he was nothing but
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the youngest son ; doubly indebted to everybody
belonging to him ; indebted to them for forgive-
ness, forbearance, tenderness, and services of
every kind. He saw it all, and his heart rose
up against it; he had tried to wrong them, and
it was his punishment that they forgave him. It
all seemed so hopeless and useless to struggle
against, that he turned his face from the light,
and felt as if it would be a relief if he could be
able to be ill again, or if he had wounds that he
could have secretly unbound; so that he might get
to die, and be covered over and abandoned, and
have no more to bear. Such thoughts were
about as foreign to Mrs. Ochterlony’s mind as
any human cogitations could be, and yet she
divined them, as it were, in the greatness of her
pity and love.

“ Will,” she said, speaking softly in the
silence which had been unbroken for long, “I
want you to think if this had been otherwise, what
it would have been for me. I would have been
a woman shut out from all good women. I
would have been only all the more wicked and
wretched that I had succeeded in concealing my
sin. You would have blushed for your mother
whenever you had to name her name. You
could not have kept me near you, because my
presence would have shut against you every
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honest house. You would have been obliged
to conceal me and my shame in the dark-
ness—to cover me over in some grave with no
name on it—to banish me to the ends of the
eart ?

“ Mother |” said Will, rising up in his gaunt
length and paleness on the sofa. He did not
understand it. He saw her figure expanding, as
it were, her eyes shining in the twilight like two
great mournful stars, the hot colour rising to
her face, her voice labouring with an excitement
which had been long pent up and found no
channel; and the thrill and jar in it of sup-
pressed passion, made a thrill in his heart.

“ And your father!” she went onm, always
with growing emotion, “whom you are all proud
of, who died for his duty and left his name
without a blot ;—he would have been an im-
postor like me, a man who had taken base
advantage of a woman, and deceived all his
friends, and done the last wrong to his children,—
we two that never wronged man nor woman, that
would have given our lives any day for any one
of you,—that is what you would have made us
out !’

« Mother !”” said Will. He could not bear it
any longer. His heart was up at last, and
spoke. He came to her, crept to her in his




278 Madonna Mary.

weakness, and laid his long feeble arms round
her as she sat hiding her face. “Mother! don’t
say that. I must have been mad. Not what 7
would have made you out ?

“ Oh, my poor Will, my boy, my darling}”
said Mary, ‘“ not you—I never meant you !”

And she clasped her boy close, and held him
to her, not knowing what she meant. And then
she roused herself to sudden recollection of his
feebleness, and took him back to his sofa, and
brooded over him like a bird over her nest. And
after awhile Islay came in, bringing fresh air
and news, and a breath from the outer world.
And poor Will’s heart being still so young, and
having at last touched the depths, took a
rebound and came up; not like, and yet not
unlike the heart of a little child. From that
time his moodiness, his heavy brow, his com-
pressed lip, grew less apparent, and out of his
long ponderings with himself there came sweeter
fruits. He had been on the edge of a precipice,
and he had not known it; and now that after
the danger was over he had discovered that
danger, such a thrill came over him as comes
sometimes upon those who are the most fool-
hardy in the moment of peril. He had not seen
the blackness of the pit nor the terror of it until
he had escaped.
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But probably it was a relief to all, as it was a
great relief to poor Will, when his doctor pro-
posed a complete change for him, and a winter
in the South. Mary had moved about very little
since she brought her children home from India,
and her spirit sank before the thought of travel
in foreign parts, and among unknown tongues.
But she was content when she saw the light
come back to her boy’s eye. And when he was
well enough to move, they went away* together,
Will and his mother, Mary and her boy. He
was the one who needed her most.

And when Hugh and Nelly were married, the
Percivals sent the little bride a present, very
pretty, and of some value, which the Ochter-
lonys in general accepted as a peace-offering.
Winnie’s letter which accompanied it was not,
however, very peaceful in its tone. “1I daresay
you think yourself very happy, my dear,”
Winnie wrote, “but I would not advise you to
calculate upon too much happiness. I don’t
know if we were ever meant for that. Mary,
who is the best woman among us, has had a
terrible deal of trouble; and I, whom perhaps

* They went to San Remo, if any one would like to know,
for no particular reason that I can tell, except that the beloved
physician, Dr. Antonio, has thrown the shield of his protec-

tion over that picturesque little place, with its golden orange
groves and its delicious sea.
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you will think one of the worst, have not been
let off any more than Mary. I wonder often,
for my part, if there is any meaning at all in it.
I am not sure that I think there is. And you
may tell Mrs. Kirkman so if you like. My love
to Auunt Agatha, and if you like you can kiss
Hugh for me. He always was my favourite
among all the boys.”

Poor Aunt Agatha heard this letter with a
sigh. She said, “ My dear love, it is only Winnie’s
way. She always liked to say strange things, but
she does not think like that.” And perhaps on
the whole it was Aunt Agatha that was worst off
in the end. She was left alone when the young
creatures paired, as was natural, in the spring;
and when the mother Mary went away with her
boy. Aunt Agatha had no child left to devote
herself to; and it was very silent in the Cottage,
where she sat for hours with nothing more com-
panionable than the Henri-Deux ware, Francis
Ochterlony’s gift, before her eyes. And Sir
Edward was very infirm that year. But yet
Miss Seton found a consolation that few people
would have thought of in the Henri Deux, and
before the next winter Mary was to come home.
And she had always her poor people and her
letters, and the Kirtell singing softly under its
dewy braes.

THE END.
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“This is the Life of Wedgwood to the expected appearance of which I referred
at Burslem."—Extract from a Letter to the Author by the Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone.

* This very beauntiful book contains that Life of Wedgwood which for the last
fifteen years Miss Meteyard has had in view, an. to which the Wedgwood family,
and all who have papers valuable in relation to its subject, have been cordially
contributing. In his admirable sketch of Wedgwood, give. at Burslem, it was
to the publication of this biography that Mr. Gladstone looked forward with
pleasare. It is a very accurate and valnable book. To give their fullest value to
the engravings of works of art which largely enrich the volumes, the biogruphy
has been made by its publishers a choice specimen of their own art as booke
makers. Neither care nor cost have been grudged."—ZEzaminer.

“The appearance of such a work as Miss Meteyard's ‘Life of Josiah Wedgwood'
is an eventof importance in the sister spheres of literature and art. The biographer
of our great potter has more than ordinary fitness for the fultilment of her labour
of love. She is an enthusiastic admirer and a practised connoisseur of Ceramic
Art, and she brings the pleasant energy of individual taste and feeling to the aid of
complete, authentic, and well-arranged information, and the welkbalanced
style of an experienced litterateur. The interest of the book grows with every page.
The reader will peruse the numerous interesting particulars of \Wedgwood's
family life and affuirs with unusual satisfaction, and will lay down the work
with undoubting contidence that it will rank as & classic among biographies—un
exhaustive work of the first rank in its school”—AMorning Post.

“No book has come before us for some time so stored with interesting informa~
tion. Miss Meteyard i8 a biographer distinguished b%u clever and energetic style,
by delicate judgment, extensive information, and a deep interest in her subject
The history of the Cerumic Art in Englsnd, and the biography of the eminent man
who brought it to perfection, have evidently been to her a labour of love; and of
the spirit and manner in which she has executed it we can hardly speak t0o highly.
The splendid getting up of the work reflects much credit on the house from which
it is issued."—Dublin University Magazine, - L

“The biography of Josiah Wedgwood hasfhlen into good hands. Miss Meteyard
has infused into her task u congeniual spirit, a cultivated taste, and, in addition to
fifteen years' study of her subject, she has been able to enrich her hook with a mass
of private letters and documents relating to Jusish Wedgwood which have Leen
wholly inaccessible to other writeras. These give the work a character of reliable
information to which no rival con lay claim. The publishers have spared neither
labour nor expense in the costly illustrations of the exquisite artistic gems which
adorn the book.,”—The Shilling Magazine.

“It needs no specisl advertisement to make us aware, so soon &8 we open the
book, that this is tke life of the great Wedgwood, d with an enthusiastic in.
dustry and illustrated with a taste which will be sufficient to satiafy Alr. Gladstone
himself. Messre. Hurst and Blackett may be fairly congrutulated on having tarned
out the best English book of the yeuar on art.”—¥acmillan's Magazine.

“ In this magnificent volume we welcome one of the very noblest contributions to
the history of the Ceramic art ever published. We place it at once and permu-
nently side by side with Bernard Palissy's Memoirs and with Benvenuto Cellini'a
Autobiography. An abundance of rare and very precious materials is hére admir-
ably put tugether by the dexterous hand and exjuisite taste of Miss Metpywrd. A
more coascientious discharge of the responsible duties devolving upon the biogras
pher of a really great man hus not been witnessed, we believe, since tho days of
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Emperors Al der, Nicholas, and Napol IIL ; Kings George IV., Wil-
liam IV, and Leopold L; Princes Talleyrand, Esterhagy, Napoleon, Puckler
Muskau; the Dukes of Sussex, York, Cambridge, Wellington, d'Orleans,
d'Aumale, Brunswick, Manchester, Beaufort, Cleveland, Richmond, Bucking-
ham ; Lords Byron, Melbourne, Lansdowne, Holland, Brougham, Alvanley,
‘Yarmouth, Petersham, Craven, Salisbury, Devonshire, Ducie, Glasgow, Malmes-
bury, Castlereagh, Breadalbane, &c. Sirs Robert Peel, T. Lawrence, W.
Knighton, George Dashwood, George Warrender, Lumley Skeffington, Bulwer
Lytton, Count d'Orsay, Count de Morny, the Rev. Sydney Smith, Tom Moore,
Shelley, Thomas Campbell, Beau Brummell, Theodore Hook, Leigh Hunt,
‘W. S. Landor, James and Horace Smith, Jack Musters, Assheton Smith, &c.
Ladies Holland, Jersey, Londonderry, Blessington, Shelley, Lamb, Breadalbane,
Morgan, Mrs. Fitzherbert, Mra. Jordan, Miss Landon, the Countess Guiceioli, &

OPINIONS OF THE PrESS ON VOLS. 3 AND 4.

It is pleasant to be told about men of note, or the various phases of high social
life, in the light and sparkling manner peculiar to these memoirs. The most fasti-
dious critic will scarcely deny that Mr. Berkeley possesses-the gift of writing in an
amusing strain on social, sporting, or other general subjects; and that he had the
command of abundance of wmaterials for his pen will be proved by his whole
worlk."—Morning Post.

“The chief source of gratification to be derived from these, as from the preced-
ing volumes, will be discovered in the references to distingushed persuns which
crowd every page, showing an uacquaintunce with u host of royal personages,
noblemen, politicians, artists, actors, poets, and wits, which has fallen to the iot of
but few members even of aristocratic society."—.Messenger.

« Mr. Berkely's new volumes are very gleu.sa.nt reading indeed. He has stores of
anecdutes to tell, and many of these he tells very delightfully. The work is a
most amusing repertory of anecdotal recollections, illustrative of the highest
ciasses of society in England.”—Sun.

“These concluding volumes of Mr. Grantley Berkeley's reminiscences are just as
amusing as their predecessors. They are full of interest."—~Press.

OPINTIONS ON Vo1s. 1 AND 2,

“ A book unrivalled in its position in the range of modern literatare. We have
here a picture in the recollections of a living man of a state of suciety which is now
superseded, and of which very few relics still remain to be illustrated. In the
present case there is allowance to be made for the resentment, rightly or wrongly
entertained, for what the author cousidered to be & family plot and persecution. On
the other hand, his keen appreciation of natural objects, his thorough intimacy
with his dogs and his horses, is not only an evidence of his powers of observation,
but a creditable testimony to his po ion of some of the higher humanitiea
Like William the Conqueror, it is clear that he ‘loved the tull deer as if he were
their father,' and we cannot but be tolerunt of a true sportsman who might have
played a better part if he had had better opp.rtunitiea"—7"e Times.

“ A clever, freespoken man of the world, son of an earl with £70,000 a-year, who
has lived from: boyhood the life of a club-man, sportsman, and man of fashion, has
thrrogn his best stories about himself und his {riends, into an anecdotic antobiogru-
phy. Of course it is eminently readable. Mr, Grantley Berkeley writes easily and
well. Thebuok is full of pleasant stories, all told us easily and clearly as if they
were relatéd ut & club-window, and all with point of greater or less piguancy.”—
Spectator.

« There is & large fund of a t in these vol The details of the au-
thor's life ure replete with much that is interesting. A book so brimtul of anecdote
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MEMOIRS AND CORRESPONDENCE OF
FIELD-MARSHAL VISCOUNT COMBERMERE, G.C.B., &c.
From his Family Papers. By the Right Hon. MARY ViscoUNTEsS
ConsERMERE and Capt. W. W. K~oLLY8. 2 v. §vo, with Portraits. 80s.

“ The gallant Stapleton Cotton, Viscount Combermere, was one of those men
who belcng to two epochs. He was a soldier, actively engaged, nearly ten years
before the last century came to its troubled close; and he was among us but as
yesterday, & noble veteran, gloriously 'aden with years, laurels, and pleasant re-
miniscences. To the last this noble soldler and most perfect gentleman took
cheerful part in the duties and pleasures of life, leaving to an only son an inherit-
ance of & great name, and to a sorrowing widow the task of recording how the
bearer of the name won for it all his greatness. This has been done, evidently as
@ labour of love, by Lady Combermere, and she has been efficiently assisted in the
military details by Captain Knoliys. Apart from the biographical und professional
details, the volumes, moreover, are full of sketches of persons of importance or
interest who came into connection with Lord Combermere.”—Athensum.

“ A welcome and gracefully written memorial of cne of the greatest of England’s
soldiers, and worthiest of her sona. It is & most interesting work."—AMorning Post.

“This biography, abounding in letters and other unpublished materials, is all
{resh and trustworthy information, a8 to the life of & man whose carcer deserved &
record."— Examiner. .

“ All through the lengthened career of this grand old soldier we are enabled to
follow him step by step, incident by inecident, through the pages of these thoroughly
readable and most entertaining volumes.”—Sun,

‘“The feeling of respect and regard which the public in general entertained for
Lord Combermere, and the love of those who were permitted the honour of closer
-acqusaintance or friendship, will cause these volumes to be received with profound
pleasure. They present to us & most complete history of the gallant soldier’s pro-
fessional career, and give an intimate, acquaintance with his private life. If it were
possible, they raise the estimation of him as a succesaful, brave, and able soldier,
and add proofs of an affectionate and genial nature to the many which are
familiar to us all, and have long since marked him out for & high place in the
esteem of men who honour the noble, the wise, and the good."—Court Journal.

THE SPORTSMAN AND NATURALIST IN
CANADA. With Notes on the Natural History of the Game,
Game Birds, and Fish of that country. By Masor W. Ross Kivg,
FR.G.S, F.S.A.S. 1 vol. super royal 8vo, Illustrated with beauti-
ful Coloured Plates and Woodcuts. 20s. Elegantly bound.

“Truthful, simple, and extremely observant, Major King has been able to throw
much light upon the habits as well as the zoological relations of the snimals with
which he came in collisivn ; and his descriptions of the country, as well as of the
creatures inhabiting it, are as bright and graphic as they are evidently correct.”—
Athenzum,

¢ In *The Sportsman and Naturalist in Canada’ we have a full, true, and com-
prehensive record of all the facts concerning American animals which the author
was able in & three years' residence to collect. We have these facts in a goodly
volume, splendidly illustrated, and with its contents so well arranged that & refer-
ence to any descriptivn of bird, beast. or fish may be made almost instantly. It is
an importaat contribution to Natural History, and a work the intending traveller
will cunsult once and again, since it gives him the information ke most needs, and
finds least generally sccessible. The bouk will take its position in the foremost
rank of works of its class. The descriptions throughomt are written by one who is
& master of his subject, and who writes English such as few are able to equal.  Of
recent British travellers few can vie with its author in close observation of nature,
and in those graces of style and scholarship which make the information con-
tained in his volume a8 pleasant to obtain as it is valuable to preserve. In fact,
since the works of Eliot Warburton and Kinglake, no book of travels with which
we are acquainted has been written in a style more clear, forcible, picturesque.”—
Sunday Times.
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LADY ARABELLA STUARTS LIFE AND

LETTERS: including numerous Original and Unpublhished Docu-
ments. By Enizasere CooPER. 2 vols., with Portrait. 2ls.

“ The * Life and Letters of Lady Arabella Stuart®isan 1ly good spect
of its class. Miss Cooper has really worked at her snbject. She has read a good
deal of MSS, and, what is better stil], she has printed a good deal of what she has
read. The book has a real and substantial historical valune."—Saturday Review.

“One of the most interesting biographical works recently published. The
memoirs have been arranged by Miss Cooper with mach care, diligence, and
judgment."—Post.

“ Miss Cooper has laid before us a work of equal value and interest, respecting
one of the most romantic and interesting passages in English history, in which the
actors are living men and women, not merely historical figures.”— Globe.

* Miss Cooper's volumes appear rich in documents, and a glance through them
leads us to believe that they tell their tale in a straightforward way, and trust for
interest to a clear setting forth of facts."—ZEraminer.

*The historical interest of this work is indisputable, and the many letters and

documents of the period for the first time published in it, will give it & permanent
value."—Dispatch.

PRISON CHARACTERS DRAWN FROM LIFE.
BY A PrisoN MaTrON. Author of ¢ Female Life in Prison.’ 2 v. 21s.
“These volumes are interesting and suggestive."—.Athenzum.

* A woman lodged among imprisoned women, with a kindly sympathy, a quick
eye, and a mind apt to record clearly its well-directed observations, has something
to tell that thousends will be glad to learn. Her quick-witted transcripts of living
character are studies that nothing can make obsolete or deprive of interest for
living men."—E.caminer.

*This is & work of the most striking interest. It ought to be widely read and
deeply considered, not only by all in authority, or possessed of influence, but by
the public in general, to whom the subject is of interest and importance.”—Post.

“These volumes possess the liveliest interest The author is both instructive
and amusing when depicting the sayings, doings, and characteristics of the prisoners
who have been under her care."-—Star.

SPORT AND SPORTSMEN: A Book of Recol-

lections. By CHARLES STRETTON, Esq. 8vo, with Illustrations. 15s.

“This is an amusing book; as interesting as genunine books of sporting adven-
tures seldom fail to be. The Highlands, Wales, the English counties, Austrulia,
have all been visited by the writer, and we have his adventures in each."—Globe.

“ Mr. Stretton has succeeded in producing a work descriptive of home scenery,
characters, end sports vhich is full of excitement, and will interest the reader es
much as most descript'ons of foreign adventures. A charm this book undoubtedly
has, and few who begin it, and care at all for fleld sports, will lay it aside till it is
finished."—Sunday Times.

GARIBALDI AT HOME: Notes of a Visit to

Caprera. By Sk CHARLES R. MoGRIGOR, Bart. 8vo, with Illus-
trations. 15s.
“Now that Garibaldi is once more about to appear on the scene of action, this

took may be regarded &s very seasonable. The writer is honest in his admiration,
and adds to our knowledge of Garibaldi’s life and character.”-~Gloe.

“8ir Charles McGrigor's book is full of anecdote and entertaining sketches
reh:iﬁve to his visit to Garibaldi. It will command a very extensive circle of
readers."—

“wThis book gives us some faithful and agreaable records of Garihald: himsa'f
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ENGLISH TRAVELLERS AND ITALIAN
BRIGANDS : a Narrative of Capture and Captivity. By W. J. C.
Mogns. Second Edition. Revised with Additions. 2 vols., with
Portrait and other Illustrations. 21s.

“Mr. Moens had a had time of it among the Italian Brigands. Bat his misfor-
tunes are now to himself and to his friends a source of no little entertainment, and
we can ssy for those who listen to his story that we have followed him in his
adventures with pleasure. He tells his tale in & clear and simple style, and with
that confident manliness which is not afraid to be nataral”"—Z%e Times.

¢ Mr. Moens has had an experience and an adventure of startling magnitude in
these prosaic times of ours. He haa seen what no other Englishman has seen, and
has done what no one else has done, and has written & bright and charming book
as the result."—AWU the Year Round.

*Mr. Moens tells, in this book, of his life among the brigands as their prisoner
until the payment of the heavy ransom asked for himself and his friend Mr.
Aynsley. Here, then, is a man with a good story to tell. It does not follow as &
common law of nature that he happens to know how to tell it; but, for the comfort
of all who would like to make an honest story about robbers, full of adventure,
recent and quite trae, g&rt of thelr Christmas reading, be it known that Mr. Moens
does know how to tell his tale. He tells it faithfolly and simply. It is very inte-
resting."—Examiner.

“In these volumes, the literary merits of which are numerous, we have the true
story of the capture of Mr. Moens by the brigands of South Italy. We have no
doubt that the book will be extensively read; we are quite sure that it will do an
immense amount of good. It lets in a flood of light npon the dens of these roLbers.
g will bring to bear upon the whole system the public opinion of Europe."—Daily

ews.

FROM CADET TO COLONEL: The Record of

a Life of Active Service. By Major-General Sir THOMAS SEATON,
K.C.B. 2 vols. with Illustrations, 21s.

“T1t is difficult to imagine anything more interesting both to soldiers and
civilians than Sir Thomas Seaton's record of his active career. Apart from its
amusing contents the work must be viewed as & valuable addition to our litera~
ture."—Athenzum,

¢ Here are two volumes of pleasant, , personal memoirs by s veteran
aoldier, who, with the refreshing frankness of hie class, gives us all his experiences
from the day he took shipping on the Downs as & Cadet under the Old Company,
down almost to the present time, when, full of years and honours, he enjoys his
refraite as a Major-General in the Queen’s service, and his well-won decoration as
a Knight Commander of the Bath. The writer buckled on his sword in 1822, and
made it do good service through the disastrous Cabul campaign and at the last
siege of Delhi Sir Thomas Seaton has, in truth, produced a delightful book.”
—United Service Gazette.

RECOLLECTIONS OF A LIFE OF ADVEN.-
TURE. By WnoLiaM StaMeR. 2 vols. with Portrait. 2l1s.

“ Mr. Stamer has been by turns a sailor, a soldier, a dasher in Paris, a recruit in
& forelgn legion, a sportsman in America. His book is & story of & wild life, not
without a certain vivacity and ent."—Ah,

“There is much interesting and exciting matter in this lively and amusing
book."—Reader,

“ The two volumes in which Mr. Stamer has recorded his adventures are of de;f
and varied interest, and & career so remarkable as his haa seldom been describ
The volumes are exceesively entertaining, and in all the varied scenes through
which the author conducts us he is alwaye an intelligent guide and a pleasant
friend. We cheerfully recommend his adventures to all who read for amusement
There I8, too, much information of positive and practical value to be derived from
his work."—Sunday Times.
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ADVENTURES AMONGST THE DYAKS OF
BORNEO By FrepErIck BoriE, Esq., F.R.G.S. 1 vol. 8vo, with
Ilustrations. 15s. bound.

“Mr. Boyle's Adventures are very pleasant reading—smart, lively, and indicative
of no slight amount of bonhomle in the writer.”— A thenieum.

“This is an entertaining book. Mr. Boyle saw a good deal of the country, made
intimate friendship with a large number of sav chiefs, lived for some time in a
native village, has given us, in an enten:ﬁlng and humorous style, & very
lively and pleasant account of his trip."—Satwrday Review,

IMPRESSIONS OF LIFE AT HOME AND
ABROAD. By Lord Evstack Cecm, M.P. 1 vol. 8vo. 14s.

“Lord Eustace Cecil has selected from various journeys the points which most
interested him, and has reported them in an unaffected style. The idea is a good
one, and is carried out with success. We are grateful for a good deal of informa-
tion given with unpretending good sense.”"—Saturday Review.

% *These sqg:-kllng pepers are remarkably full of sensible thought and solid in-
formation. ey very cleverly and very pleasantly sum up their author's judg-
ment on many matters of i "—E. iner.

YACHTING ROUND THE WEST OF ENG-
LAND. By the Rev. A. G. L’EstRANGE, B.A., of Exeter College,
Oxford, R.T.Y.C. 1 vol. 8vo, Illustrated. 15s.

“A very interesting work. We can scarcely imagine a more pleasant and ro-
mantic yachting voyage than that of the author of this volume round the rough
and rug, west coast of England, which forms the coasts of (‘ornwall and Devon~
shire. The bold character of these coasts, the Lizard, Mount St. Michaél, the tine
old town of Bideford, Gurnard's Head, the rocky Scilly Isles, the small rock on
which the Eddystone braves the fury of the storm, end guides the mariner up
Channel, are among the attractions which such a voyage afforded ; while the many
small towns and villages, and their inhabitants, must have yielded a considerable
amount of pleasure to those who for the first time visit these interesting counties.
‘We might, if space permitted, give many interesting extracts from the work, which
would convey to the reader the same good opinion of the work which we have our-
selves formed from its"perusal.”—Observer.

BRIGAND LIFE IN ITALY. By Count MAFFEL
2 vols. 8vo, 28s.

“Two volumes of interesting research.”—7T¥mes.

“Count Maffei's work is obviously of an authentic character. The preface is
dated from the Italian Embassy, and the volumes show many evidences of their
author having had the advantage of special information not hitherto made public.
‘The volumes must be read by all who would understand the present position of
South Italy. They are written in a lively style, and combine the value of history
with the entertai t of & I "'—London Review.

A PERSONAL NARRATIVE OF THIRTEEN
YEARS' SERVICE AMONGST THE WILD TRIBES OF
KHONDISTAN, FOR THE SUPPRESSION OF HUMAN
SACRIFICE. By Major-General JouN CauesiLy, C.B. 1 vol. 8vo,
with Illustrations.

¢ Major-General Campbell’s book i8 one of thrilling interest, and must be pro-
nounced the most remarkable narrative of the present season."—Athenzum.

JAVA; OR, HOW TO MANAGE A COLONY.
Showing a Practical Solution of the Questions affecting British
India. By J. W. B. MonEY, Esq. 2 vols. 21s.
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TRAVELS IN FRANCE AND GERMANY IN
18656 AND 1866 : Including a Steam Voyage down the Danube,
and a Ride across the Mountains of European Turkey from Bel-
grade to Montenegro. By Captain SPENCER, author of ‘ Travels in
Circassia,’ && 2 vols. 21s.

“ This work would at any time be read with pleasure, but at this moment it is
invested with peculiar interest. It presents & clear and comprehensive view of
Germany on the eve of war, and throws much light on many questions which have
recently occapied, and are still destined to occupy, & considerable share of attention.
It is more than a narrative of travel, although it possesses all the attractions of &
well written work of that nature. There is sufficient of adventure for those who
love that which is exciting ; sketches of wild and heautiful scenes ; glimpses of life,
not only in cities, but in secluded villages, and notes and observations on the social,
moral, and political condition of the countries passed through. The unity of Ger-
many is regarded as a gain to the whole civilized world ; the exclusion of Austria
from Germany & gain to herself and to the magnificent countries she rules over in
eastern Europe. ith these countries the reader extends his acquaintance. A
characteristic sketch of the present state of Hungary is given in connection with
the swr{vno! & voyage down the Lower Danube. The narrative of a ride across the
mountains of European Turkey is fllled up with a description of the manners and
customs of a people still living in a state of primitive simplicity. The author's
style is lucid and anecdotal, and the range of his book gives scope for much pleas-
ing variety as well as for much useful information."—~Post.

HISTORIC PICTURES. By A.BaiLLIE COCHRANE,
M.P. 2 vols. 21s.

¢ Mr. Baillie Cochrane has published two entertaining volumes of studies from
history. They are lively reading. ‘My aim,’ he says, ‘has been to depict events
ﬁ:z;erally known in a light and, if possible, & picturesque manner.’ Mr. Cochrane
been quite successful in carrying out this intention. The work is a study of the
more interesting moments of history—what, indeed, the hor himself calls it,
¢ Historic Pictures.' "—Times.

COURT AND SOCIETY FROM ELIZABETH
TO ANNE, Edited from the Papers at Kimbolton, by the DukE
OF MANCHESTER. Second Edition. 2 vols. 8vo, with Fine Portraits.

“These volumes are sure to excite curiosity. A great desl of interesting matter is
here collected, from sources which are not within everybody's reach."—Z¥mes.

HAUNTED LONDON. By WaLTER THORNBURY.
1 vol. 8vo, with numerous Illustrations by F. W. FarsoLr, F.S.A.

“ Mr. Thornbury points out to us the legendary houses, the great men's birth-
places and tombs, the haunts of poets, the scenes of martyrdom, the battle-fleids of
old factions. The book overflows with anecdotical gossip. Mr. Fairholt's drawings
add alike to its value and interest.”—ANotes and Queries.

A JOURNEY FROM LONDON TO PERSE-
POLIS; including WANDERINGS IN DAGHESTAN, GEORGIA,
ARMENIA, KURDISTAN, MESOPOTAMIA, AND PERSIA.
By J. UssHER, Esq., F.R.G.S. Royal 8vo, with numerous beautiful
Coloured Ilustrations. 42s. Elegantly bound.

“This is & very interesting narrative. Mr. Ussher is one of the pleasantest com-
panions we have met with for a long time. 'We have rarely read a book of travels in
which so much was seen so rapidly and so easily, and in which the scenery, the
antiquities, and the people impressed the author's mind with such gentlemanly
satistaction. Mr. Ussher merited his success and this splendid monument of his
travels and pleasant explorations.”—Z'imes.

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. By CaArpIN4L

WisEMAN. 1 vol. 8vo, 5s.
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A BOOK ABOUT LAWYERS. ByJ. C. Jear-

FRESON, Barrister-at-Law, author of ! A Book about Doctors,’ &c.
2 vols. demy 8vo. 30s. (In Nov.)

LIGHTS AND SHADOWS OF LONDON LIFE.
By the author of ¢ Mirk Abbey, ¢ Lost Sir Massingberd.’ 2 vols. 21s.

A WINTER WITH THE SWALLOWS. By M.

BrrHAM EDWARDS, 8vo, with Illustrations. 15s. (In Nov.)

MY PILGRIMAGE TO EASTERN SHRINES.
By Eriza C. BusH. 8vo, with Illustrations. 15s. (I Nov.)

REMINISCENCES OF THE OPERA. By Bex-

JamiN LuMLEY, Twenty Years Director of Her Majesty’s Theatre.
8vo, with Portrait of the Author by Count D'Orsay. 16s.

*Mr. Lumley's book, with all its sparkling episodes, is really a well-digested his-
tory of an institution of social importance in its time, interspersed with sound
§inions and shrewd and matare reflections.”—Ts¥mes.
"% As a repertory of anecdote, we have not for a long while met with anything at
all comparable to these unusually brilliant and most diversified Reminiscences. They
roveal the Twenty Years' Director of Her Majesty's Theatre to us in the thick and
throng of all his radiant associations. They take us luringly—as it were, led by the
button-hole—behind the in every sense of that decoying and profoundly
attractive phrase. They introduce us to all the stars—now singly, now in very con-
stellations. They bring us rapidly, delightfully, and exhilaratingly to a knowledge
80 intimate of what has really been doing there in the Realm of Song, not only be-
hind the scenes and in the green-room, but in the reception-apartment of the Director
himself, that we are au courant with all the whims and oddities of the strange world
in which he fills so high and responsible a position. Reading Mr. Lumley, we now
know more than we have ever known before of such Queens of the Lyric stage as
Pasta, Catalini, Malibran, Grisi, Sontag, and Piccolomini—of such light-footed fairies
of the ballet as Taglioni, Fanny Ellsler, and Cerito—of such primi tenori as Rubini,
Mario, Gardoni, and Giuglini—of such baritones as Ronconi and Tamburini—or of
such bassi E:ofondl a8 the wondrous Staudigl and the mighty Lablache. Nay, Mr.
Lumley takes us out of the glare of the footlights, away from the clang of the
orchestra, into the dream-haunted presence of the t composers of the age, bring-
ing us face to face, as it were, among others, with Rossini, Mendelssohn, Meyerbeer,
Verdi, Balfe, and Donizetti. He lets us into the mysteries of his correspondence—
now with Count Cavour, now with Prince Metternich—for, in his doings, in his
nmo ts, in his negotiations, Sovereigns, Prime Ministers, Ambassadors, and
Governments are, turn by turn, not merely courteously, but directly and profoundly
interested ! Altogether, Mr. Lumley's book is an enthralling one, Itis written with
sparkling vivacity, and is delightfully interesting throughout."—Sun.

TRAVELS AND ADVENTURES OF AN OFFI-
CER'S WIFE IN INDIA, CHINA, AND NEW ZEALAND.
By Mrs. Murer, Wife of Lieut.-Colonel D. D. Murkg, 18th (Prince
Albert’s) Light Infantry. 2 vols. 21s.

TRAVELS ON HORSEBACK IN MANTCHU
TARTARY: being a Summer’s Ride beyond the Great Wall of
China. By GEorRGE FrkmiNg, Military Train. 1 vol. royal 8vo,
with Map and 50 Illustrations.

¢ Mr. Flemln%;s narrative is & most charming one. He has an untrodden region to
tell of, and he photographs it and its people and their ways. Life-like descriptions are
interspersed with personal anecdotes, local legends, and stories of adventure, some of
them revealing no common artistic power."—Spectator.
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THE BEAUTIFUL IN NATURE AND ART.
By Mges. Euwis. Author of ‘ The Women of England,’ &c. I vol
crown 8vo, with fine Portrait. 10s. 6d.

“ With pleasure her dmirers will wel & new book by the popular
suthoress of * The Women of England.' A very charming volume is this new work
by Mra, Ellis. Its alm is to assist the young stndents of art in those studies and
subjects of thought which shall enable them rightly to appreciate and realise that
oft-quoted truth, * A thing of beauty is a joy for ever.' *The Truthfulness of Art,’
* The Love of Beauty,’ * The Love of Ornament,’ ‘Early dawn of Art,’ and various
chapters of & kindred nature, are followed by others descriptive of * Learning to
Draw,’ ‘Imitation,’ * Light and Shadow,’ * Form,' * Colour,’ * Lady’'s Work,” &. The
work will interest many fair readers. It deserves a welcomeand very cordial com-
‘mendation."—Sun.

* The author of * The Women of England ’ has written a book which deservea to
be highly commended. It is intended for the young of her own sex, and it will be
strange if they do not find it attractive as well as useful and instructive, It is the

work of a keen-sighted, thoughtful, ible, and experi d writer. It is calcu-
lated to train the young eye, the young hand, end the young mind to appreciation
and adoption of whatever there is of b in the storeh of nature and the

galleries of art; and above allit is likely to eromobe general cultivation and general
usefulness."—/Hustrated News.

LIFE IN JAVA; wite SKETCHES ofF THE
JAVANESE. By Wm.Liam BarriNGTON D’ALMEIDA. 2 vols. post
8vo, with Illustrations.

“!Life in Java’ is both amusing and instructive. The author saw & good deal of
the country and people not generally known."—Athensum.

ADVENTURES AND RESEARCHES among the
ANDAMAN ISLANDERS. By Dr. Mouar, F.R.G.S., &c. 1 vol.
demy 8vo, with Illustrations.

“Dr, Mouat's book, whilst forming a most important and velusble contribution
to ethnology, will be read with i by the g 1 reader.”—Ath

MEMOIRS OF QUEEN HORTENSE, MOTHER
OF NAPOLEON III. Cheaper Edition, in 1 vol. 6s.

‘A blography of the beautiful and unhappy Queen, more satisfactory than any we
have yet met with."—Daily News.

THE OKAVANGO RIVER: A NARRATIVE
OF TRAVEL, EXPLORATION, AND ADVENTURE. By
C. J. ANDERs8ON, Author of * Lake Ngami.” 1 vol. Illustrations,

TRAVELS IN THE REGIONS OF THE
AMOOR, AND THE RUBSIAN A0QUISITIONS ON THE CONFINES OF INDIA
ANp CHiNA. By T. W. Aremson, F.G.8., F.R.G.S., Author of
“Oriental and Western Siberia.” Dedicated, by permission, to
Hes Masesty. Royal 8vo, with Map and 83 Illustrations.

THE LIFE OF J. M. W. TURNER, R.A., from

Original Letters and Papers. By WaALTER THORNBURY. 2 vols.
8vo, with Portraits and other Illustrations.

THE CHURCH AND THE CHURCHES; or,

THE PAPACY AND THE TEMPORAL POQWER. By Dr
Narrivaer  MTranalatad he W R M Oane  Rvn




THE NEW AND POPULAR NOVELS,
PUBLISHED BY HURST & BLACKETT.

CHRISTIE’S FAITH. By the author of ‘No Church,’
‘Owen,’ * Mattie,’ &. 8 vols.

ANNALS OF A QUIET NEIGHBOURHOOD.
By Grorer Mac DoNaLp, M.A., author of ¢ Alec Forbes,’ ‘ David
Elginbrod,’ &c. 8 vols.

MADONNA MARY. By Mrs. OLIPHANT, author
of ‘ Agnes,’ &c. 8 vols. (In Nov.)

KINGSFORD. By the author of ¢ Son and Heir.’ 2 v.

RACHEL’'S SECRET. By the author of ¢The
Master of Marton.” 8 vols.

« ¢ Rachel's Secret,’ is a deeply interesting and affecting story, artistically and
powerlnlly w?lilghn ‘Whoever takes up the first of these delightful volumes is sure
to read them all.™.

“ A novel of very considerable merit. Its story is interesting and touching; its
style is graceful and correct.”—Star.

LORDS AND LADIES. By the author of “Mar-
garet and her Bridesmaids,” &c. 3 vols.

“¢Lords and Ladies' is one of the most charming books with which the literature
of fiction has been enriched this season. The truth and value of the moral of the
story will recommend it as highly as the vivacity and humour of its style and the
ingenuity of its construction.”—Post.

“ A most amusing novel. The plot is thoroughly original, and is worked out
with much humour and skill. The characters are capitally drawn."—Star-.

THE WILD FLOWER OF RAVENSWORTH.
By the author of “John and I,” * Doctor Jacob,” &c. 8 vols.
¢ A beautiful tale, written with deep foellng. It charms by its elegance, and
moves by its pathos.”"—Jlustrated News.

THE WIFE'S ERROR. By LADY BLAKE. 3 vols.

“ Lady Blake {8 a polished and elegant writer. *The Wife's Error’ is an_inte-
resting story "—Post. ‘A capital novel. By far the best book that Lady Blake
has written."—John Bull.

NORA’S TRIAL. 3 vols.

“There is much to interest and entertain in the history of ¢‘Nora's Trial’ "—Sux.

KING’S BAYNARD. By the Hon. Mrs. GEORGE

GfFFORD, 8 vols.
“A very admirable and stirring story.”"—John Bull

THE MOTHER'S FAVOURITE. By S. RusseLL

WarrNey. 8 vols

“This story is i and well ined. The ch of Margaret Wen-
dell is an exquisite cmtlon. "—Post.

FELICIA’S DOWRY. By Mrs. FrrzMAUuRICE

OKEDEN. 3 vols.

“ ¢ Felicia's Dowry ' is the work of a highly-cultivated mind ; the characters are
well drawn, the language good, the interest fully sustained, and the moral of the story
excellent.”—Afessenger.
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PUBLISHED BY HURST & BLACKETT.

A NOBLE LIFE- By the author of ¢John Halifax,
Gontleman,’ &e. 2 vols. 2ls.

“This is another of those pleasant tales in which the anthor of ‘ John Halifax *
speaks, out of & generous heart, the purest traths of life.,”"—E.raminer.

¢+ A Noble Life " is remarkable for the high types of character it presents, and
the skill with which they are made to work out a story of powerful and pathetic
interest.”—Datly News. .

“ A beauntifully written and touching tale. It is & noble book—that will take deep
root in the memory.”—Post.

“*Few men and no women will read ‘A Noble Life' without feeling thiemselves
the better for the effort.”—Spectator.

CHEAP EDITION or CHRISTIAN'S MISTAKE.
By the author of ¢John Halifax’ &c. Illustrated by Sandys.
Price 58. bourd. Forming the New Volume of ‘Hurst and
%lackett's Standard Library of Cheap Editions of Popular Modern

orks.’

% A more charming story, to our taste, has rarely been written. Within the
compass of & single volume the writer has hit off a circle of varied characters all
true to nature—some true to the highest nature—and she has entangled them in a
story which keeps us In suspense till its knot is happily and gracefully resolved ;
while, at the same time, a pathetic interest is sustained by an art of which it would
be difficult to analyse the secret It is a choice gift to be able thus to render
human nature so truly, to penetrate its depths with such a searching sagacity, and
to illuminate them with a radiance so eminent!y the writer's own. Even if tried
by the standard of the Archbishop of York, we should expect that even he would
pronounce ‘Christian’s Mistake ' a novel without a fault."—7mes.

“ This is a story good to have from the circulating library, bu' better to have
from one's bookseller, for it deserves & place in that little collection of clever and
;holegome stories that forms ome of the forts of a well-app d home."—

zaminer.

AGNES. By Mgs. OLIPHANT. 3 vols.

“ ¢ Agnes’ is a novel superior to any of Mrs. Oliphant's former works."—A thenazum.

*Mre. Oliphant is one of the most admirable of our lady novelists. Inher works
there are always to be found high principle, good taste, sense, and refinement. The
g‘l;nce of her atyle, its tranquillity, its died but by no means negligent elegance,

ve & peculiar charm. *Agnes’ I8 & story wronght out with the ekill and unex-
aggerated pathos with which Mra. Oliphant's readers are familiar. Its pathetic
and refined beauty will appeal irresistibly to all readers.”—Post.

BLOUNT TEMPEST. By the Rev.J.C. M. BELLEW.
Third Edition, Revised. 8 vols.

“ This book is well written. The story is interesting and full of incident. The
accounts of the various old families and family places are extremely well done.
The pictare of life at Hampton Court is very good, and there is an amusing account
of 8 commemoration day at Oxford."—A4thenzum.

SIR OWEN FAIRFAX. By The Lapy EmiLy Pox-
SONBY, author of the ¢ Discipline of Life.’ &c. 8 vols.

 Lady Emily Ponsonby writes like a lady. and like a lady who knows how to
write."—Ath “A very lient and pl story."—Sun. “ A very inter-
esting and readable novel."—Star.

MIRK ABBEY. By the author of ¢ LosT SIR Mas-
sINGBERD,’ ¢ The Clyffards of Clyffe,” &c.. 8 vols.

“ A spirited and amusing story.”"—2Pall Mall Gazette. *“ An admirable and most
fascinating story.”—Jokn Bull. **An ably written tale. The style is clear and
nervous,"—~Reader. * The best of the author's novels.~—Star.




anoer 1ge Csperyl gaironiage o1 BMer Ilajesty.

Published annually, in One Vol., royal 8vo, with the Arms beautifully
engraved, handsomely bound, with gilt edges, price 31s. 6d.

LODGE’'S PEERAGE
AND BARONETAGE,

CORRECTED BY THE NOBILITY.

THE THIRTY-FIFTH EDITION FOR 1866 IS NOW READY,

LoDGE'S PEERAGE AND BARONETAGE is acknowledged to be the most
complete, as well as the most elegant, work of the kind. As an esta-
blished and authentic authority on all questions respecting the family
histories, honours, and connections of the titled aristocracy, no work has
ever stood so high. It is published under the especial patronage of Her
Majesty, and is annually corrected throughout, from the personal com-
munications of the Nobility. It is the only work of its class in which, the
type being kept constantly standing, every correction is made in its proper
place to the date of publication, an advantage which gives it supremacy
over all its competitors. Independently of its full and authentic informa-
tion respecting the existing Peers and Baronets of the realm, the most
sedulous attention is given in its pages to the collateral branches of the
various noble families, and the names of many thousand individuals are
introduced, which do not appear in other records of the titled classes. For
its authority, correctness, and facility of arrangement, and the beauty of
its typography and binding, the work is justly entitled to the place it
occupies on the tables of Her Majesty and the Nobility.

LIST OF THE PRINCIPAL CONTENTS.

Historical View of the Peerage.

Parliamentary Roll of the House of Lords.

English, Scotch, and Irish Peers, in their
orders of Precedence.

Alphabetical List of Peers of Great Britain
and the United Kingdom, holding supe-
rior rank in the Scotch or Irish Peerage.

Alphabetical list of Scotch and Irish Peers,

olding superior titles in the Peerage of
Great Britain and the United Kingdom.

A Collective list of Peers, in their order of
Precedence.

Table of Precedency among Men.

Table of Precedency among Women.

The Queen and the Roysal Family.

Peers of the Blood Royal.

The Peerage, alphabetically arranged.

Families of such Extinct Peers a8 have left
‘Widows or Issue.

Alphabetical List of the Surnames of all the

'eers. .

The Archbishops and Bishops of England,
Ireland, and the Colonies.
The Baronetage alphabetically arranged.
Alphabetical List of Surnames assumed by
members of Noble Families.
Alphabetical List of the Second Titles of
eers, usually borne by their Eldest

Sons.

Alphabetical Index to the Daughters of
Dukes, Marquises, and Earls, who, hav-
ing married Commoners, retain the title
of Lady before their own Christian and
their Husband’s Surnames.

Alphabetical Index to the Daughters of

iscounts and Barons, who, having
married C are styled H
able Mrs. ; and, in case of the husband
being a Baronet or Knight, Honourable

Lady.
M(l)tz&s alphabetically arranged and trans-
8

“Lodge's Peerage must supersede all other works of the kind, for two reasons: first, it
is on & better plan ; and secondly, it is better executed. We can safely pronounce it to be
the readiest, the most useful, and exactest of modern works on the subject.”—Spectator.

“ A work which corrects all errors of former workas. Itis a maost useful publication."—Zimes.

“A work of great value. It is the most faithful record we possess of the aristo-

¢l ‘hol' ;he dayi"—-l’oat. a4 Itis th
“The best existing, and, we believe, the best possible peers, t e standard
suthority on the sub;gect.“—ﬂerald. ® po peerage.



XNOW IN COURSE OF PUBLICATION,

TIURST AND BLACKETT'S STANDARD LIBRARY
POPULAR HODEBNNﬁ'?(F)RKS,

ILLUSTRATED BY MILLAIS, HOLMAN HUNT, LEECH, BIRKET FOSTER,
JOHN GILBERT, TENNIEL, &c.

Each in a single volume, elegantly printed, bound, and illustrated, price 5s.

VOL. I.—SAM SLICK'S NATURE AND HUMAN KATURE,

“The first volume of Messrs Hurst and Blackett’s Standard Library of Cheap Editi
forms a very beginning to what will doubtless be a very successful ungerta!ki‘;n‘:
¢ Nature and Human Nature’ isone of the best of Sam 8lick’s witty and huimorous
productions, and well entitled to the large circulation which it cannot fail to obtain in
s pdris?nt co;wenlient ::»llidc:‘mp shadpe. The volun;le elomhinw with the great recom-
mendations of a clear, ype, and good paper, the lesser, but attracti i f
being well illustrated and elegantly bound.’P-:Pact. ' ive merits, o

VOL. II.—JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.

“This is & very good and a very interesting work. It is designed to trace the career
from boyhood to nEe of a perfect nan—aChristian gentleman, and it aboundsin incident
both weli and highly wrought. Throughout it is conceived in a high=pirit, and written
with great ability, This cheap and handsome new edition is worthy to pass freely from
hand to hand as a gift book in many households.”—E. iner,

“The new and chieaper edition of this interesting work will doubtless meet with great
success. John Halifax, the hero of this most beautiful story, is no ordinary hero, and
this his history is no m‘dimxryI book. It is a full-length portrait of a true gentieman,
one of nature's own nobility. It is also the history of a home, and a thoroughly English
one. The work abounds In incident, and is full of graphic power and true pathos.
It is a book that few will read without becoming wiser and better.”—Scotsman.

VOL. IIL.—THE CRESCENT AND THE CROSS,

BY ELIOT WARBURTON.

“Independent of its value as an ori%innl narrative, and its useful and interestin
information, this work is remarkable for the colouring power and play of fancy wit|
which its descriptions are enlivened. Among its greatest and most lasting charms is
its reverent and serious spirit.”—Quarterly tew,
“A book calculated to prove more Encbimlly useful was never penned than ‘ The
Crescent and the Cross *—a work which surpasses all others in its homage for the sub-
lime and its love for the beautiful in those f: regious ted to everlasting
immortality in the annals of the prophets, and which no other writer has ever de-
picted with a pencil at once so reverent and so picturesque.”—Sun.

VOL. IV.—NATHALIE. BY JULIA KAVANAGH.

“‘Nathalie’is Miss Kavanagh's best imaginative effort. Its manner is gracious
and attractive. 1ts matter is good. A sentiment, a tenderness,are commanded by
her which are as individual as they are elegant.”—Athenexm,

VOL. V.—A WOMAN'S THOUGHTS ABOUT WOMEN.

BY THE AUTHOR OF “JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.”
“ A book of sound counsel. It is one of the most sensible works of its kind, well-
written, true-hearted, and altogether practical. Whoever wishes to give advioce to a
young lady may thank the author for means of doing so0.”—Exraminer.



HURST AND BLACKETTS STANDARD LIBRARY

(CONTINUED).

VOL. VI.—ADAM GRAEME. BY MRS OLIPHANT.

*¢ Adam Graeme’ is a story awakening genuine emotions of interest and delight by
its admirable pictures of Scottish life and scenery. The eloguent author sets before us
the esscntial attributes of Christian virtue, their deep and silent workings in the heart,
and their beautiful manifestati in life, with a delicacy, a power, and a truth which
can hardly be surpassed.”—Post.

VOL. VII.—BAM SLICK'S WISE SAWS
AND MODERN INSTANCES.

* We have not the slightest intention to criticise this book. Its reputation is made,
and will stand as long as that of Scott’s or Bulwer's Novels. The remarkable ori-
ginality of its purpose, and the haprpy description it affords of American life and man-
ners, still continue the subject of universal admiration. To say thus much is to
say enough, though we must just mention that the new edition forms a part of Messrs
Hurst and Blackett’s Cheap Standard Library, which has included some of the very
best specimens of light literature that ever have been written.”—2Messenger.

VOL. VIIL.—CARDINAL WISEMAN’'S RECCLLECTIONS
OF THE LAST FOUR POPES.

“ A pleturesque book on Rome and its ecclesiastical sovereigns, by an eloquent Ro-
man Catholic. Cardinal Wi has treated a fal subject \ntsil s% mucll:qgeniality,
that his recollections will excite noill-fee.ng in those whoare most conscientiously op-
posedtoevery ideaof humaninfallibility represented in Papal domination.”— Atheneum.

VOL. IX.—A LIFE FOR A LIFE.

BY THE AUTHOR OF “JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.”

“ We are always glad to welcome Miss Mulock. She writes from her own convic-
tions, and she has the power not only to conceive clearly what it is that she wishes to
say, but toexpress it in lnnguamﬂective and vigorous. In ‘A Life for a Life* she is for-
tunate in a good subject, and produced & work of strong etfect.”—Athenzum.

VOL. X.—THE OLD COURT SUBURB. EY LEIGH HUNT.

“ A delightful book, that will be welcome to all readers, and most welcome to those
who havea love for the best kinds of reading.”— Eraminer.

¢ A more agreeable and entertaining book has not been published since Boswell pro-
duoced his reminiscences of Johnson,”—Observer.

VOL. XI.—MARGARET AND HER BRIDESMAIDS.

“ Werecommend all who are in search of a fascinating novel to read this work for
themselves. They will find it well worth their while. There are a freshuess and origin-
ality about it quite charming.”—Athencum.

VOL. XII.—THE OLD JUDGE. BY SAM SLICK.

“The publications included in this Library have all been of ﬁOd quality ; many give
information while they entertain, and of that class the book before us is a specimen.
The manner in which the Cheap Editions forming the series is produced deserves
especial mention. The paper and print are unexceptionable; there is a steel engraving
in each volume, and the outsides of them will satisfy the purchaser who likes to see
books in handsome uniform.”—Ezraminer.

VOL. XII1.—DARIEN. BY ELIOT WARBURTON.

“This last production of the author of * The Crescent and the Cross’ has the sam.
ts of & \ery wide popularity. It will please its thousands.”— Globs.



HURST AND BLACKETT'S STANDARD LIBRARY

(CONTINUED).

VOL. XIV.—FAMILY ROMANCE; OR, DOMESTIC
ANNALS OF THE ARISTOCRACY.

BY SIR BERNARD BURKE, UrsTEr KixG OF ARMS,

* It were impossible to praise too highly this most interesting book. It ought to be
found on every drawing-room table. Here you have nearly fifty captivating romances
with the pith of all their interest preserve(fv in undiminished poignancy, and any one
may be read in half an hour.”—Standard. X

VOL. XV.—THE LAIRD OF NORLAW.

BY THE AUTHOR OF «“ MRS MARGARET MAITLAND.”
“ The Laird of Norlaw fully sustains the author’s high reputation,”—Sunday Times.

VOL. XVI.—THE ENGLISHWOMAN IN ITALY.
tu;ewi:s ﬁé@i’.ﬂ.’ﬁ-‘-‘? uf?@'&"" book as interesting, unexaggerated, and full of oppor-
VOL. XVII.—NOTHING NEW.

BY THE AUTHOR OF “JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.”

“* Nothing New ’ displays all those superior merits which have made‘ John Halifax’
one of the most popular works of the day.”—Post.

VOL. XVIIIL.—FREER'S LIFE OF JEANNE D'ALBRET.

“ Nothiuz can be more interesting than Miss Freer's story of the life of Jeanre
D’Albret, and the narrative is as trustworthy as it is attractive.”—Post.

VOL. XIX.—THE VALLEY OF A HUNDRED FIRES.
BY THE AUTHOR OF “MARGARET AND HER BRIDESMAIDS.”

* We know no novel of the last three or four years to equal this latest production of
the podpu‘lnr.luthoma of * Margaret and her Bridesmaidx.” If asked to classify it, we
should give it a place betweeu ¢ John Halifax * and ‘ The Caxtons.’ "—Herald.

VOL. XX.—THE ROMANCE OF THE FORUM.
BY PETER BURKE, SERJEANT AT Law,

‘A work of singular interest, which can never fail to charm. The present cheapand
elegant edition includes the true story of the Colleen Bawn.”—J7 llau):'ated News.

VOL. XXI.—ADELE. BY JULIA KAVANAGH.
“¢ Adle’ is the best work we have read by Miss Kavanagh ; it is a charming story
full of delicate character painting.”—A¢h.

VOL. XXII.—STUDIES FROM LIFE.

BY THE AUTHOR OF “JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.”

“ These ‘Studies from Life ’ are remarkable for graphic power and observation. The
book will not diminish the reputation of the accomplished author.”—Saturday Review.

VOL. XXIII.—GRANDMOTHER'S MONEY.

“We commend ‘ Grandmother’s Money * to readers in search of a good novel. The
characters are true to human nature, the story is interesting, and there is throughout
u healthy tone of morality.”—Athenzum.

VOL. XXIV.—A BOOK ABOUT DOCTORS.

BY J. C. JEAFFRESON, ESQ.

“A delightful book.”—Athenzum. “A to be read andre-read; fit for the study
a8 well as the drawing-room table and the circulating library.”—Lancet.



HURST AND BLACKETT'S STANDARD LIBRARY

(CONTINUED).

VOL. XXV.—NO CHURCH.

“ We advise all who have the opportunity to read this book. It is well worth the
study.”—Atheneum.

VOL. XXVI.—MISTRESS AND MAID.
BY THE AUTHOR OF “JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.”

* A good wholesome book, gracefully written, and as pleasant to read as it is instruct-
ivo.”—Atheneum. * A charmiug tale charmingly told. All the characters are drawn
with life-like naturalness.”—Herald. * 'T'he spirit of the whole book is excellent. It
is written with the same true-hearted earnestuess as ‘ John Halifax.’ "— Eraminer.

VOL. XXVII.—LOST AND SAVED.

BY THE HON. MRS NORTON.

¢ Lost and Baved ’ will be read with eager interest. It is a vigorous novel.”—Times,
* A novel of rare excellence; fresh in its thought, and with a brave soul speaking
through it., It is Mrs Norton's best prose work,”—Examiner.

VOL. XXVIII.—LES MISERABLES. BY VICTOR HUGO.
AUTHORISED COPYRIGHT ENGLISH TRANSLATION.

* The merits of ‘ Les Misérables’ do not merelfy ist in the cc tion of it as a
whole; it abounds, page after page, with details of unequalled beauty. In dealing with
all the emotions, doubts, fears, which go to make up our common humanity, M. Victor
Hugo has stamped upon every page the hall-mark of genius.”—Quarterly i

VOL, XXIX.—BARBARA'S HISTORY.
BY AMELIA B. EDWARDS.

“It is not often that we light upon a novel of so much merit and interest as
* Barbara’s History.” It isa work conspiouous for taste and literary culture. Itisa
ve?' graceful and charming book, with a well.managed story, clearly-cut characters,
and sentiments expressed with an exquisite elocution. The dialogues especially sparkle
with repartee. It is a book which the world will like. This is high praise of a work
of art, and so we intend it.”—Z%mes.

VOL. XXX.—LIFE OF THE REV. EDWARD IRVING.

BY MRS OLIPHANT.

“ A good book on a most interesting theme.”— Times.

“A truly interesting and most affecting memoir. Irving’s Life ought to have a niche
in every gallery of religious biogmphy. There are few lives that will be fuller of in-
struction, interest, and consolation.”—Saturday Review. .

“Mrs Oliphant’s Life of Irving supplies a long-felt desideratum. It is copious,
earnest, and eloquent. Irving, as a man and as a pastor, is exhibited with many broad,
powerful, and life-like touches, which leavea strong impression.”—Edinburgh Review.

VOL. XXXI1.—8T OLAVE'S,

“ Phis charming novel is the work of one who possesses a great talent for writing,
as well as experience and knowledge of the world. ‘8¢ Olave’s’ is the work of an art-
ist. The whole book is worth reading.”— Atheneum.

VOL. XXXIL—SAM SLICK'S TRAITS OF AMERICAN
HUMOUR.

“Dip where you will into this lot of fun, you are sure to draw out a prize.
These racy * Traits’ exhibit most su nlly the broad national features of American
hwmour,”-~Pogt, ,
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