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CHECKMATE.

CHAPTER 1.
MR. LONGCLUSE SEES A FRIEND.

IR REGINALD ARDEN, then, is actually
dead and buried, and is quite done with the
pomps and vanities, the business and the mis-
eries of life—dead as King Duncan, and cagnot
come out of his grave to trouble any one with
protest or interference ; and his son, Sir Richard,
is in possession of the title, and seized of the
acres, and uses them, without caring to trouble
himself with conjectures as to what his father
would have liked or abhorred.
A week has passed since the funeral. Lady
May has spent two days at Mortlake, and then
gone down to Brighton. Alice does not leave
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2 CHECEMATE.

Mortlake : her spirits do not rise. Kind Lady
May has done her best to persuade her to come
down with her to Brighton, but the perversity
or the indolence of grief has prevailed, and
Alice has grown more melancholy and self-up-
braiding about her quarrel with her father, and
will not be persuaded to leave Mortlake, the
very worst place she could have chosen, as Lady
May protests, for a residence during her mourn-
ing. Perhaps in a little while she may feel
equal to the effort, but now she can’t, She has
quite lost her energy, and the idea of a place
like Brighton, or even the chance of meeting
people, is odious to her.

“ So, my dear, do what I may, there she will
remain, in that triste place,” says Lady May
Penrose ; « and her brother, Sir Richard, has so
much business just now on his hands, that he is
often away two or three days at a time, and
then she stays moping there quite alone; and
only that she likes gardening and flowers, and
that kind of thing, I really think she would go
melancholy mad. But you know that kind of
folly can't ‘go on always, and I am determined
to tuke her away in a month orso. People at
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first are so morbid, and make recluses of them-
selves.”

Lady May stayed away at Brighton for about
a week. On her return, Mr. Longcluse called to
see her.

“It was so kind of you, Mr. Longcluse, to
take all the trouble you did about that terrible
business ! and it was perfectly successful. There
was not the slightest unpleasantness.”

“Yes, ] knew I had made anything of that
kind all but impossible, but you are not to thank
me. It made me only too happy to have an
opportunity of being of any use—of relieving
any anxiety.”

Longcluse sighed.

“You have placed me, I know, under a great
obligation, and if every one felt it as I do, you
would have been thanked as you deserved be-
fore now.”

A little silence followed.

«How is Miss Arden?” asked he in a low
tone, and hardly raising his eyes. ’

“Pretty well,” she answered, a little dryly.
“ She’s not very wise, I tflink, in planning
to shut herself up so entirely in that melan-

B 2



4 CHECKMATE.

choly place, Mortlake. You have seen it?”
¢ Yes, more than once,” he answered.

Lady May appeared more embarrassed as Mr.
Longcluse grew less so. They became silent
again. Mr. Longcluse was the first to speak,
which he did a little hesitatingly.

“1 was going to say that I hoped Miss Arden
~ was not vexed at my having ventured to inter-
fere as I did.”

“Oh! about that, of course there ought to be,
as I said, but one opinion ; but you know she is
not herself just now, and I shall have, perhaps,
something to tell by-and-by ; and, to say truth
—you won’t be vexed—but I'm sorry I under-
took to gpeak to her, for on that point I really
don’t quite understand her; and I am a little
vexed—and—TU'll talk to you more another time.
T'm obliged to keep an appointment just now,
and the carriage,” she added, glancing at the
pendule on the bracket close by, will be at the
door in two or three minutes; so I must do a
‘very ungracious,thing, and say good-bye; and
you must come again very soon—come to lun-
cheon to-morrow—-you must, really ; I won't let
you off, I assure you: there are two or three
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people coming to see me, whom I think you
would like to meet.”

And, looking very good-natured, and a little
flushed, and rather avoiding Mr. Longcluse’s
dark eyes, she departed. '

He had been thinking of paying Miss Maubray
a visit, but he had not avowed, even to himself,
how high his hopes had mounted ; and here was,
in Lady May’s ominous manner and determined
evasion, matter to disturb and even shock him.
Instead, therefore, of pursuing the route he had
originally designed, he strolled into the park,
and under the shade of green boughs he walked,
amid the twitter of birds and the prattle of
children and nursery-maids, with despair at his
heart, and a brain in chaos.

As he sauntered, with downcast looks, under
the trees, he came upon a humble Hebrew
friend, Mr. Goldshed, a magnate in his own
circle, but dwarfed into nothing beside the para-
gon of Mammon who walked on the grass, so
unpretentiously, and with a face as anxious as
that of the greengrocer who had just been sup-
plicating the Jew for a renewal of his twenty-
five pound bill.
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Mr. Goldshed came to a full stop a little way
in advance of Mr. Longcluse, anxious to attract
his attention. Mr. Longcluse did see him, as he
sauntered on; and the fat old Jew; with the
seedy velvet waistcoat, crossed with gold chains,
and with an old-fashioned gold eye-glass dang-
ling at his breast, first smiled engagingly, then
looked reverential and solemn, and then smiled
again with his great moist lips, and raised his
hat. Longcluse gave him a sharp, short nod,
and intended to pass him.

“ Will you shpare me one word, Mr. Lon-
clushe ?”

“ Not to-day, sir.”

“ But I've been to your chambers, sir, and to
your houshe, Mr. Lonclushe.”

“ You've wasted time—waste no more.”

“I do assure you, shir, it'sh very urgent.”

“I don’t care.”

“It’sh about that East Indian thing,” and he
lowered his voice as he concluded the sent-
ence.

. “I don’t care a pin, sir.”
The amiable Mr. Goldshed hesitated ; Mr.
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Longcluse passed him as if he had been a post.
He turned, however, and walked.a few éteps by
Mr. Longcluse’s side.

“ And everything elshe is going sho vell ; and
it would look fishy, don’t you think, to let thish
thing go that way?”

“Let them go—and go you with them. I
wish the earth would swallow you all—scrip,
bonds, children, and beldames.” And if a stamp
could have made the earth open at his bidding,
it would have yawned wide enough at that in-
stant. “If you follow me another step, by
Heaven, I'll make it unpleasant to you.”

Mr. Longcluse looked so angry, that the Jew
made him an unctuous bow, and remained fixed
for a while to the earth, gazing after his patron
with his hands in his pockets; and, with a
gloomy countenance, he took forth a big cigar
from his case, lighted a vesuvian, and began to
smoke, still looking after Mr. Longcluse.

That gentleman sauntered on, striking his
stick now and then to the ground, or waving it
over the grass in as many odd flourishes as a
magician in a pantomime traces with his wand.
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If men are prone to teaze themselves with
imaginations, they are equally disposed to com-
fort themselves with the same shadowy in-
fluences.

““I’'m so nervous about this thing, and so
anxious, that I exaggerate everything that
seems to tell against me. How did I ever come
to love her s0? And yet, would I kill that love
ifI could? Should I not kill myself first? Tl
go and see Miss Maubray—I may hear some-
thing from her. Lady May was embarrassed :
what then? Were I a simple observer of such
a scene in the case of another, I should say
there was nothing in it more than this—that
she had quite forgotten all about her promise.
She never mentioned my name, and when the
moment came, and I had gome to ask for an ac-
count, she did not know what to say. It was
well done, to see old Mrs. Tansey as I did.
Lady May is so good-natured, and would feel
her little neglect so much, and she will be sure
to make it up. Fifty things may have prevent-
ed her. Yes, I'll go and hear what Miss Mau-
bray has to say, and T'll lunch with Lady May




CHECEMATE. 9

to-morrow. I suspect that her visit to-day was
to Mortlake,”

With these reflections, Mr. Longcluse’s pace
became brisker, and his countenance brightened.
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CHAPTER IL
A HOPE EXPIRES,

R. LONGCLUSE knocked at Mr. David
Arden’s door. Yes, Miss Maubray was at
home. He mounted the stairs, and was duly
announced at the drawing-room door, and saw
the brilliant young lady, who received him very
graciously. She was alone.

Mr. Longcluse began by saying that the wea-
ther was cooler, and the sun much less in-
tolerable.

“I wish we could say as much for the people,
though, indeed, they are cool enough. There
are some people called Tramways: he’s a baro-
net—a very new one. Do you know anything
ofthem? Are they people one can know ?”

“I only know that Lady Tramway chaperon-
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ed a very charming young lady, whom every-
body is very glad to know, to Lady May’s gar-
den-party the other day, at Richmond.”

“Yes, very true; I'm that young lady, and
that is the very reason I want to know. My
uncle placed me in their hands.”

%Oh, he knows everybody.”

“Yes, and every one, which is quite another
thing; and the woman has never given me an
hour’s quiet since. She presents me with bou-
quets, and fruit, and every imaginable thing I
don’t want, herself included, at least once a
day; and I assure you I live in hourly terror of
her getting into the drawing-room. You don’t
know anything about them %”

“I only know that her husband made a great
deal of money by a contract.”

“That sounds very badly, and she is such a
vulgar woman !”

“T know no more of them ; but Lady May had
her to Raleigh Hall, and surely she can satisfy
your scruples.”

“No; it was my guardian who asked for their
card, 8o that goes for nothing. It is really too
bad.”
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“My heart bleeds for you.”

% By-the-by, talking of Lady May, I bad a
visit from her not a quarter of an hour ago.
What a fuss our friends at Mortlake do make
about the death of that disagreeable old man !—
Alice, I mean. Richard Arden bears it wonder-
fully. When did you see either ?” she asked
‘innocently.

“You forget he has not been dead three
weeks, and Alice Arden is not likely to see any
one but very intimate friends for a long time;
and—and I dare say you have heard that Sir
Richard Arden and I are not on very pleasant
terms.” )

“¢Oh! Pity such difference should be——"

“'Thanks, and Tweedledum and Tweedledee
are not likely to make it up. I'm afraid people
aren’t always reasonable, you know, and expect,
often, things that are not quite fair.”

“He ought to marry some one with money,
and give up play.” ’

“ What! give up play, and commence hus-
band? I'm afraid he’d think that a rather dull
life.”

“Well, 'm sure I'm no judge of that, al-
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though I give an opinion. Whatever he may
be, you have a very staunch friend in Lady
May.”

“I'm glad of that; she’s always so kind.”
And he looked rather oddly at the young lady.

Perhaps she seemed conscious of a knowledge
more than she had yet divulged.

This young lady was, I need not tell you, a
little coarse. She had, when. she liked, the
frankness that can come pretty boldly to the
point; but I think she could be sly enough
- when she pleased ; and was she just a little mis-
chievous ?

“Lady May has been talking to me a great
deal about Alice Arden. She has been to see
her very often since that poor old man died, and
she says —she says, Mr. Longcluse—will you be
upon honour not to repeat this ?”

¢ Certainly, upon my honour.”

« Well, she says——"

Miss Maubray gets up quickly, and settles
some flowers over the chimney-piece.

“She says that there is a coolness in that
quarter also.”

« I doun’t quite see,” says Mr. Longcluse.
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. “ Well, I must tell you she has taken me into

council, and told me a great deal ; and she spoke
to Alice, and wrote to her. Did she say she
would show you the answer? I have got it;
she left it with me, and asked me—she’s so
good-natured—to use my influence—she said
my influence! She ought to know I've no in-
fluence.”

Longcluse felt very oddly indeed during this
speech ; he had still presence of mind not to
add anything to the knowledge the young lady
might actually possess.

“You have not said a great deal, you know;
but Lady May certainly did promise to show me
an answer which she expected to a note she
wrote about three weeks ago, or less, to Miss
Arden.” ‘

“] really don’t know of what use I can be in
the matter. I have no excuse for speaking to
Alice on the subject of her note—none in the
world. I think I may as well let you see it;
but you will promise—you have promised—not
o tell any one?”

“T have—I do—I promise. Lady May her-
gelf said she would show me that letter.”

k¢
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“ Well, I can’t, I suppose, be very wrong. It
is only a note: it does not say much, but quite
enough, I'm afraid, to make it useless, and almost
impertinent, for me, or any one else, to say a word
more on the subject to Alice Arden.”

All this time she is opening a very pretty
marqueterie writing-desk, on spiral legs, which
Longcluse has been listlessly admiring, little
thinking what it contains. She now produced
a little note, which, disengaging from its enve-
lope, she places in the hand that Mr. Longcluse
extended to receive it,

“I do so hope,” she said, as she gave it to
him, “that I am doing what Lady May would
wish. I think she shrank a little from showing
it to you herself, but I am certain she wished
you to know what is in it.”

He opened it quickly. It ran thus (“ Merry,”
I must remark, was a pet name, originating,
perhaps, in Shakespeare’s song that speaks of
“the merry month of May ) :—

 DEAREST MERRY,—I hope you will come to see me to-
morrow. I cannot yet bear the idea of going into town. I
feel as if I never should, and I think 1 grow more and more
miserable every day. You are one of the very few friends
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whom I can see, You can't think what a pleasure a call
from you is—if, indeed, in my miserable state I can call
anything a pleasure. I have read your letter about Mr.
Longcluse)/and \partslof (it adittle_puzzle me. I can't say
that I have anything to forgive, and I am sure he has acted
just as kindly as you say. But our acquaiptance has ended,
and nothing shall ever induce me renew it. I can give yon
fifty reasons, when I see you, for my not choosing to know
him. Darling Merry, 1 have quite made up my mind upon
this point. I don’t know Mr. Longcluse, and I won't know
Mr. Longcluse ; and I'll tell you all my reasons, if you wish-
to hear them, when we meet. Some of them, which seem
to me more than sufficient, you do know. The only con-
dition I make is that you don’t discuss them with me. I
have grown so stupid that I really cannot. I only know
that I am right, and that nothing can chauge me. Come,
darling, and see me very soon. You have no idea how very
wretched I am. But I do not complain: it has drawn me,
T hope, to higher and better thoughts. The world is not
what it was to me, and I pray it never may be. Come and
see me soon, darling ; you cannot think how I long to see
you.—Your affectionate ¢ ALICE ARDEN.”

“What mountains of molehills!” said Mr.
Longcluse, very gt‘a’ntly, smiling with a little
shrug, as he placed the letter again in Miss
Maubray’s hand.

« Making such a fuss about that poor old man’s
death! It certainly does look a little like a
pretty affectation. Isn’t that what you mean?

He was so insupportable !”
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“No, I know nothing about that. I mean
such a ridiculous fuss about nething. Why,
~ people cease to be acquainted every day for

much less reason. Sir Reginald chose to talk-
over his money matters with me, and I think
he expected me to do things which no stranger
could be reasonably invited te do. And I sup-
pose, now that he is gone, Miss Arden resents
my insensibility to his hints; and I dare say
Sir Richard, who, I may say, on precisely simi-
lar grounds, chooses to quarrel with me, does
not spare invective, and has, of course, a friendly
listener in his sister. But hew absurdly pro-
voking that Lady May should have made such
a diplomacy, and given herself so much trouble!
And—I'm afraid I appear sa foolish—I merely
assented to Lady May’s kind proposal to medi-
ate, and I could not, of course, appear to think
it a less important mission than she did ; and—
where are you going—Seotland? Italy?”

“ My guardian, Mr. Arden, has not yet settled
anything,” she answered; and upon this, Mr.
Longclose begins to recommend, and with much
animation to describe,several Continental routes,
and then he tells. her all his gossip, and takes

VOL. IIL. C
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his leave, apparently in very happy® spirits.
I doubt very much whether the face can ever

be taught to lie as impudently as the tongue.

- Its muscles, of course, can be trained; but the
young lady thought that Mr. Longcluse’s pallor,
as he smiled and returned the note, was more
intense, and his dark eyes strangely fierce.

“ He was more vexed than he cared to say,”
thought the young lady. ¢Lady May has not
told me the whole story yet. There has been a
great deal of fibbing, but I shall know it all.”

Mr, Longcluse had to dine out. He drove
home to dress. On arriving he first sat down
and wrote a note to Lady May.

“ DEAR LADY MAY,—I am so grateful. Miss Maubray
told me to-day all the trouble you have been taking for me.
Pray think no more of that little vexation. I never took
80 serious a view of so commonplace an unpleasantness, as
to dream of tasking your kindness so severely. I am quite
ashamed of having given you so much trouble.

** Yours, dear Lady May, sincerely,
* WALTER LONGCLUSE.”

“P.S.—I don’t forget your kind invitation to lunch to-
morrow.”

Longcluse  dispatched this note, and then
wrote a few words of apology to the giver of



CHECKMATE. 19

the City dinner, to which he had intended to ge.
He could not go. He was very much agitated :
-he knew that he could not endure the long con-
straint of that banquet. He was unfit, for the
present, to bear the company of any one.
-Gloomy and melancholy was the pale face of
this man, as if he were going to the funeral of
his beloved, when he stepped from his door in
the dark. Was he going to walk out to Mort-
lake, and shoot himself on the steps ?

As Mr. Longecluse walked into town, he caught

a passing sight of a handsome young face that
jarred upon him. It was that of Richard Arden,
who was walking, also alone, not under any
wild impulse, but to keep an appointment. This
handsome face appeared for a moment gliding
by, and was lost. Melancholy and thoughtful
he looked, and quite unconscious of the near
vicinity of his pale adversary. We shall follow
him to his place of rendezvous. He walked
quickly by Pall Mall, and down Parliament
Street, into the ancient quarter of Westminster,
turned into a street near the Abbey, and from
it into another that ran toward the river. Here
were tall and dingy mansions, some of which

c2
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were let out as chambers. In one of these, in a
room over the front drawing-room, Mr. Levi
received his| West-end clients ; and here, by ap-
pointment, he awaited Sir Richard Arden.

The young Baronet, & little paler, and with
the tired look of a man who was made acquaint-
ed with care, enters this room, hot with the dry
atmosphere of gas-light. With his back to-
wards the door, and his feet on the fender;
smoking, sits Mr. Levi, Sir Richard does not
remove his hat, and he stands by the table,
which he slaps once or twice sharply with his
stick, Mr. Levi turns about, looking, in his
own phrase, unusually “down in th\é\, mouth,”
and his big black eyes are glowing an .

“Ho! Shir Richard Harden,” he says, {sing,
«I did not think we was sho near the time, \Jzh
it a bit too soon?” . , \

“ A little later than the time I named.” )

«Crikey ! sho it izh.” N
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CHAPTER III.

LEVI'S APOLOGUE.

'NHE room had once been a stately one. Three

tall windows looked toward the street.
Its cornices and door-cases were ponderous,
and its furniture was heterogeneous, and pre-
sented the contrasts that might be expected in
a broker’s store. A second-hand Turkey car-
pet, in a very dusty state, covered part of the
floor ; and a dirty canvas sack lay by the door,
for people coming in to rub their feet on. The
table was a round one, that turned on a pivot;
it was oak, massive and carved, with drawers;
there were two huge gilt arm-chairs covered .
with Utrecht velvet, a battered office-stool, and
two or three bed-room chairs that did not
match. There were two great iron safes on
tressels. On the top of one was some valuable



22 CHECKMATE.

old china, and on the other an electrifying
machine ; a French harp with only half-a-dozen
strings/stood in'the ‘cornér 'near the fire-place,
and several dusty pictures of various sizes
leaned with their faces against the wall. A jet
of gas burned right over the table, and had
blackened the ceiling by long use, and a dip
candle, from which Mr. Levi lighted his cigars,
burned in a brass candlestick on the hob of the
empty grate. Over everything lay a dark grey
drift of dust. And the two figures, the elegant
young man in deep mourning, and the fierce
vulgar little Jew, shimmering all over with
chains, rings, pins, and trinkets, stood in a nar-
row circle of light, in strong relief against the
dim walls of the large room.

“So you will want that bit o’ money in
hand ?” said Mr. Levi.

«T told you so.”

“Don’t you think they’ll ever get tired help-
- in’ you, if you keep pulling alwaysh the wrong
way ?”

“You said, this morning, I might reckon up-
on the help of that friend to any extent within
reason,” said Sir Richard a little sourly.
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“Ye're goin’ fashter than yer friendsh li-
likesh ; ye're goin’ al-ash—ye’re goin’ a terrible
lick, you are !” said Mr. Levi solemnly.

His usually pale face was a little flushed ; he
was speaking rather thickly, and there came at
intervals a small hiccough, which indicated that
he had been making merry.

“ That’s my own affair, I fancy,” replied Sir
Richard, as haughtily as prudence would permit.
“You are simply an agent.”

“ Wish shome muff would take it off my
hands ; ’shan agenshy tha’ll bring whoever
takesh it more tr-tr-ouble than tin. By my
shoul I'll not keepshlong! I'm blowsh if T'll be
fool no longer!” .

“I'm to suppose, then, that you have made
up your mind to act no longer for my friend,
whoever that friend may be t” said Sir Richard,
who boded no good to himself from that step.

Mr. Levi nodded surlily.

“Have you drawn those bills ”

Mr. Levi gave the table a spin, unlocked a
drawer, and threw two bills across to Sir Rich-
ard, who glancing at them said—

“ The date is ridiculously short!”
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« How can I ’elp 't? and the interesht shlesh
than nothin’ : sh-shunder the bank termsh f-or
the besht paper going—I"m blesht if it ain’t—it
ain’t f-fair interesh ; the timesh short becaushe
the partiesh, theysh—theyshay they’re ard hup,
shir, ’eavy sharge to pay hoff, and a big pur-
chashe in Austriansh!”

“ My uncle, David Arden, I happen to know,
is buying Austrian stock this week ; and Lady
May Penrose is to pay off a charge on her pro-
perty next month.” A

The Jew smiled mysteriously.

“ You may as well be frank with me,” added
Sir Richard Arden, pleased at having detected
the coincidence, which was strengthened by his
having, the day before, surprised  his uncle in
conference with Lady May. .

“If you don’t like the time, why don’t you
try shomwhere elsh? why don’t you try Lon-
clushe? There’sh a shwell! Two millionsh, if
he’s worth a pig! A year, or a month, 'twouldn’t
matter a tizhy to him, and you and him’sh ash
thick ash two pickpockets!”

“You’re mistaken; I don’t choose to have any
transactions with Mr. Longcluse.”
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There was a little pause.

 By-the-by, I saw in some morning paper—I
forget which—a day or two ago, a letter attack-
ing Mr. Longcluse for an alleged share in the
bank-breaking combination ; and there was a
short reply from him.”

“I know, in the Timesh,” interposed Levi.

“ Yes,” said Arden, who, in spite of himself,
was always drawn into talk with this fellow
more than he intended ; such was the force of
the ambiguously confidential relations in which
he found himself. “ What is thought of that in
the city ?”

“ There’sh lotsh of opinionsh about it; not a
shafe chap to quar’l with. If you rub Lon-
clushe thish year, he'll tear you for itsh the next.
He’sh a bish—a bish—a bit—bit of a bully, is
Lonclushe, and don’t alwaysh treat ’ish people
fair. If you've quarled with him, look oush—I
shay, look oush ”

“@ive me the cheque,” said Sir Richard, ex-
tending his fingers.

“ Pleashe, Shir Richard, accept them billsh,”
replied Levi, pushing an ink-stand toward him,
“and I'll get our cheque for you.”
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So Mr. Levi took the dip candle and opened
one of the safes, displaying for a moment cases
of old-fashioned)(jewelry;.Cand a number of
watches. I daresay Mr. Levi and his partner
made advances on deposits.

“Why don’t you cut them confounded rashesh, .
Shir Richard? TI'm bleshed if I didn’t lose five
pounds on the Derby, myself! There’sh lotsh
of field sportsh,” he continued, approaching the -
table with his cheque-book. ¢ Didn’t you never
shee a ferret kill a rabbit? It'sh a beautiful
thing ; it takesh it shomeway down the back,
and bit by bit it mendsh itsh grip, meving up
to-wards the head. It ¢s really beautiful, and
not a shound from either, only youll see the
rabbitsh big eyes lookin’ sho wonderful! and
the ferret hangsh on, swinging this way and
that like a shna-ake—'tish wery pretty |—till
he worksh hish grip up to where the backbone
joinsh in with the brain ; and then in with itsh
teeth, through the shkull! and the rabbit givesh
a screech like a child in a fit. Ha, ha, ha!I'm
blesht if it ain’t done ash clever ash a doctor
could do it. ’Twould make you laugh. That
will do.”
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And he took the bills from Sir Richard, and
handed him two cheques, and as *he placed the.
bills in the safe, and locked them up, he con-
tinued—

It ish uncommon pretty! I'd rayther shee
it than a terrier on fifty rats. The rabbit’s sho
shimple—there’sh the fun of it—and looksh sho
foolish ; and every rabbit had bésht look sharp,”
he continued, turning about as he put the keys
in his pocket, and looking with his burning
black eyes full on Sir Richard, “and not let a
ferret get a grip anywhere; for if he getsh a
good purchase, he’ll never let go till he hash his
teeth in his braln, and then he’sh off with a
shqueak, and there’s an end of him.”

“I can get notes for one of these cheques to-
night ?” said Sir Richard.

“The shmall one, yesh, eashy,” answered Mr.
Levi. “Tm a bachelor,” he added jollily, in
something like a soliloquy, “and whenever I
marry I'll be the better of it; and ’'m no muff,
and no cove can shay that I ever shplit on no
one. And what do I care for Lonclushe? Not -
the snuff of thish can’le!” And he snuffed the
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dip scornfully with his fingers, and flung the
sparkling wick/over the banister, as he stood at
the door, to light Sir Richard down the stairs.



CHAPTER 1V.
THE BARON COMES TO TOWN.

EEKS flew by. The season was in its last

throes : the session was within a day or
two of its death. Lady May drove out to Mort-
lake with a project in her head.

Alice Arden was glad to see her.

“T've travelled all this way,” she said, “to
make you come with me on Friday to the
Abbey.”

“On Friday? Why Friday, dear?” answered
Alice.

“Because there is to be a grand oratorio of
Handel’'s. It is for the benefit of the clergy’s
sons’ school, and it is one that has not been
performed in England for I forget how many
years. Itis Saul. You have heard the Dead
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Marchin Saul,of course; everyone has; but no one
has ever heard the oratorio, and come you must.
There shall/be nooonebut ourselves—you and
I, and your uncle and your brother to take
care of us. They have promised to come; and
Stentoroni is to take Saul, and they have the
finest voices in Europe ; and they say that Herr
von Waasen, the conductor, is the greatest
musician in the world. There have been eight
performances in that great room—oh! what do
you call it *—while I was away ; and now there
is only to be this one, and I'm longing to hear
‘it ; but I won’t go unless you come with me—
and you need not dress. It begins at three
o'clock, and ends at six, aud you can come just
as you are now ; and an oratorio is really exact-
ly the same as going to church, so you have no
earthly excuse; and I'll send out my carriage
at one for you ; and you’ll see, it will do you alt
the good in the world.”

Alice had her difficulties, but Lady Ma.y 8
vigorous onset overpowered them, and at length
she consented.

“Does your uncle come out here to see you ?”
asks Lady May.
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“Often ; he’s very kind,” she replies.

« And Grace Maubray %”

“Oh, yes;'I'see''her pretty-often—that is,
she has been here twice, I think—quite often
enough.”

“ Well, do you know, I never could admire
Grace Maubray as I have heard other people
do,” says Lady May. ¢There is something
harsh and bold, don’t you think ?—something a
little cruel. She is a girl that I don’t -think
could ever be in love.”

“I don’t know that,” says Alice.

“Oh! really?” says Lady May, “and who is
it?”

« It is merely a suspicion,” says Alice.

“Yes—but you think she likes some one—
do, like a darling, tell me who it is,” urges
Lady May, a little uneasily.

“You must not tell anyone, because they
would say it was sisterly vanity, but I think
she likes Dick.”

« Sir Richard ?”’ says Lady May, with as much
indifference as she could.

“Yes, 1 think she likes my brother.”

Lady May smiles painfully.
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“] always thought so,” she says; *“and he
admires her, of course ¥’

“ No,\I'don't{think(ié| admires her at all. I'm
certain he doesn’t,” said Alice,

“ Well, certainly he always does speak of her
as if she belonged to Vivian Darnley,” remarks
Lady May, more happily.

“So she does, and he to her, I hope,” said
Alice,

“ Hope ?” repeated I;ady May, interrogatively.

“Yes—I think nothing could be more suit-
able.”

“ Perhaps so; you know them better than I
do.”

“Yes, and 1 still think Uncle David intends
them for one another.”

“] would have asked Mr. Longcluse,” Lady
May begins, after a. little interval, “ to use his
influence to get us good hearing-places, but
he is in such disgrace—is he still, or is there
any chance of his being forgiven ?”

“T told you, darling, I have really nothing to
forgive—but I have a kind of fear of Mr. Long-
cluse—a fear I can’t account for. It began, I
think, with that affair that seemed to me like a
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piece of insanity, and made me angry and be-
wildered; and then there was a dream, in
which I saw such ‘a ‘hornible scene, and fancied
he had murdered Richard, and I could not get
it out of my head. I supposeI am in a nervous
state—and there were other things; and, alto-
gether, I think of him with a kind of horror—
and I find that Martha Tansey has an unac-
countable dread of him exactly as I have ; and
even Uncle David says that he has a misgiving
about him that he can’t get rid of or explain.”

“] can’t think, however, that he is a ghost or
even a malefactor,” said Lady May, “or any-
thing worse than a very agreeable, good-natured
person. I never knew anything more zealous
than bis good-nature on the occasion I told you
of ; and he has always approached you with so
much devotion and respect—he seemed to me
so sensitive, and to watch your very looks; 1
really think that a frown from you would have
almost killed him.”

Alice sighs, and looked wearily through the
window, as if the subject bored her; and she
said listlessly—

“Oh, yes, he was kind, and gentleman-like,

VOL. III. D
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and sang nicely, I grant you everything; but
—but there is something ominous about him,
and I hate to hear him mentioned, and with
my consent I'll never meet him more.”

Connected with the musical venture which
the ladies were discussing, a remarkable person
visited London. He had a considerable stake
in its success. He was a penurious German,
reputed wealthy, who ran over from Paris to
complete arrangements about ticket-takers and
treasurer, so as to ensure a system of check,
such as would make it next to impossible for
the gentlemen his partners to rob him. This
person was the Baron Vanboeren.

Mr. Blount had an intimation of this visit
from Paris, and Mr. David Arden invited him
to dine, of which invitation he took absolutely
no notice ; and then Mr. Arden called upon him
in his lodging in St. Martin’s Lane. There he
saw him, this man, possibly the keeper of the
secret which he had for twenty years of his life
been seeking for. If he had a feudal ideal of
this baron, he was disappointed. He beheld a
short, thick man, with an enormous head and
grizzled hair, coarse pugfeatures,very grimy skin,
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and a pair of fierce black eyes, that never rested
for a moment, and swept the room from corner
to corner with a rapid and unsettled glance
that was full of fierce energy.

“The Baron Vanboeren?” inquires Uncle
David courteously.

The Baron, who is smoking, nods gruffly.

“My name is Arden—David Arden. I left
my card two days ago, and having heard that
your stay was but for a few days, I ventured to
send you a very hurried invitation.”

The Baron grunts and nods again.

“I wrote a note to beg the pleasure of a very
short interview, and you have been so good as
to admit me.”

The Baron smokes on.

“Tam told that you possibly are possessed
of information which I have long been seeking
in vain.”

Another nod.

“Monsieur Lebas, the unfortunate little French-
man who was murdered here in London, was, I
believe, in your employment $”

The Baron here had a little fit of coughing.

D2
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“Uncle David accepted this as an admission. :

“ He was acquainted with Mr. Longcluse 1"

«“ Was he?” says the Baron, removing and re-
placing his pipe quickly.

“ Will you, Baron Vanboeren, be so good as
to give me any information you possess respect-
ing Mr. Longcluse? It is not, I assure you,
from mere curiosity I ask these questions, and
1 hope you will excuse the trouble I give you.”

The Baron took his pipe from his mouth, and
blew out a thin stream of smoke.

“1 have heard,” said he, in short, harsh tones,
“since I came to London, nosing but good of
Mr. Longcluse. I have ze greadest respect for
zat excellent gendleman. I will say nosing bud
zat—ze greadest respect.”

“You knew him in Paris, I believe ?” urges
Uncle David.

“ Nosing but zat—ze greadest respect,” re-
peats the Baron. “I sink him a very worzy
gendleman.”

% No doubt, but I venture to ask whether
you were acquainted with Mr. Longcluse in
Paris ?”

“Zere are a gread many beoble in Paris. I

R —
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have nosing to say of Mr. Longcluse, nosing ad
all, only he is a man of high rebudation.”

And on completing this ‘sentence the Baron
replaced his pipe, and delivered several rapid
puffs. ’

«T took the liberty of enclosing a letter from
a friend, explaining who I am, and that the
questions 1 should entreat you to answer are
not prompted by any idle or impertinent curios-
ity ; perhaps, then, you would be so good as to
say whether you know anything of a person
named Yelland Mace, who visited Paris some
twenty years since ¥’

“I am in London, sir, ubon my business, and
no one else’s. I am sinking of myself, and not
about Mace or Longcluse, and I will not speak
about eizer of zem. I am well baid for my
dime. I will nod waste my dime on dalking—
1 will nod,” he continues, warming as he pro-
ceeds; “nosing shall induce me do say one
word aboud zoze gendlemen. I dake my oas
Il not, mein Gott! What do you mean by
asking me aboud zem %”

He looks positively ferocious as he delivers
this expostulation.
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%My request must be more unreasonable than
it appeared to me.”

“ Nosing can;be more unreasonable 1”

“And I am to understand that you positively
object to giving me any information respecting
the persons I have named ¢

The Baron appeared extremely uneasy. He
trotted to the door on his short legs,"and looked
out. Returning, he shut the door carefully.
His grimy countenance, under the action of
fear, assumes an expression peculiarly forbid-
ding : and he said, with angry volubility—

¢« Zis vigit must end, gir, zis moment. Don-
nerwesser ! I will nod be combromised by you.
But if you bromise as a Christian, ubon your

9

honour, never to mention what I sa
¢ Never, upon my honour.”
“Nor to say you have talked with me here,
in London——"
“ Never.”

- «“T will tell you that I have no objection to

sbeak wis you, privately in Paris, whenever you -

are zere—now, now | zat is all. I will not have
one ozer word—you shall not stay one ozer
minude.”
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He opens the door and wags his head per-
emptorily, and points with his pipe to the lobby.

“You'll not forgeét your promise, Baron, when
I call ? for visit you I will.”

“I never forget nosing. Monsieur Arden, will
you go or nod #” ‘

“Farewell, sir,” says his visitor, too much
excited by the promise opened to him, for the
moment to apprehend what was ridiculous in
the scene or in the brutality of the Baron,
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CHAPTER V.
TWO OLD FRIENDS_ MEET AND PART.

HEN he was gone the Baron Vanboeren sat
down and panted ; his pipe had gone out,
and he clutched it in his hand like a weapon
and continued for some minutes, in the good old
phrase, very much disordered.

“That old fool,” he mutters, 1in his native
German, “ won’t come near me again while I
remain in London.”

This assurance was, I suppose, consolatory,
for the Baron repeated it several times; and
then bounced to his feet, and made a few hur-
ried preparations for an appearance in the
streets. He put on a short cloak which had
served him for the last thirty years, and a pre-
posterous hat; and with a thick stick in his
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hand, and a cigar lighted, sallied forth, square
and short, to make Mr, Longcluse a visit by ap-
pointment.

By this time the lamps were lighted. There
had been a performance of Saul, a very brilliant
success, although it pleased the Baron to grum-
ble over it that day. He had not returned from
the great room where it had taken place more
than an hour, when David Arden had paid his
brief visit. He was now hastening to an inter-
view which he thought much more momentous.:
Few persons who looked at that vulgar seedy
figure, strutting through the mud, would have
thought that the thread-bare black cloak, over
which a brown autumnal tint had spread, and
the monstrous battered felt hat, in which a cos-
termonger would scarcely have gone abroad,
covered a man worth a hundred and fifty thou-
sand pounds.

Man is mysteriously so constructed that he
cannot abandon himself to selfishness, which is
the very reverse of heavenly love, without in
the end contracting some incurable insanity ;
and that insafxity of the higher man constitutes,
to a great extent, his mental death. The Baron
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Vanboeren’s insanity was avarice ; and his soli-
tary expenses caused him all the sordid anxieties
which haunt the unfortnnate gentleman who
must make both ends meet on five-and-thirty
pounds a year.

Though not sut profusus, he was alient appetens
in a very high degree; and his visit to Mr.
Longcluse was not one of mere affection,

. Mr. Longcluse was at home in his study. The
Baron was instantly shown in. Mr. Longcluse,
smiling, with both hands extended to grasp his,
advances to meet him.

“ My dear baron, what an unexpected plea-
sure! I could scarcely believe my eyes when I
read your note. So you have a stake in this
musical speculation, and though it is very late,
and, of course, everything at a disadvantage,
I have to congratulate you on an immense
success.” :

The Baron shrugs, shakes his head, and rolls
his eyes dismally. .

% Ah, my friend, ze exbenses are enormous,”

“ And the receipts still more s0,” says Long-
cluse cheerfully; “you must be making, among
you, a mint of money.”
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«“ Ah! Monsieur Longcluse, id is nod what it
should be; zay are all such sieves and robbers!
I will never escape under & loss of a sousand
bounds.”

“ You must be cheerful, my dear baron. -You
shall dine with me to-day. TIl take you with
me to half a dozen places of amusement worth
seeing after dinner. To-morrow morning you
shall run down with me to Brighton—my yacht
is there—and when you have had enough of
that, we shall run up again and have a white-
bait dinner at Greenwich ; and come into town
and see those fellows, Markham and the other,
that poor little Lebas saw play, the night he
was murdered. You must see them play the
return match, so long postponed. Next day we
shall—”

% Bardon, monsieur, bardon! I am doo old.
I bave no spirits.”

“ What, not enough to see a game of billiards
between Markham and Hood! Why, Lebas was
charmed so far as he saw it, poor fellow, with
their play.”

“No, no, no, no, monsieur ; a sousand sanks,
no, bardon, I cannod,” says the Baron. “I do
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not like billiards, and your friends have not
found it a lucky game.”

“ Well, if you don’t care for billiards, we'll
find something else,” replies hospitable Mr.
Longcluse.

“Nosing else, nosing else,” answers the
Baron hastily. “I hade all zese sings, ze

seatres, ze bubbedshows, and all ze ozer amuse-
ments, I give you my oas. Did you read my
liddle node ¥”

«“I did indeed, and it amused me beyond
measure,” says Longcluse joyously.

“ Amuse!” repeats the Baron, “ how so?”

“Because it is so diverting ; one might almost
fancy it was meant to ask me for fifteen hundred
pounds.”

“I have lost, by zis smg, a vast deal more zan.

zat.” A

“ And, my dear Baron, what on earth have I
to do with that ?”

“] am an old friend, a good friend, a true
friend,” says the Baron, while his fierce little
eyes sweep the walls, from corner to corner,
with quivering rapidity. “ You would not like
to see me quide in a corner. You're the rich-
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est man in England, almost; what's one sou-
sand five hundred to you? I have not wridden
to you, or come to England, dill now. You
have done nosing for your old friend yet: what
are you going to give him ?” .

“ Not as much as I gave Lebas,” said Long-
cluse, eyeing him askance, with a smile.

“I don’t know what you mean.”

“ Not a napoleon, not a franc, not a son.”

“ You are jesding ; sink, sink, sink, monsieur,
what a friend I have been and am to you.”

“So I do, my dear Baron, and consider how
I show my gratitude. Have I ever given a
hint to the French police about the identity of
the clever gentleman who managed the little
tunnel through which a river of champagne
flowed into Paris, under the barrier, duty free?
Have I ever said a word about the confiscated
jewels of the Marchioness de la Sarnierre?
Have I ever asked how the Comte de Lou-
bourg’s little boy is, or directed an unfriendly
eye upon the conscientions physician who ex-
tricates ladies and gentlemen from the conse-
quences of late hours, nervous depression, and
fifty other things that war against.good diges-
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tion and sound sleep? Come, come, my good
baron, whenever we come to square accounts,
the balance will stand very heavily in my favour.
I don’t want to press for a settlement, but if
you urge it, by Heaven, I'll make you pay the
uttermost farthing!”

Longcluse laughs cynically. The Baron
looks very angry. His face darkens to a
leaden hue. The fingers which he plunged
into his snuff-box are trembling. He takes ‘
two or three great pinches of snuff before
speaking. |

Mr. Longcluse watches all these symptoms of
his state of mind with a sardonic enjoyment,
beneath which, perhaps, is the sort of suspense
with which a beast-tamer watches the eye of
the animal whose fury he excites only to ex-
hibit the coercion which he exercises through
its fears, and who is for a moment doubtful
whether its terrors or its fury may prevail.

The Baron’s restless eyes roll wickedly. He

puts his hand into his pocket irresolutely, and
crumbles some papers there. There was no
knowing, for some seconds, what turn things
might take. But if he had for a moment medi-
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tated a crisis, he thought better of it. He
breaks into a fierce laugh, and extends his
hand to Mr. Longcluse, who as™ frankly places
his own in it, and the Baron shakes it vehe-
mently. And Mr. Longcluse and he laugh bois-
terously and oddly together. The Baron takes
another great pinch of snuff, and then he says,
sponging out as it were, as an ignored paren-
thesis, the critical part of their conversation—

“No, no, 1 sink not; no, no, surely not. I
am not fit for all zose amusements. I cannot
knog aboud as I used; an old fellow, you
know: beace and tranquillidy. No, I cannet
dine with you. I dine with Stentoroni to-mor-
row ; to-day I have dined with our tenore. How
well you look! What nose, what tees, what
.chin! I am proud of you. We bart good
friends, bon soir, Monsieur Longcluse, farewell.
I am already a liddle lade.”

“ Farewell, dear Baron. How can I thank
you enough for this kind meeting? Try one of
‘my cigars as you go home.”

The Baron, not being a proud man, took
half-a-dozen, and with a final shaking of hands
these merry gentlemen parted, and Longcluse’s
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door closed for ever on the Baron Vanboeren.

“ That bloated spider?” mused Mr. Long-
cluse., “ How many flies has he sucked! It is
another matter when spiders take to catching
wasps.”

Every man of energetic passions has within
him a principle of self-destruction. Longcluse
had his. It had expressed itself in his passion
for Alice Arden. That passion had undergone
a wondrous change, but it was imperishable in
its new as in its pristine state.

This gentleman was in the dumps 8o soon as
he was leftalofe. Always uncertainty ; always
the sword of Damocles; always the little re-
minders of perditiou, each one contemptible,
but each one in succession touching the same
set of nerves, and like the fall of the drop of
water in the inquisition, non vi, sed sepe cadendo,
gradually heightening monotony into excite-
ment, and excitement into frenzy. Living al-
ways with a sense of the unreality of life and
the vicinity of death, with a certain stern tremor
of the heart, like that of a man going into

action, no wonder if he sometimes sickened of
 his bargain with Fate, and thought life pur-
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chased too dear on the terms of such a lease.

Longecluse bolted his door, unlocked his desk,
and there what'do we see #"'Six or seven mini-
atures—two enamels, the rest on ivory—all by
different hands; some English, some Parisian ;
very exquisite, some of them. Every one was
Alice Arden. Little did she dream that such a
gallery existed. How were they taken? Photo-
graphs are the colourless phantoms from which
these glowing life-like beauties start. Tender-
hearted Lady May has in confidence given him,
from time to time, several of these from her
album; he has induced foreign artists to visit
London, and managed opportunities by which,
at parties, in theatres, and I am sorry to say
even in church, these clever persons succeeded
in studying from the life, and learning all the
tints which now glow before him. If I had
mentioned what this little collection cost him,
you would have opened your eyes. The Baron
Vanboeren would have langhed and cursed him
with hilarious derision, and a money-getting
Christian would have been quite horror-struck,
on reading the scandalous row of figures.

Each miniature he takes in turn, and looks at
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for a long time, holding it in both hands, his
hands resting on the desk, his face inclined ard
sad, as if looking down into the coffin of his
darling. One after the other he puts them by,
and returns to his favourite one; and at last he
shuts it up also, with a snap, and places it with
the rest in the dark, under lock and key.

He leaned back and laid his thin hand across -
his eyes. Was he looking at an image that
came out in the dark on the retina of memory ?
Or was he shedding tears?
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CHAPTER VI.
“ SAUL.”

HE day arrived on which Alice Arden had
agreed to go with Lady May to Westmin-
ster Abbey, to hear the masterly performance of
Saul. When it came to the point, she would
have preferred staying at home ; but that was
out of the question. Every one has experienced
that ominous foreboding which overcomes us
sometimes with a shapeless forecasting of evil.
It was with that vague misgiving that she had
all the morning looked forward to her drive to
town, and the long-promised oratorio. It was
a dark day, and there was a thunderous weight:
in the air, and the melancholy atmosphere
deepened her gloom.
Her Uncle David arrived in Lady May's car-
' E2
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riage, to take care of her. They were to call
at Lady May’s house, where its mistress and Sir
Richard Arden awaited them.

A few kind words followed Uncle David’s
affectionate greeting, as they drove into town.
He did not observe that Alice was unusually
low. He seemed to have something not very
pleasant himself to think upon, and he became
silent for some time.

“] want,” said he at last, looking up suddenly,
“to give you a little advice, and now mind
what I say. Don’t sign any legal paper with-
out consulting me, and don’t make any promise
to Richard. It is just possible—I hope he may
not, but it is just possible—that he may ask you
to deal in his favour with your charge on the
Yorkshire estate. Do you tell him,-if he should,
that you have promised me faithfully not to do
anything in the matter, except as I shall ad-
vise. He may, as I said, never say a word on
the subject, but in any case my advice will do
you no harm. I have had bitter experience, my
dear, of which I begin to grow rather ashamed,
of the futility of trying to assist Richard. I
have thrown away a great deal of money upon
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him, utterly thrown it away. I can afford it,
but you cannot, and you shall not lose your lit-
tle provision.” "And here he changed the sub-
ject of his talk, I suppose to avoid the possibility
of discussion. “ How very early the autumn has
get in this year! It is the extraordinary heat
of the summer. The elms in Mortlake are quite
yellow already.”

And so they talked on,and returned no more
to the subject at which he had glanced. But
the few words her uncle had spoken gave Alice
ample matter to think on, and she concluded
that Richard was in trouble again.

Lady May did not delay them a moment,’and -
Sir Richard got into the carriage after her, with
the tickets in his charge. Very devoted, Alice
thought him, to Lady May, who appeared more
than usually excited and happy.

"We follow our party without comment into
the choir, where they take possession of their
seats. The chorus glide into their places like
shadows, and the vast array of instrumental
musicians as noiselessly occupy the seats before
their desks. The great assembly is marshalled
in a silence almost oppressive, but which is per-
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haps the finest preparation for the wondrous
harmonies to come.

And now, the grand and ﬁnearth]y oratorio
has commenced. Each person in our little group
hears it with different ears. I wonder whether
any two persons in that vast assembly heard it
precisely alike. Sir Richard Arden, having many
things to think about, hears it intermittently as
he would have listened to a bore, and with a
secret impatience. Lady May hears it not much
better, but felt as if she could have sat there for
ever. Old David Arden enjoyed music, and is
profoundly delighted with this. But his
thoughts also begin to wander, for as the
mighty basso singing the part of Saul delivers
the words,

I would that, by thy art, thou bring me up
The man whom I shall name,”
David Arden’s eye lighted, with a little shock,
upon the enormous head and repulsive features
of the Baron Vanboeren. What a mask for a
witch! The travesti lost its touch of the ludic-
rous, in Uncle David’s eye, by virtue of the aw-
ful interest he felt in the possible revelations of
that ugly magician, who could, he fancied, by a

e ——
e



CHECKMATE. 55

word call up the image of Yelland Mace. The
Baron is sitting about ten steps in front of him,
face to face.  He wonders he has not seen him
till now. His head is a little thrown back, dis-
playing his short bull neck. His restless eyes
are fixed now in a sullen reverie. His calculation
as to the exact money value of the audience is
over ; he is polling them no longer, and his un-
resting brain is projecting pictures into the
darkness of the future.

His face in a state of apathy was ill-favoured
and wicked, and now lighted with a cadaverous
effect, by the dull purplish halo which marks the
blending of the feeble daylight, with the g]ow
of the lamp that is above him.

The Baron had seen and recognized David
Arden, and a train of thoughts horribly incon-
gruous with the sacred place was moving
through his brain. As he looks on, impassive,
the great basso rings out—

¢ If heaven denies thee aid, seek it from hell.”

And the soprano sends forth the answering in-
cantation, wild and piercing—
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¢ Infernal spirits, by whose power
Departed ghosts in living forms appear,
Add horror to the midnight hour,
And chill the boldest hearts with fear ;
To this stranger’s wondering eyes
Let the man he calls for rise.”

If Mr. Longcluse bad been near, he might
have made his own sad application of the air so
powerfully sung by the alto to whom was com~
mitted the part of David—

¢ Such haughty beauties rather move
Aversion, than engage our love.”
He might with an uwndivulged anguish have
heard the adoring strain—
“ O Iovely maid! thy form beheld
Above all beauty -charms our eyes,
Yet still within that form concealed,
Thy mind a greater beauty lies.”"

In a rapture Alice listened on.  The famouns
“Dead March ” followed, interposing its melan-
choly instrumentation, and arresting the vocal
“action of the drama by the pomp of that magnifi-
cent dirge.

To her the whole thing seemed stupendous,
unearthly, glorious beyond expression. She
almost trembled with excitement. She was

e —— \{
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glad she had come. Tears of ecstasy were in
her eyes.

And now, at'length, the’ three parts are over,
and the crowd begin to move outward. The
organ peals as they shuffle slowly along, check-
ed every minute, and then again resuming their
slow progress, pushing on in those little shuf-
fling steps of two or three inches by which well-
packed crowds get along, every one wondering
why they can’t all step out together, and what
the people in front can be about.

In two several channels, through two dis-
tinct doors, this great human reservoir floods
out. Sir Richard has undertaken the task of
finding Lady May’s carriage, and bringing it to
a point where they might escape- the tedious
waiting at the door; and David Arden, with
Lady May on one arm and Alice on the other, is
getting on slowly in the thick of this well-
dressed and aristocratic mob.

«“] think, Alice,” said Uncle David, “you
would be more out of the crush, and less likely
to lose me, if you were to get quite close behind
us—do you see?—between Lady May and me,
and hold me fast.”
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The pressure of the stream was so unequal,
and a front of three so wide, that Alice gladly
adopted, the, néewH@rrangement, and with her
hand on her uncle’s arm, felt safer and more
comfortable than before.

This slow march, inch by inch, is strangely
interrupted. A well-known voice, close to her
ear, says— ‘

“Miss Arden, a word with you.”

A pale face, with flat nose and Mephlstophehan
eyebrows, was stooping near her. Mr. Long-
cluse’s thin lips were close to her ear. She
started a little aside, and tried to stop. Re-

covering, she stretched her hand to reach her
' uncle, and found that there were strangers be-
tween them.
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CHAPTER VII.
A WAKING DREAM.

HERE is something in that pale face and
spectral smile that fascinates the terrified
girl; she cannot take her eyes off him. His
dark eyes are near hers; his lips are still close
to her; his arm is touching her dress; he
leans his face to her, and talks on, in an icy tone
little above a whisper, and an articulation so
sharply distinct that it seems to pain her ear.
“The oratorio !” he continued: “the music!
The words, here and there, are queer—a little
sinister—eh? There are better words and wilder
music—you shall hear them some day! .Saul
had his evil spirit, and a bad family have theirs
—ay, they have a demon who is always near,
and shapes their lives for them; they don’t
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know it, but, sooner or later justice catches
them. Suppose 7 am the demon of your family
—it is very funny, isn’t it? I tried to serve
you both, but it wouldn’t do. T'll set about the
other thing now: the evil genius of a bad
family ; I'm appointed to that. It almostmakes
me laugh—such cross-purposes! You're fright-
ened? That’s a pity; you should have thought
of that before. It requires some nerve to fight
a man like me. I don’t threaten you, mind, but
you are frightened. There is such a thing as
getting a dangerous fellow bound over to keep
the peace. Try that. I should like to have a
talk with you before his worship in the police-
court, across the table, with a corps of clever
newspaper reporters sitting there. What fun
in the Times and all the rest next morning.”

It is plain to Miss Arden that Mr. Longcluse
is speaking all this time with suppressed fury,'
- and his countenance expresses a sort of smiling
‘hatred that horrifies her.

“I’'m not bad at speaking my mind,” he con-
tinues. “It is unfortunate that I am so well
thought of and listened to in London. Yes,

people mind what I say a good deal. I rather
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think they’ll choose to believe my story. But
there’s another way, if you don’t like that.
Your brother’s'not''afraid<—A¢’ll'' protect you.
Tell your brother what a migcreant I am, and
send him to me—do, pray! Nothing on earth
I should like better than to have a talk with
that young gentleman. Do, pray, send him, I
entreat. He'd like satisfaction—ha ! ha !—and,
by Heaven, I'll give it him! Tell him to get
his pistols ready ; he shall have his shot! Let
him come to Boulogne, or where he likes—I'll
stand it—and I don’t think he’ll need to pay his
way back again. He'll stay in France; he'll
not walk in at your hall-door, and call for
_luncheon, I promise you. Ha! ha! ha!”

This pale man enjoys her terror cruelly.

“I’'m not worthy to speak to you, I believe—
eh? That’s odd, for the time isn’t far off when
you'll pray to Ged I may have mercy on you.
You had no business to encourage me. I'm
afraid the crowd is getting on very slowly, but
I'll try to entertain you: you are such a good
listener !”

Miss Arden often wondered afterwards at her
own passiveness throngh all this. There were,
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no doubt, close by, many worthy citizens, fatherd
of families, who would have taken her for a few
minutes under their protection with honest
alacrity. But it was a fascination; her staté
was cataleptic : and she could no more escape
than the bird that is throbbing in the gaze of a
snake. The cold murmur went distinctly on
~and on:

“Your brother will probably think I should
treat you more ceremoniously. Don’t you agree
with him? Pray, do complain to him. Pray,
send him to me, and I'll thank him for his share
in this matter. He wanted to make it a match
between us—I'm speaking coarsely, for the sake
of distinctness—till a title turned up. What
has become of the title, by-the-by 2—I don’t see
him here. The peer wasn’t in the running,
after all: didn’t even start! Halha! ha! Re-
member me to your brother, pray, and tell him
the day will come when he’ll not need to be re-
minded of me: I'll take care of that. And so
Sir Richard is doomed to disappointment! Itis
a world of disappointment. The Earl is no-

where! And the proudest family om,earth— -

what is left of it—looks a little foolish. And

e ——
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well it may: it has many follies to expiate.
You had no business encouraging me, and you
are foolish enGugh.'to'be' terribly afraid now—
ha! ha! ha!l Too late, eh? I dare say you
think Il punish you! Not I: nothing of the
sort! 1l never punish any one. Why should
I take that trouble about you? Not I: not
even your brother. Fate does that. Fate has
always been kind to me, and hit my enemies
pretty hard. You had no business encouraging
me. Remember this: the day is not far off
when you will botk rue the hour you threw me
over!”

She is gazing helplessly into that dreadful
face. There is a cruel elation in it. He looks
on her, I think, with admiration. Mixed with
his hatred, did there remain a fraction of love ?

On a sudden the voice, which was the only
sound she heard, was in her ear no longer. The
face which had transfixed her gaze was gone.
Longcluse had apparently pushed a way for her
to her friends, for she found herself again next
her Uncle David. Holding his arm fast, she
looked round quickly for moment: she saw Mr.
Longcluse nowhere. She felt on the point of
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fainting. The scene must have lasted a shorter
time than she supposed, for her uncle had not
missed her,

“My dear, how pale you look! Are you
tired?” exclaims Lady May, when they have
come to a halt at the door.

“Yes, indeed, so she does. Are you ill, dear?”
added her uncle.

“ No, nothing, thanks, only the crowd. I
shall be better immediately.” And so waiting
in the air, near the door, they were soon joined
by Sir Richard, and in his carriage he and she
drove home to Mortlake. Lady May, taking
hers, went to a tea at old Lady Elverstone’s;
and David Arden, bidding them good-bye,
walked homeward across the park.

Richard had promised to spend the evening at
Mortlake with her, and side by side they were
driving out to that sad and sombre scene. As

they entered the shaded road upon which the-

greag gate of Mortlake opens, the setting sun
streamed through the huge trunks of the trees,
and tinted the landscape with a subdued splen-
dour.

“J can’t imagine, dear Alice, why you will

—————
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stay here. It is enough to kill you,” says Sir
Richard,looking out peevishly on the picturesque
woodlands of Mortlake, and interrupting a long
silence. “ You never can recover your spirits
while you stay here. There is Lady May going
all over the world—I forget where, but she will
be at Naples—and she absolutely longs to take
you with -her; and you won’t go! I really
sometimes think you want to make yourself
melancholy mad.” .

. %I don’t know,” said she, waking herself from
a reverie in which, against the dark background
of- the empty arches she had left, she still saw
the white, wicked face that had leaned over her,
and heard the low murmured stream of insult
and menace. “I'm not sure that I should not
be worse anywhere else. I don’t feel energy
to make a change. I can’t bear the idea of
meeting people. By-and-by, in a little time, it
will be different. For the present quiet is what
I like best. But you, Dick, are not looking well,
you seem so over-worked and anxious. You
really do want a little holiday. Why don’t you
go to Scotland to shoot, or take a few weeks’

VOL. IIL. ‘ - F
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yachting? All your business must be pretty
well settled now.” .

«Tt will never be settled,” he said, a little
sourly. “I assure you there never was pro-
perty in such a mess—I mean leases and every-
thing. Such drudgery, you have no idea; and
I owe a good deal. It has not done me any
good. - I'd rather be as I was before that
miserable Derby. I'd gladly exchange it all for
a clear annuity of a thousand a year.”

“Oh! my dear Dick, youcan’t mean that ! All
the northern property, and this, and Morley ?”

“T hate to talk about it. I'm tired of it al-
ready. I have been so unlucky, so foolish, and
if Ihad not found a very good friend, I should
have been utterly ruined by that cursed race;
and he has been aiding me very generously, on
rather easy terms, in some difficulties that
have followed ; and you know I had to raise
money on the estate before all this happened,
and have had to make a very heavy mortgage,
and I am getting into such a mess—a confusion,
I mean—and really I should have sold the
estates, if it had not been for my unknown
friend, for I don’t know his name.”
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“ What friend ?”

“The friend, who,has| aided-me through my
troubles—the best friend I ever met, unless it
be as I half suspect. Has anyone spoken to you
lately, in a way to lead you to suppose that he,
or anyone else among our friends, has been lend-
ing me a helping hand ?”

“Yes, as we were driving into town to-day,
Uncle David told me so distinctly ; but I am not
sure that I ought to have mentioned it. I
fancy, indeed,” she added, as she remembered
the reflections.with which it was accompanied,
‘“that he meant it as a secret, so you must not
get me into disgrace with him by appearing to
know more than he has told you himself.”

“No, certainly,” said Richard; “ and he said
it was he who lent it ?”

“Yes, distinctly.”

“Well, I all but knew it before. Of course it
is very kind of him, But then, you know, he is
very wealthy ; he does not feel it; and he would
not for the world that our house should lose its
position. I think he would rather sell the coat
off his back, than that our name should be
slurred.”

F 2
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Sir Richard was pleased that he had received
this light in corroboration of his suspicions. He
was glad to have ascertained that the powerful
motives which he had conjectured were actually
governing the conduct of David Arden, although
for obvious reasons he did not choose that his
nephew should be aware of his weakness.

. The carriage drew up at the hall-door. The
old house, in the evening beams, looked warm
and cheery, and from every window in its broad
front flamed the reflection which showed like so -
many hospitable winter fires.
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CHAPTER VIIL
LOVE AND PLAY.

“« TTYERE we are, Alice,” says Sir Richard, as

they enter the hall. “ We'll have a good
talk this evening. We’ll make the best of every-
thing ; and T don’t see, if Uncle David chooses
to prevent it, why the old ship should founder,
after all.”

They are now in the house. It is hard to get
rid of the sense of constraint that, in his father’s
time, he always experienced within those walls;
to feel that the old influence is exorcised and
utterly gone, and that he is himself absolute
master where so lately he hardly ventured to
move on tip-toe. ' '

They did not talk so much as Sir Richard had
anticipated. There were upon his mind some
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things that weighed heavily. He had got from
Levi a list of the advances made by his luckily-
found friend, and the| total was much heavier
than he had expected. He began to fear that
he might possibly exceed the limits which his
uncle must certainly have placed somewhere.
He might not, indeed, allow him to suffer the
indignity of a bankruptcy; but he would take
a very short and unpleasant course with him.
He would seize his rents, and, with a friendly
roughness, put his estates to nurse, and send
the prodigal on a Childe Harold’s pilgrimage of
five or six years, with an allowance, perhaps, of
some three hundred a year, which, in his frugai
estimate of a young man’s expenditure, would
be handsome.

While he was occupied in these ruminations,
Alice cared not to break the silence. It wasa very
unsociable téte-a-téte. Alice had a secret of her
own to brood over. If anything could have
made Longcluse now more terrible to her imagi-
nation, it would have been a risk of her brother’s
knowing anything of the language he had
dared to hold to her. She knew, from her
brother’s own lips, that he was a duellist; and



CHECEMATE. 71

she was also persuaded that Mr. Longcluse was,
in his own playful and sinister phrase, very
litefally a “niiscreant.” His 'face, ever since
that interview, was always at her right side,
with its cruel pallor, and the vindictive sarcasm
of lip and tone. How she wished that she had
never met that mysterious man! What she
would have given to be exempted from his
hatred, and blotted from his remembrance !”

One object only was in her mind, distinctly,
with respect to that person. She was, thank
God, quite beyond his power. But men, she
knew, live necessarily a life so public, and have
80 many points of contact, that better opportu-
nities present themselves for the indulgence of
a masculine grudge ; and she trembled at the
thought of a collision. Why, then, should not
Dick seek a reconciliation with him, and, by
any honourable méans, abate that terrible en-
mity.

“] have been thinking, Dick, that, as Uncle
David makes the interest he takes in your affairs
a secret, and you can’t consult him, it would be
-very well indeed if you could find some one else
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able to advise, who would consult with you when
you wished.”

“ Of course, I ishouldCbe o1ily too glad,” says
Sir Richard, yawning and smiling as well as he
could at the same time; “but an adviser one
can depend on in such matters, my dear child,
is not to be picked up every day.” ,

“ Poor papa, I think, was very wise in choos-
ing people of that kind. Uncle David, I know,
said that he made wonderfully good bargains
about his mortgages, or whatever they are
called.”

“] dare say—I don’t know—he was always
complaining, and always changing them,” says
Sir Richard. ¢ But if you can introduce me to
a person who can disentangle all my complica-
tions, and take half my cares off my shoulders,
T'll say you are a very wise little woman in-
deed.”

“I only know this—that poor papa had the
highest opinion of Mr. Longcluse, and thought
he was the cleverest person, and the most able
to assist, of any one he knew.”

Sir Richard Arden hears this with a stare of

surprise,
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“ My dear Alice, you seem to forget every-
thing. Why, Longcluse and I are at deadly
feud. He hates' me (Gmplacably. There never
could be anything but enmity between us. Not
that I care enough about Aim to hate him, but I
have the worst opinion of him. I have heard
the most shocking stories about him lately.
They insinuate that he committed a murder!
I told you of that jealousy and disappointment,
about a girl he was in love with and wanted to
marry, and it ended in murder! I'm told he
had the reputation of being a most unscrupu-

lous villain. They say he was engaged in .

several conspiracies to pigeon young fellows.
He was the utter ruin, they say, of young
Thornley, the poor muff who shot himself some
years ago ; and he was thought to be a princi-
pal proprietor of that gaming-house in Vienna,
where they found all the apparatus for cheating
8o cleverly contrived.”

“But are any of these things proved ?” urges
Miss Arden.

%1 don’t suppose he would be at large if they
were,” says Sir Richard, with a-smile. “I only
know that T believe them.”
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“Well, Dick, you know I reminded you
before—you used not to believe those stories
till you quarrelled with him.”

“Why, what do you want, Alice ?” he ex-
claims, looking hard at her. ¢ What on earth
can you mean? And what can possibly make
you take an interest in the character of such a
ruffian ?”

Alice’s face grew pale under his gaze. She .
cleared her voice and looked down ; and then
she looked full at him, with burning eyes, and
gaid—

“It is because I am afraid of him, and think
he may do you some dreadful injury, unless you
are again on terms with him. I can’t get it
out of my head; and I dare say I am wrong,
but I am sure I am miserable.”

She burst into tears.

“ Why, you darling little fool, what harm can
he do me?” said Richard fondly, throwing his
arms about her neck and kissing her, as he
laughed tenderly. “He exhausted his utmost
malice when he angrily refused to lend me a
shilling in my extremity, or to be of the small-
est use to me, at a moment when he might have
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saved me, without risk to himself, by simply
willing it, 7 didn’t ask him, you may be sure.
An officious, foolish little friend, doing all, of
course, for the best, did, without once consult-
. ing me, or giving me a voice in the matter,
until he had effectually put his foot in it, as I
told you. I would not for anything on earth
have applied to him, I need not tell you ; but it
was done, and it only shows with what delight
he would have seen me ruined, as, in fact, 1
should have been, had not my own relations
taken the matter up. I do believe, Alice, the
best thing I could do for myself and for you
would be to marry,” he says, a little suddenly,
after a considerable silence.

Alice looks at him, doubtful whether he is
serious,

“I really mean it. It is the only honest way

of making or mending a fortune now-a-days.”
" «Well, Dick, it is time enough to think of
that by-and-by, don’t you think ?”

“ Perhaps 8o ; I hope so. At present it seems
to me that, as far as I am concerned, it is Jjust a
race between the bishop and the bailiff which
shall have me first. If any lady is good enough
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to hold out a hand to a poor drowning fellow,
she had better ”? .
“Take care, Dick, that the poor drowning

fellow does not pull her in.” Don’t you think it
would be well to consider first what you have
got to live on ?”

“] have plenty to live on; I know that ex-
actly,” said Dick.

“ What is it #”

“ My wife’s fortune.”

“You are never serious for a minute, Dick !
Don’t you think it would be better first to get
matters a little into order, so as to know dis-
tinctly what you are worth ?”

“Quite the contrary; she’d rather not know.
She’d rather exercise her imagination than learn
distinctly what I am worth. Any woman of
senge would prefer marrying me so.”

“J don’t understand you.”

“ Why, if T succeed in making matters quite
lucid, I don’t think she would marry me at all.
Isn’t it better to say, ¢ My Angelina,” or what-
ever else it may be, ¢you see before you Sir
Richard Arden, who has estates in Yorkshire,
in Middlesex, and in Devonshire, thus spanning
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all England from north to south. We had
-these estates at the Conquest. There is no-
thing modern/ about)them:but (the mortgages.
I have never been able to ascertain exactly what
they bring in by way of rents, or pay out by
way of interest. That I stand here, with flesh
upon my bones, and pretty well-made clothes, I
hope, upon both, is evidence in a confused way
that an English gentleman—a baronet—can
subsist upon them; and this magnificent muddle
I lay at your feet with the devotion of a pas-
sionate admirer of your personal—property I’
That, I say, is better than appearing with a
balance-sheet in your hand, and saying, ¢ Ma-
dam, I propose marrying you, and I beg to
present you with a balance-sheet of the incom-
ings and outgoings of my estates, the intense
clearness of which will, I hope, compensate for
the nature of its disclosures. I am there shown
in the most satisfactory detail to be worth ex-
actly fifteen shillings per annum, and how un-
limited is my credit will appear from the im-
mense amount and variety of my debts. In
pressing my suit I rely entirely upon your love
of perspicuity and your passion for arithmetic,
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which will find'in the ledgers of my steward an
almost inexhaustible gratification and indul-
gence.” , However, as. you- say, Alice, I have
time to look about'me, and I see you are tired.
We'll talk it over to-morrow morning at break-
fast. Don’t think I have made up my mind;
I'll do exactly whatever you like best. But get
to your bed, you poor little soul ; you do look
8o tired !”

With great affection they parted for the
night. But Sir Richard did not meet her at
breakfast.

After she had left the room some time, he
changed his mind, left a message for his sister
with old Crozier, ordered his servant and tl:ap
to the door, and drove into ‘town. It was
not his good angel who prompted him. He
drove to a place where he was sure to find high
play going on, and there luck did not favour
him.

What had become of Sir Richard Arden’s
resolutions? The fascinations of his old vice
were irresistible. The ring of the dice, the
whirl of the roulette, the plodding pillage of
‘whist—any rite acknowledged by Fortune, the
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goddess of his soul, was welcome to that keen
worshipper. Luck was not always adverse;
once or twice he might hiave retreated in com-
parative safety; but the temptation to *back

”»

his luck” and go on prevailed, and left him
where he was.

About a week after the evening passed at
Mortlake, a black and awful night of disaster
befel him.

Every other extravagance and vice draws its
victim on at a regulated pace, but this of gam-
ing is an hourly trifling with life, and one in-
fatuated moment may end him. How short
had been the reign of the new baronet, and
where were prince and princedom now ?

Before five o’clock in the morning, he had
twice spent a quarter of an hour tugging at
Mr. Levi's office-bell, in the dismal old street in
Westminster. Then he drove off toward his
lodgings. The roulette was whirling under his
eyes whenever for a moment he closed them.
He thought he was going mad.

The cabman knew a place where, even at
that unseasonable hour, he might have a warm
bath ; and thither Sir Richard ordered him to
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drive. After this, he again essayed the Jew’s
office. The cool early morning was over still
quiet London—hardly a soul was stirring. On
the steps he waited, pulling the office-bell at in-
tervals. In the stillness of the morning, he
could hear it distinctly in the remote room,
ringing unheeded in that capacious house.

e —————n -
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CHAPTER IX.
PLANS.

T was, of course, in vain looking for Mr. Levi
there at such an hour. Sir Richard Arden
fancied that he had, perhaps, a sleeping-room in
the house, and on that chance tried what his
protracted alarm might do.

Then he drove to his own house. He had a
latch-key, and let himself in. Just as he is, he
throws himself into a chair in his dressing-room.
He knows there is no use in getting into his
bed. In his fatigued state, sleep was quite out
of the question. That proud young man was
longing to open his heart to the mean, cruel
little Jew.

Oh, madness! why had he broken with his
masterly and powerful friend, Longcluse ? Quite

VUL IIT. G
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unavailing now, his repentance. They had
gpoken and passed like ships at sea, in this wide
life, and now who could count the miles and
billows between them? Never to cross or come
in sight again |

Uncle David? Yes, he might go to him ; he
might spread out the broad evidences of his
ruin before him, and adjure him, by the God of
mercy, to save him from the great public dis-
grace that was now imminent ; implore of him
to give him any pittance he pleased, to subsist
on in exile, and to deal with the estates as he
himself thought best. But Uncle David was
away, quite out of reach. After his whimsical
and inflexible custom, lest business should track
him in his holiday, he had left no address with
his man of business, who only knew that his
first destination was Scotland ; none with Grace
Maubray, who only knew that, attended by
Vivian Darnley, she and Lady May were to
meet him in about a fortnight on the Continent,
where they were to plan together a little excur-
sion in Switzerland or Italy.

Sir Richard quite forgot there was such a meal
as breakfast. He ordered his horse to the door,
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took a furious two hours’ ride beyond Bromp-
ton, and returned and saw Levi at his office, at
his usual hour, eleven o’clock. The Jew was
alone. His large lowering eyes were cast
on Sir Richard as he entered and approached.

“Look, now; listen,” says Sir Richard, who
looks wofully wild and pale, and as he seats
himself never takes his eyes off Mr. Levi. «I
don’t care very much who knows it—1I think I'm
totally ruined.”

The Jew knows pretty well all about it, but
he stares and gapes hypocritically in the face of
his visitor as if he were thunderstruck, and he
speaks never a word. 1 suppose he thought it
as well, for the sake of brevity and clearness,
to allow his client “to let off the shteam ” first,
a process which Sir Richard forthwith com-
menced, with both hands on the table—some-
times clenched, sometimes expanded, sometimes
with a thump, by blowing off a cloud of oaths
and curses, and incoherent expositions of the
wrongs and perversities of fortune.

“ T don’t think I can tell you how much it is.
I don’t know,” says Sir Richard bleakly, in reply
to a pertinent question of the Jew’s. “There

G2
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was that rich fellow, what’s his name, that
makes candles—he’s always winning. By Jove,
what a thing luck is! He won—I know it is
more than two thousand. I gave him I O U’s
for it. He’d be very glad, of course, to know
me, curse him! I don’t care, now, who does.
And he’d let me owe him twice as much, for as
long as Ilike. I dare say, only too glad—as
smooth as oné of his own filthy candles. And
there were three fellows lending money there.
I don’t know how much I got—I was stupid. I
signed whatever they put before me.” Those
things can’t stand, by heavens; the Chancellor
~ will set them all aside. The confounded vil-
lains] What's the Government doing? What'’s
the Government about,I say? Why don't Par-
liament interfere, to smash those cursed nests of
robbers and swindlers? Here I am, utterly
robbed—I know I'm robbed—and all by thut
cursed temptation ; and—and—and I don't
know what cash I got, nor what I have put I;Jy
name to !”

“I'll make out that in an hour’s time.
They'll tell me at the houshe who the shentle-
man wazh.”
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“ And—upon my soul that’s true—I owe the
people there something too; it can’t be much—
it i§n’t much! "/ And,; Levi; liké ‘a' good fellow—
‘by Heaven, T'll never forget it to you, if you'll
think of something. You’ve pulled me through
8o often ; I am sure there’s good-nature in you;
you wouldn’t see a fellow you've known so long
driven to the wall and made a beggar of, with-
out—without thinking of something.”

Levi looked down, with his hands in his
pockets, and whistled to himself, and Sir Rich-
ard gazed on his vulgar features as if his life or
death depended upon every variation of their
expression.

“You know,” says Levi, looking up and sway-
ing his shoulders a little, ¢ the old chap can’t
dono more. He's taken a share in that Austrian
contract, and he’ll want his capital, every pig.
I told you lasht time. Wouldn’t Lonclushe give
you a lift ”

“Not he. He'd rather give me a shove under.”

“Well, they tell me you and him wazh very
thick ; and your uncle’sh man, Blount, knowshe
him, and can just ashk him, from himself, mind,
not from you.”
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*For money ¥’ exclaimed Richard.

“Not at a—all,” drawled the Jew impa-
tiently. ¢ Lishen‘cmind:11 The old fellow, your
friend—"

“He’s out of town,” interrupted Richard.

“No, he’sh not. 1 shaw him lasht night.
You're a—all wrong. He’sh not Mr. David Har-
den, if that’sh what you mean. He’sh a better
friend, and he’ll leave you a lot of tin when he
diesh—an old friend of the family—and if all
goeshe shmooth he'll come and have a talk with

you fashe to fashe, and tell you all his plansh
about you, before a week’sh over. But he’ll be
at hish lasht pound for five or six weeksh to
come, till the firsht half-million of the new
shtock is in the market.; and he shaid, ‘I can’t
draw out a pound of my balanshe, but if he can
get Lonclushe’s na—ame, I'll get him any shum
he wantsh, and bear Lonclushe harmlesh.”

“1 don’t think I can,” said Sir Richard; «I
can’t be quite sure, though. It is just possible
“he might.”

“ Well, let Blount try,” said he.

There was another idea also in Mr. Levis
head. He had been thinking whether the situ-

————— -
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ation might not be turned to some more profit-
able account, for him, than the barren agency
for the “friend, of ;the family,” who “lent out
money gratis,” like Antonio ; and if he did hot
“bring down the rate of usance,” at all events,
deprived the Shylocks of London, in one instance
at least, of their fair game. . »

“If he won’t do that, there’sh but one chansh
left.”

¢ What is that?” asked Sir Richard, with a
secret flutter at his heart. It was awful to
think of himself reduced to his last chance, with
his recent experience of what a chance is.

“ Well,” says Mr. Levi, scrawling florid capi-
tals on the table with his office pen, and speak-
ing with much deliberation, “ I heard you were
going to make a very rich match; and if the
shettlementsh was agreed on, I don’t, know but
we might shee our way to advancing all you
want.”

Sir Richard gets np, and walks slowly two or
three times up and down the room.

« Il see about Blount,” said he; “Tll talk to
him, I think those things are payable in six or
eight days; and that tallow-chandler won
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bother me to-morrow, I dare say. I'll go to-
day and talk to Blount, and suppose you come
to me to-morrow. evening at Mortlake. Will
nine o’clock do for you? I shan’t keep you
half an hour,”

“ A—all right, shir—nine, at Mortlake. If
you want any diamondsh, I have a beoo—ootiful
collar and pendantsh, in that shaafe—brilliantsh.
I can give you the lot three thoushand under
cosht prishe. You'll wa—ant a preshent for the
young la—ady.”

«Yes, I suppose 80, said Sir Richard, ab-
stractedly.  “ To-morrow night—to-morrow
evening at nine o’clock.”

He stopped at the door, looking silently down
the stairs, and then without leave-taking or
looking behind him, he ran down, and drove to
Mr. Bloupt’s house, close by, in Manchester
Buildings. ’

For more than a year the young gentleman
whom we are following this morning had
cherished vague aspirations, of which good
Lady May had been the object. There was
nothing to prevent their union, for the lady was
very well disposed to listen. But Richard Arden

—

e ————— e
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did not like ridicule, and there was no need to
hurry; and besides, within the last half-year
had arisen another [flame;| less mercenary ; also,
perhaps, reciprocated.

Grace Maubray was handsome, animated ; she
had that combination of air, tact, cleverness,
which enter into the idea of chic. With him it
had been a financial, but notwithstanding rather
agreeable, speculation. Hitherto there seemed
ample time before him, and there was no need to
define or decide.

Now, you will understand, the crisis had ar-
rived, which admitted of neither hesitation nor
delay. He was now at Blount’s hall-door. He-
was certain that he could trust Blount with
anything, and he meant to learn from him what
dot his uncle David intended bestowing on the
young lady. A

Mr. Blount was at home. He smiled kindly,
and took the young gentleman’s hand, and
placed a chair for him.
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CHAPTER X.
FROM FLOWER TO FLOWER.

R. BLOUNT was intelligent : he was an ef-

fective though not an artful diplomatist.

He promptly undertook to sound Mr. Longcluse
without betraying Sir Richard.

Richard Arden did not allude to his losses.
He took good careto appear pretty nearly as
usual. When he confessed his tendresse for Miss
Maubray, the grave gentleman smiled brightly,
and took him by the hand. A

“If you should marry the young lady, mark
you, she will have sixty thousand pounds down,
and sixty thousand more after Mr. David Ar-
den’s death. That is splendid, sir, and I think
it will please him very much.”
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“I have suffered a great deal, Mr. Blount, by
neglecting his advice‘hitherto. It shall be my
chief object, henceforward,Oto. reform, and to
live as he wishes. I believe people can’t learn
wisdom without suffering.”

“ Will you take a biscuit and a glass of sherry,
Sir Richard ?” asked Mr. Blount.

“Nothing, thanks,” said Sir Richard. “You
know, I'm not as rich as I might have been, and
marriage is a very serious step ; and you are one
of the oldest and most sensible friends I have,
and you'll understand that it is only right I
should be very sure before taking such a step,
involving not myself only, but another who
ought to be dearer still, that there should be no
mistake about the means on which we may
reckon. Are you quite ¥ure that my uncle’s
intentions are still exactly what you men-
tioned ¥”

¢ Perfectly ; he authorized me to say so two
months ago, and on the eve of his departure on
Friday last he repeated his instructions.”

Sir' Richard, in silence, shook the old man
very cordially by the hand, and was gone.

As he drove to his house in May Fair, Sir
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Richard’s thoughts, among other things, turned
again upon the question, # Who could his mys-
terious benefactor be 1”

Once or twice had dimly visited his mind a
theory which, ever since his recent conversation
with Mr. Levi, had been growlng more solid
and vivid. An illegitimate brother of his fa-
ther’s, Edwin Raikes, had gone out to Australia
early in life, with a purse to which three
brothers, the late Sir Reginald, Harry, and
David, had contributed. He had not maintain-
ed any correspondence with English friends and
kindred ; but rumours from time to time reach-
ed home that he had amassed a fortune. His
feelings to the family of Arden had always been
kindly. He was older than Uncle David, and
had well earned a r8tirement from the life of
exertion and exile which had consumed all the
vigorous years of his manhood. Was this the
“old party ” for whom Mr. Levi was acting? .

With this thought opened a new and splendid
hope upon the mind of Sir Richard. Here was
a fortune, if rumour spoke truly, which, com-
bined with David Arden’s, would be amply suf-
ficient to establish the old baronetage upon a

- R __|
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basis of solid magnificence such as it had never
rested on before.

It would not do,; however, to wait for this.
The urgency of the situation demanded im-
mediate action. Sir Richard made an elaborate
toilet, after which, in a hansom, he drove to
Lady May Penrose’s.

If our hero had had fewer things to think
about he would have gone first, I fancy, to Miss
Grace Maubray. It could do no great harm,
however, to feel his way a little with Lady
May, he thought, as he chatted with that plump
alternative of his tender dilemma. Butin this
wooing there was a difficulty of a whimsical
kind. Poor Lady May was so easily won, and
made so many openings for his advances, that
he was at his wits’ end to find evasions by
which to postpone the happy crisis which she
palpably expected. He did succeed, however;
and with a promise of calling again, with the
lJady’s permission, that evening, he took hik
leave.

Before making his call at his uncle’s house, in
the hope of seeing Grace Maubray, he had to re-
turn to Mr. Blount, in Manchester Buildings,
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where he hoped to receive from that gentle-
man a report of his interview with Mr. Long-
cluse.

I shall tell you here what that report related.
Mr. Longcluse was fortunately still at his house
when Mr. Blount called, and immediately ad-
mitted him. Mr. Longcluse’s horse and groom
were at the door; he was on the point of taking
his ride. His gloves and whip were beside him
on the table as Mr. Blount entered.

Mr. Blount made his apologies, and was gra-
ciously received. His visit was, in truth, by
no means unwelcome,

“Mr. David Arden very well, I hope ?”

« Quite well, thanks. He has left town.”

“Indeed! And where has he gone—the
moors ?”

“To Scotland, but not to shoot, I think. And
he’s going abroad then—going to travel.”

“On the Continent? How nice that is!
What part #”

“Switzerland and Italy, I think,” said Mr.
Blount, omitting all mention of Paris, where
Mr. Arden was going first to make a visit to the
Baron Vanboeren,
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«“He’s going over ground that I know very
well,” said Mr. Longcluse. “Happy man! He
can’t quite break away from his business,
though, 1 daresay.”

“He never tells us where a letter will find
him, and the consequence is his holidays are
never spoiled.”

“Not a bad plan, Mr. Blount, Won’t he visit
the Paris Exhibition ¢”

“I rather think not.”

“Can I do anything for you, Mr. Blount ?”

«“ Well, Mr. Longcluse, I just called to ask
you a question. I have been invited to take
part in arranging a little matter which 1 take
an interest in, because it affects the Arden
estates.”

“Is Sir Richard Arden interested in it?” in-
quired Mr. Longcluse, gently and coldly.

“Yes, I rather fancy he would be benefited.”

“I have had a good deal of unpleasantness,
and, I might add, a great deal of ingratitude
from that quarter, and I have made up my mind
never again to have anything to do with him or
his affairs. I have no unpleasant feeling, you
understand ; no resentment ; there is nothing, of
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course, he could say or do that could in the
least affect me. It is simply that, having coolly
reviewed his conduct, I have quite made up my
mind to aid in nothing in which he has act, part,
on interest.”

“It was not directly, but simply as a surety—"

« All the same, so far as I'm concerned,” said
Mr. Longcluse sharply.

“And only, I fancied, it might be, as Mr.
David Arden is absent, and you should be pro-
tected by satisfactory joint security——"

«“] won’t do it,” said Mr. Longcluse, a little
brusquely; and he took out his watch and
glanced at it impatiently.

« Sir Richard, I think, will be in funds imme-
diately,” said Mr. Blount.

“How so0?” asked Mr. Longcluse. “You'll
excuse me, as you press the subject, for saying
that will be something new.”

“Well,” said Mr. Blount, who saw that his
last words had made an impression, “ Sir Rich-
ard is likely to be married, very advantageous-
ly, immediately.

“ Are settlements agreed on ?” inquired Mr.
Longcluse, with real interest.
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“No, not yet; but I know all about them.”

« He is accepted, then ?”

“ He has nof; proposed yet;; but there can be,
I fancy, no doubt that the lady likes him, and
all will go right.”

“Oh! and who is the lady ?”

“TI'm not at liberty to tell.”

“Quite right; I ought not to have asked,”
says Mr. Longcluse, and looks down, slapping
atintervals the side of his trousers lightly with
his whip. He raises his eyes to Mr. Blount’s
face, and looks on the point of asking another
question, but he does not.

“It is my opinion,” said Mr. Blount, “the
kindness would involve absolutely no risk what-
ever.”

There was a little pause. Mr. Longcluse looks
rather dark and anxious; perhaps his mind has
wandered quite from the business before them.
But it returns, and he says—

“ Risk or no risk, Mr. Blount, I don’t mean to
do him that kindness ; and for how long will Mr.
David Arden be absent ?”

“Unless he should take a sudden thought to
return, he'll be away at least two months.”

VOL. III. H
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“ Where is he #—in Scotland ”

“I really don’t know.”

“Couldn’t one see him for a few minutes
before he starts? Where does he take the
steamer ?” .

“Southampton.”

“ And on what day "

“You really want a word with him ?” asked
Blount, whose hopes revived.

“1 may.”

“Well, the only person who will know that
is Mr. Humphries, of Pendle Castle, near that
town; for he has to transact some trust-business
with that gentleman as he passes through.”

“ Humphries, of Pendle Castle. Very good ;
thanks.”

Mr. Longcluse looks again at his watch.

% And perhaps you will reconsider the matter
I spoke of ?”

“No use, Mr. Blount—not the least. I have
qﬁite made up my mind. Anything more? I
am afraid I must be off.”

“Nothing, thanks,” said Mr. Blount.

And so the interview ended.

———— ————
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When'he .was gone, Mr. Longcluse thought
darkly for a minute.

“That’s a,straightforward fellow, they say.
I suppose the facts are so. It can’t be, though,
that Miss Maubray, that handsome creature with
so much money, is thinking of marrying that
insolent coxcomb. It may be Lady May, but
the other is more likely. We must not allow
that, Sir Richard. That would never do.”

There was a fixed frown on his face, and he
was smiling in his dream:. Out he went. His
pale face looked as if he meditated a wicked
joke, and, frowning still in utter abstraction, he
took the bridle from his groom, mounted, looked
about him as if just wakened, and set off at a
canter, followed by his servant, for David
Arden’s house. '

Smiling, gay, as if no care had ever crossed
him, Longclose enters the drawing-room, where
he finds the handsome young lady writing a note
at that moment.

“Mr. Longcluse, I'm so glad you've come!”
she says with a brilliant smile. “I was writing
to poor Lady Ethel, who is mourning, you
know, in the country. The death of her father

H 2
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in the house was so awfully sudden, and I'm
telling her all the news I can think of to amuse
her. And is it really. true that old Sir Thomas
Giggles has grown so cross with his pretty
young wife, and objects to her allowing Lord
Knocknea to make love to her #”

“Quite true. It is a very bad quarrel, and
I'm afraid it can’t be made up,” said Mr. Long-
cluse. ‘

“It must be very bad, indeed, if Sir Thomas
can’t make it up; for he allowed his first wife,
I am told, to do anything she pleased. Isit to
be a separation ?”

““At least. And you heard, I suppose, of poor
old Lady Glare ?”

“Nol”

« She has been rolling ever so long, you know,
in a sea of troubles, and now, at last, she has
fuirly foundered.”

“ How do you mean ?”

“They have sold her diamonds,” said Mr.
Longcluse. “Didn’t you hear?”

“No! Really? Sold her diamonds? Good
Heaven! Then there’s nothing left of her but
her teeth. I hope they won’t sell them.”
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“Jtis an awful misfortune,” said Mr. Long-
cluse.

« Misfortune\!l'y She'soutterlyruined. It was
her diamonds that people asked. I am really
sorry. She was such fun; she was so fat, and
such a fool, and said such delicious things, and
dressed herself so like a macaw. Alas! I shall
never see her more; and people thought her
only use on earth was to carry about her dia-
monds. No one seemed to perceive what a
delightful creature she was. What about Lady
May Penrose? I have not seen her since I
came back from Cowes, the day before yes-
terday, and we leave London together on
Tuesday.”

“Lady May! Oh! sheis to receive a very
interesting communication, I believe. She is
one name on a pretty long and very distin-
guished list, which Sir Richard Arden, I am
told, has made out, and carries about with him
in his pocket-book.”

“You're talking riddles ; pray speak plainly.”

“Well, Lady May is one of several ladies who
are to be honoured with a proposal.”

“ And would you have me believe that Sir
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Richard Arden has really made .such a fool of
himself as to make out a list of eligible ladies
whom he/ig\abouttol ask tormarry him, and that
he has had the excellent good sense and taste
to read this list to his acquaintance ”

“I mean to say this—I'll tell the whole story
—Sir Richard has ruined himself at play ; take
that as a fact to start with. He is literally
ruined. His uncle is away; but I don’t think
any man in his senses would think of paying
his losses for him. He turns, therefore, natu-
rally to the more amiable and less arithmetical
sex, and means to invite, in turn, a series of fair
and affluent admirers to undertake, by means of
suitable settlements, that interesting office for
him.”

«T don’t think you like him, Mr. Longcluse ;
is not that a story a little too like ¢ The Merry
Wives of Windsor ?’”

¢ It is quite certain I don’t like him, and it is
quite certain,” added Mr. Longcluse, with one
of his cold little laughs, “that if I did like him
I should not tell the story ; but it is also certain
that the story is, in all its parts, strictly fact.
If you permit me the pleasure of a call in two
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or three days, you will tell me you no longer
doubt it.”

Mr. Longcluse, wasclooking down as he said
that with a gentle and smiling significance.
The young lady blushed a little, and then more
intensely, as he spoke, and looking through the
window, asked with a laugh—

“But how shall we know whether he really
speaks to Lady May?”

% Possibly by his marrying her,” laughed Mr.
Longecluse. “He certainly will if he can, un-
less he is caught and married on the way to her
house.”

“He was a little unfortunate in showing you
his list, wasn’t he ?” said Grace Maubray.

«] did not say that. If there had been any,
the least, confidence, nothing on earth could
have induced me to divulge it. We are not
even, at present, on speaking terms. He had
the coolness to send a Mr. Blount, who trans-
acts all Mr. David Arden’s affairs, to ask me to
become his security, Mr. Arden being away;
and by way of inducing me to do so, he dis-
closed, with the coarseness which is the essence
of business, the matrimonial schemes which are
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to recoup within a few days the losses of the
roulette, the whist-table, or the dice-box.”

«“Oh! Mr. Blount, 'm told, is a very honest
man.”

¢ Quite so ; particularly accurate, and I don’t
think anything on earth would induce him to
tell an untruth,” testifies Mr. Longcluse.

After a little pause, Miss Maubray laughs.

“ One certainly does learn,” she said, *some-
thing new every day. Could any one have
fancied a gentleman descending to so gross a
meanness ¥’

“ Everybody is a gentleman now-a-days,” re-
marked Mr. Longcluse with a smile; “but
every one is not a hero—they give way more or
less under temptation. Those who stand the
test of the crucible and the furnace are seldom
met with.”

At this moment the door opened, and Lord
Wynderbroke was announced. A little start, a
lighting of the eyes, as Grace rose, and a flut-
tered advance, with a very pretty little hand
extended, to meet him, testified, perhaps, rather
more surprise than one would have quite ex-
pected. For Mr, Longcluse, who did not know
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him so well as Miss Maubray, recognized his
voice, which was peculiar and resembling the
caw of a jay, as he put a question to the servant
on his way up.

Mr. Longcluse look his leave. He was not
sorry that Lord Wynderbroke had called. He
wished no success to Sir Richard’s wooing. He
thought he had pretty well settled the question
in Miss Maubray’s mind, and smiling, he rode at
a pleasant canter to Lady May’s. It was as
well, perhaps, that she should hear the same
story. Lady May, however, unfortunately had
just gone out for a drive,
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CHAPTER XI.
BEHIND THE ARRAS.

T was quite true that Lady May was not at
home. She was actually, with a charming
little palpitatic;n, driving to pay a very interest-
ing visit to Grace Maubray. In affairs of the
kind that now occupied her mind, she had no
confidants but very ycung people.

Miss Maubray was at home—and instantly
Lady May’s plump instep was seen on the car-
riage step. She disdained assistance, and de-
scended with a heavy skip upon the flags, where
she executed an involuntary frisk that carried
her a little out of the line of advance.

As she ascended the stairs she met her friend
Lord Wynderbroke coming down. They stopped
for a moment on the landing, under a picture of
Cupid and Venus; and Lady May, smiling, re-
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marked, a little out of breath, what a charming
day it was, and expressed her amazement at
seeing him in'town-—‘a surprisecwhich he agree-
ably reciprocated. He had been at Glenkiltie
in the Highlands, where he had accidentally
met Mr. David Arden. “Miss Maubray is in
the drawing-room,” he said, observing that the
eyes of the good lady glanced unconsciously
upward at the door of that room. And then
they parted affectionately, and turned their
backs on each other with a sense of relief.

“Well, my dear,” she said to Grace Maubray
as soon as they had kissed, “longing to have
a few minutes with you, with ever so much to
say. You have no idea what it is to be stopped
on the stairs by that tiresome man—T1l never
quarrel with you again for calling him a
bore. No matter, here I am; and really, my
dear, it s such an odd affair—not quite that:
such an odd scene, I don’t know where or how
to begin.”

“T wish I could help you,” said Miss Maubray
laughing.

% Oh, my dear, you'd never guess in a hundred
years.”
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“ How do you know? Hasn’t a certain baronet
something to do with it #”

“ Well, well-+~dear me!, That is very extra-
ordinary. Did he tell you he was going- to—to
—Good gracious! My dear, it is the most ex-
traordinary thing. I believe you hear every-
thing ; but—a—but listen. Not an hour ago
he came—Richard Arden, of course, we mean—
and, my dear Grace, he spoke so very nicely of
histroubles, poor fellow, youknow—debts I mean,
of course—not the least his fault, and all that
kind of thing, and—he went on—I really don’t
know how to tell you. But he said—he said—
he said he liked me, and no one else on earth ;
and he was on the very point of saying every-
thing, when, just at that moment, who should
come in but that gossiping old woman, Lady
Botherton—and he whispered, as he was going,
that he would return, after I had had my drive.
The carriage was at the door, so, when I got
rid of the old woman, I got into it, and came
straight here to have a talk with you ; and what
do you think I ought to say? Do tell me, like
a darling, do!”

“1 wish you would tell me what one ought to



CHECKMATE. 109

say to that question,” said Grace Maubray with
a slight disdain (that young lady was in the
most unreasonable wayopiqued); “ for I'm told
he’s going to ask me précisely the same ques-
tion.” -

“ You, my dear?” said Lady May after a
pause, during which she was staring at the
smiling face of the young lady; “ you can’t be
serious I

“ He can’t be serious, you mean,” answered
the young lady, *and—who’s this?” she broke
off, as she saw a cab drive up to the hall-door.
¢ Dear me! is it? ‘No. Yes, indeed, it is Sir
Richard Arden. We must not be seen together.
He'll know you have been talking to me. Just
go in here.”

She opened the door of the boudoir adjoining
the room. .

“I'll gend him away in a moment. You may
hear every word I have to say. I should like-
it. I shall give him a lecture.”

As she thus spoke she heard his step on the
stair, and motioned Lady May into the inner
room, into which she hurried and closed the
door, leaving it only a little way open.
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These arrangements are hardly completed
when Sir Richard is announced. Grace is positive-
ly angry, , But never had she looked so beauti-
ful; her eyes so tenderly lustrous under their long
lashes ; her colour so brilliant—an expression so
maidenly and sad. If it was acting, it was
very well done. You would have sworn that
the melancholy and agitation of her looks, and
the slightly quickened movement of her breath-
ing, were those of a person who felt that the
hour of her fate had come.

With what elation Richard Arden saw these
“beautiful signs !
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CHAPTER XIL
A BUBBLE BROKEN.

FTER a few words had been exchanged,
Grace said, in reply to a question of Sir
Richard’s—

“Lady May and I are going together, you
know :in a day or two we shall be at Brighton.
I mean to bid Alice good-bye to-day. There—
I mean at Brighton—we are to meet Vivian
Darnley, and possibly another friend; and we
go to meet your uncle at that pretty little town
in Switzerland, where Lady May——I wonder,
by-the-by, you did not arrange to come with
us; Lady May travels with' us the entire time.
She says there are some very interesting ruins
there.”

“ Why, dear old soul!” said Sir Richard, who
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felt called upon to say something to set himself
right with respect to Lady May, “ she’s think-
ing of quite another place: [ She will be herself
the only interesting ruin there.”

“I think you wish to vex me,” said pretty
Grace, turning away with a smile, which show-
ed, nevertheless, that this kind of joke was not
an unmixed vexation'to her. “I don’t care for
ruins myself.”

“Nor do 1,” he said, archly.

“ But you don’t think so of Lady May. 1 know
you don’t. You are franker with her than with
me, and you tell her a very different tale.”

“ I must be very frank, then, if I tell her more
than I know myself. I never said a civil thing
of Lady May, except once or twice, to the poor
old thing herself, when I wanted her to do one
or two little things, to please you.”

“ Oh! come, you can’t deceive me; I've seen
you place your hand to your heart, like a thea-
trical hero, when you little fancied any one but
she saw it.”

“ Now, really, that is too bad. I may have
put my hand to my side when it ached from
laughing.”
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“ How can youtalkso? Youknow very well
I have heard you tell her how you admire her
music and her landscapes.”

“No, no—not landscapes—she paints faces.
But her colouring is, as artists say, too chalky
—and nothing but red and white, like—what is
it like?—like a clown. Why did not she get
the late Mr. Etty—she’s always talking of him
—to teach her something of his tints #”

“ You are not to speak so of Lady May. You
forget she is my particular friend,” says the
young lady; but her pretty face does not ex-
press so much severity as her words. “I do
think youlike her. You merely talk so to throw
dust in people’s eyes. Why should not you be
frank with me ?” :

«1 wish I dare be frank with you,” said Sir
Richard.

“ And why not ?”

“ How can I tell how my disclosures might be
punished? My frankness might extinguish the
best hope I live for; a few rash words might
make me a very unhappy man for life.”

«Really? Then I can quite understand that
reflection alarming you in the midst of a téte-b~

VOL. III. I
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téte with Lady May ; and even interrupting an
interesting conversation.”

Sir Richard/looked)at cher quickly, but her
looks were perfectly artless.

«T really do wish you w&ﬂﬂw;me all
further allusion to that good woman. Icaibear
that kind of fun from any one but you. Vhy
will you? she is old enough to be my motter.
She is fat, and painted, and ridiculous. You
think me totally without romance? I wish ?
heaven 1 were. There is a reason that makes.
your saying all that particularly cruel. Tam not
the sordid creature you take me for. I'm not
insensible. I'm not a mere stock of stone.
Never was human being more capable of th
wildest passion. O, if I dare tell you all ! i

Was all this acting? Certainlynot. Never s
was shallow man, for the moment, more in
earnest. Cool enough he was, although he had
always admired this young lady, when he enter-

_ ed the room. He had made that entrance,
nevertheless, in & spirit quite dramatic. But
Miss Maubray never looked so brilliant, never
balf so tender. He took fire—the situation aid-
ing quite unexpectedly—and the flame was real.
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It might have been over as quickly as a balloon

‘on fire ; but for the moment the conflagration

was intense.

How was Miss Maubray affected? An im-
mensely abler performer than the young gentle-
man who had entered the room with his part
at his fingers’ ends, and all his looks and
emphasis arranged—only to break through
all this, and began extemporising wildly—she,
on the contrary, maintained her réle with admir-
able coolness. It was not, perhaps, so easy ; for
notwithstanding appearances, her histrionic
powers were severely tasked ; for never was she
more angry. Her self-esteemr was wounded ;
the fancy (it was no more) she had cherished
for him was gone, and a great disgust was
there instead.

“ You shall ask me no questions till I have
done asking mine,” said the young lady with
decision ; “and I will speak as much as I please
of Lady May I”

This jealousy flattered Sir Richard.

“ And T will say this,” continued Grace Mau-

bray, “you never address her except as a lover,

12
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in what you romantic people would call the
language of love.”

“ Now, now; now! . How can you say that?
Is that fair 9”

“You do.”

¢ No, really, I swear-—that’s too bad !”

“ Yes, the other day, when you spoke to her
at the carriage window—jyou did not think I
heard—you accused her so tenderly of having
failed to go to Lady Harbroke’s garden-party,

.and you couldn’t say what you meant in plain
terms, but you said, * Why were you false ¥ ”

«I didn’t, I swear.”

“Oh! you did; I heard every syllable ‘false’
was the word.”

“Well, if I said ¢false,” I must have been
thinking of her hair; for she is really a very
honest old woman.”

At this moment a female voice in distress is
heard, and poor Lady May comes pushing out
of the pretty little room, in which Grace Mau-
bray had placed her, sobbing and shedding
floods of tears. :

“I can’t stay there any longer, for I hear
everything ; I can’t help hearing every word—
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honest old woman, and all—opprobrious. Oh!
how can people be s0? how can they? Oh!
I'm very angry~—~I'm(very angry—I'm very
angry I”

If Miss Maubray were easily moved to pity
she might have been at'sight of the big inno-
cent eyes turned up at her, from which rolled
great tears, making visible channels through the
paint down her cheeks. She sobbed and wept
like a fat, good-natured child, and pitifully she
continued sobbing, ¢“Oh, I'm a-a-ho—very an-
gry; wha-at shall I do-o-0, my dear? I-I'm
very angry—oh, oh—I'm very a-a-angry!”

“So am I,” said Grace Maubray, with a fiery .
glance at the young Baronet, who stood fixed
where he was, like an image of death; “and I
had intended, dear Lady May, telling you a
thing, which Sir Richard Arden may as well
hear, as I mean to write to tell Alice to-day ; it
is that I am to be married—I have accepted
Lord Wynderbroke—and—and that’s all.”

Sir Richard, I believe, said “ Good-bye.” No-
body heard him. I don’t think he remembers
how he got on his horse. I don’t think the ladies
saw him leave the room—only, he was gone.
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Poor Lady May takes her incoherent leave.
She has got her veil over her face, to baffle cu-
riosity. \ Migs Maubray stands at the window,
the tip of her finger to her brilliant lip, contem-
plating Lady May as she getsin with a great
jerk and swing of the carriage, and she hears
the footman say “ Home,” and sees a fat hand,
in a lilac glove,.pull up the window hurriedly.
Then she sits down on a sofa, and laughs till
she quivers again, and tears overflow her eyes ;
and she says in the intervals, almost breath-
less—

¢ Oh, poor old thing! I really am sorry.
Who could have thought she cared so much ?
Poor old soul ! what a ridiculous old thing!”

Such broken sentences of a rather contemp-
tuous pity rolled and floated along the even
current of her laughter.
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CHAPTER XIIL
BOND AND DEED.

JHE summer span of dayé was gone ; it. was

quite dark, and long -troops of withered
leaves drifted in rustling trains over the avenue,
as Mr. Levi, observant of his appointment, drove
up to the grand old front of Mortlake, which
in the dark spread before him like a house of
white mist.

“I shay,” exclaimed Mr. Levi, softly, arrest-
ing the progress of the cabman, who was about
running up the steps, “T'll knock myshelf—wait
you there.”

Mr. Levi was smoking. Standing at the base
of the steps, he looked up, and right and left,
with some curiosity. It was too dark ; he could
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hardly see the cold glimmer of the windows that
reflected the gray horizon. Vaguely, however,
he could see that it was a grander place than he
had supposed. He looked down the avenue, and
between the great trees over the gate he saw
the distant lights, and heard through the dim
air the chimes, far off, from London steeples,
succeeding one another, or mingling faintly, and
telling all whom it might concern the solemn
lesson of the flight of time.  *

Mr. Levi thought it might be worth while
coming down in the daytime, and looking over
the house and place to see what could be made
of them; the thing was sure to go a dead bargain.
At present he could see nothing but the wide,
vague, grey front, and the faint glow through
the hall windows, which showed their black out-
lines sharply enough.

“Well, he'sh come a mucker, anyhow,” mur-
mured Mr. Levi, with one of his smiles that
showed so wide his white sharp teeth.

He knocked at the door and rang the bell.
It was not a footman, but Crozier who opened
it. The old servant of the family did not like
the greasy black curls, the fierce jet eyes, the
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sallow face, and the large, moist, sullen mouth,
that presented themselves under the brim of Mr.
Levi’s hat, nor, the| tawdry glimmer of chains on
his waistcoat, nor the cigé,r still burning in his
fingers. Sir Richard had told Crozier, however,
that a Mr. Levi, whom he described, was to call
at a certain hour, on very particular business,
‘and was to be instantly admitted.

Mr. Levi looks round him, and extinguishes
his cigar before *following Crozier, whose coun-
tenance betrays no small contempt and dislike,
as he eyes the little man askance, as if he would
like well to be uncivil to him.

Crozier leads him to the right, through a small
apartment, to a vast square room, long disused,
still called the library, though but few books re-
main on the shelves, and those in disorder. It
i8 a chilly night, and a little fire burns in the
grate, over which Sir Richard is cowering. Very
haggard, the Baronet starts up as the name of
his visitor is announced.

% Come in,” cries Sir Richard, walking to meet
him. ¢“Here—here 1 am, Levi, utterly ruined.
There isn’t a soul I dare tell how I am beset, or
‘anything to, but you. Do, for God’s sake, take
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pity on me, and think of something ! my brain’s
quite gone—you're such a clever fellow ” (he is
dragging Levi by the arm all this time towards
the candles): “do now, you're sure to see gome
way out. It is a matter of honour ; I only want
time. If I could only find my Uncle David:
think of his selfishness—good heaven ! was there
ever man 8o treated ? and there’s the bank letter
~—there—on the table; you see it—dunning me,
the ungrateful harpies, for the ttifle—whatisit?
—three hundred and something, I overdrew ;
and that blackguard tallow-chandler has been
three times to my house in town, for payment
to-day, and it’s more than 1 thought—near four
thousand, he says—the scoundrel! It’s just the
same to him two months hence; he's full of
money, the beast—a fellow like that—it’s de-
ight to him to get hold of a gentleman, and he
won’t take a bill—the lying rascal! He is
pressed for cash just now—a pug-faced villain
with three hundred thousand pounds! Those
scoundrels! I mean the people, whatever they
are, that lent me the money; it turns out it was
all but at sight, and they were with my attorney
to-day, and they won’t wait. 1 wish I was
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shot; I envy the dead dogs rolling in the
Thames! By heaven! Levi, I'll say you’re the
best friend man ever had onearth, I will, if you
manage something! T'll never forget it to you;
Tl have it in my power, yet! no one ever said
I was ungrateful ; 1 swear I'll be the making of
you! Do, Levi, think; you’re accustomed to—
to emergency, and unless you will, I'm utterly
ruined—ruined, by heaven, before I have time
to think !” *

The Jew listened to all this with his hands in
his pockets, leaning back in his chair, with his
big eyes staring on the wild face of the Baronet,
and his heavy mouth hanging. He was trying
to reduce his countenance to vacancy.

« What about them shettlements, Sir Richard
—a nishe young lady with a ha-a-tful o’ money ¢”
insinuated Levi.

“T've been thinking over that, but it wouldn’t
do, with my affairs in this state, it would not
be honourable or straight. Put that quite
aside.”

Mr. Levi gaped at him for a moment solemnly,
and turned suddenly, and, brute as he was, spit
on the Turkey carpet. He was not, as you per-
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ceive, ceremonious ; but he could not allow the
Baronet to see the laughter that without notice
caught him for, a: moment, and could think of no
better way to account for his turning away his
head.

% That'sh wery honourable indeed,” said the
Jew, more solemn than ever; “and if you can’t
play in that direction, I'm afraid you’re in queer
shtreet.”

The Baronet was standing close before Levi,
and at these words from that dirty little oracle,
a terrible chill stole up from his feet to the crown
of his head. Like a frozen man he stood there,
and the Jew saw that his very lips were white.
Sir Richard feels, for the first time, actually,
that he is ruined. :

The young man tries to speak, twice. The
big eyes of the Jew are staring up at the con-
tortion. Sir Richard can see nothing but those
two big fiery eyes; he turns quickly away and
walks to the end of the room.

“ There’s just one fiddle-string left to play
on,” muses the Jew.

“For God’ssake!” exclaims Sir Richard, turn-

ing about, in a voice you would not have known,
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and for fully & minute the room was so silent
you could scarcely have believed that two men
were breathing)in/it.

¢ Shir Richard, will you be so good as to come’
nearer a bit? There, that'sh the cheeshe. I
brought thish ’ere thing.”

It is a square parchment with a good deal of
printed matter, and blanks written in, and a
law stamp fixed with an awful regularity, at the
corner.

“Casht your eye over it,” says Levi, coax-
ingly, as. he pushes it over the table to the
young gentleman, who is sitting now at the other
side.

The young man looks at it, reads it, but just
then, if it had been a page of “Robinson Cru-
soe,” he could not have understood it.

“I’'m not quite myself, I can’t follow it; too
much to think of. What is it ?”

“ A bond and warrant to confess judgment.”

“ What is it for ¢”

% Ten thoushand poundsh.”

“Sign it, shall I? Can you do anything
with it?”

« Don’t raishe your voishe, but lishten. Your
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friend”—and at the phrase Mr. Levi winked
mysteriously—¢“has enough to do it twishe
over; andupon Cmy shoul, ' I'll shwear on the
book, azh I hope to be shaved, it will never shee
the light ; he’ll never raishe a pig on it, sho’’elp
me, nor let it out of hish ’ands, till he givesh it
back to you. He can’t ma-ake no ushe of it;
I knowshe him well, and he’ll pay you the ten
thoushand to-morrow morning, and he wantsh
to shake handsh with you, and make himselr
known to you, and talk a bit.”

“But—but my signature wouldn’t satisfy
him,” began Sir Richard, bewildered.

“Qh! no—no, no!” murmured Mr. Levi, fid-
dling with the corner of the bank’s reminder
which lay on the table.

“Mr. Longcluse won’t sign it,” said Sir
Richard.

Mr. Levi threw himself back in his chair, and
looked with a roguish expression still upon the
table, and gave the corner of the note a little
fillip.

“ Well,” said Levi, after both had been some
time silent, “it ain’t much, only to write his
name on the penshil line, there, you see, and
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there—he shouldn’t make no bonesh about it.
Why, it’s done every day. Do you think I'd
help in a thing \of 'the (short'if there was any
danger? The Sheneral’s come to town, is he?
What are you afraid oft Don’t you be a shild
—ba-ah!”

All this Mr. Levi said so low that it was as ix
he were whispering to- the table, and he kept
looking down as he put the parchment over to
Sir Richard, who took it in his hand, and the
bond trembled so much that he set it down
again,

“Leave it with me,” he said faintly.

Levi got up with an unusual hectic in each
ckeek, and his eyes very brilliant.

“Tll meet you what time you shay to-night;
you had besht take a little time. It’sh ten now.
Three hoursh will do it. T'll go on to my offish
by one o’clock, and you come any time from one
to two.”

Sir Richard was trembling.

“Between one and two, mind. Hang it! Shir
Richard, don’t you be a fool about nothing,”
whispers the Jew, as black as thunder.

He is fumbling in his breast-pocket, and pul-
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ling out a sheaf of letters ; he selects one, which.
he throws upon the parchment that lies open on
the table. :

“That’sh the note you forgot in my offish
yeshterday, with hish name shined to it. There,
now you have everything.”

Without any form of valediction, the Jew
had left the room. Sir Richard sits with his
teeth set, and a strange frown upon his face,
scarcely breathing. He hears the cab drive away.
Before him on the table lie the papers.
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CHAPTER XIV.
SIR RICHARD’S RESOLUTION.

'WO hours had passed, and more, of solitude.

With a candle in his hand, and his hat and

great-coat on, Sir Richard Arden came out into
the hall. His trap awaited him at the door.

In the interval of his solitude, something in-
credible has happened to him. It is over. A
spectral secret accompanies him henceforward.
A devil sits in his pocket, in that parchment.
He dares not think of himself. Something
sufficient to shake the world of London, and
set all English Christian tongues throughout
the earth wagging on one theme, has happened.

Does he repent? One thing is certain: he
dares not falter. Something within him once

VOL. IIIL ’ K
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or twice commanded him to throw his crime
into the fire, while yet it is obliterable. But
what then? |what)of to-morrow? Into that
sheer black sea of ruin, that reels and yawns as
deep as eye can fathom beneath him, he must
dive and see the light no more. Better his
chance.

He won’t think of what he has done, of what
he is going to do. He suspects his courage:
he dares not tempt his cowardice. Braver, per-
haps, it would have been to meet the worst at
once. But surely, according to the theory of
chances, we have played the true game. Is
not a little time gained, everything? Are we
not in friendly hands? Has not that little
scoundrel committed himself, by an all but ao-
tual participation in the affair? It can never
come to that. “I have only to confess, and
throw myself at Uncle David’s feet, and the
one dangerous debt would instantly be brought
up, and cancelled.”

These thoughts came vaguely, and on his
heart lay an all but insupportable load. The
sight of the staircase reminded him that Alice
must long since have gone to her room. He
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yearned to see her and say good-night. It was
the last farewell that the brother she had known
from her childhood/tillonow shonld ever speak
or look. That brother was to die to-night, and
a spirit of guilt to come in his stead.

He taps lightly at her door. She is asleep.
He opens it, and dimly sees her innocent head
upon the pillow. If his shadow were cast upon
her dream, what an image would she have seen
looking in at the door! A sudden horror seizes
him—he draws back and closes the door; on
the lobby he pauses. It was a last moment of
grace. He stole down the stairs, mounted his
tax-cart, took the reins from his servant in
silence, and drove swiftly into town. In Par-
liament Street, near the corner of the street
leading to Levi’s office, they passed a policeman,
lounging on the flagway. Richard Arden is in
a strangely nervous state; he fancies he will
stop and question him, and he touches the
- horse with the whip to get quickly by.

In his breast-pocket he carried his ghastly
secret. A pretty business if he happened to be
thrown out, and a policeman should make an
inventory of his papers, as he lay insensible in

K 2
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an hospital—a pleasant thing if he were robbed
in these villanous streets, and the bond adver-
tised, for/a reward) by & pretendeti finder. A
nice thing, good heaven! if it should wriggle
and slip its way out of his pocket, in the jolting
and tremble of the drive, and fall into London
hands, either rascally or severe. He pulled up,
and gave the reins to the servant, and felt,
however gratefully, with his fingers, the crisp
crumple of the parchment under the cloth! Did
his servant look at him oddly as he gave him
the reing? Not he; but Sir Richard began to
suspect him and everything. He made him
stop near the angle of the street, and there he
got down, telling him rather savagely—for his
fancied look was still in the Baronet’s brain—
not to move an inch from that spot.

It was half-past one as his steps echoed down
the street in which Mr. Levi had his office.
There was a figure leaning with its back in the
recess of Levi’s door, smoking. Sir Richard’s -
temper was growing exasperated.

It was Levi himself. Upstairs they stumble
in the dark. Mr. Levi has not said a word.
He is not treating his visitor with much cere-

e T ——
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mony. He lets himself into his office, secured
with a heavy iron bar, and a lock that makes a
great clang, and | proceeds tolight a candle.
The flame expands and the light shows well-
barred shutters, and the familiar objects.

When Mr. Levi had lighted a second candle,
he fixed his great black eyes on the young
Baronet, who glances over his shoulder at the
door, but the Jew has secured it. Their eyes
meet for a moment, and Sir Richard places his
hand nervously in his breast-pocket and takes
out the parchment. Levi nods and extends his
hand. Each now holds it by a corner, and as
Sir Richard lets it go hesitatingly, he says
faintly—

“ Levi, you wouldn’t—you could not run any
risk with that ?”

Levi stands by his great iron safe, with the
big key in his hand. He nods in reply, and
locking up the document, he knocks his knuckles
on the iron door, with a long and solemn wink.

¢ Sha-afe | —that'sh the word,” says he, and
then he drops the keys into his pocket again.

There was a silence of a minute or more. A
spell was stealing over them ; an influence was
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in the room. Each eyed the other shrinkingly,
as a man might eye an assassin. The Jew knew
that there,was danger in that silence ; and yet
he could not break it. He could not disturb the
influence acting on Richard Arden’s mind. It
was his good angel’s last pleading, before the
long farewell.

In a dreadful whisper Richard Arden speaks:

“Give me that parchment back,” says he.

Satan finds his tongue again.

“Give it back?” repeats Levi, and a pause
ensues. “Of course I'll give it back; and I
wash my hands of it and you, and you're throw-
ing away ten thoushand poundsh for nothing.”

Levi was taking out his keys as he spoke,
and as he fumbled them over one by one, he
said—

“You'll want a lawyer in the Insholwent
Court, and you'd find Mishter Sholomonsh azh
shatisfactory a shengleman azh any in London.
He’sh an auctioneer, too ; and there’sh no good
in your meetin’ that friendly cove here to-mor-
row, for he’sh one o’ them honourable chaps,
and he’ll neverlook at you after your schedule’s
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lodged, and the shooner that’sh done the bet-
ter; and them women we was courting, won’t
they laugh!”

Hereupon, with great alacrity, Mr. Levi began
to apply the key to the lock.

“Don’t mind. Keep it; and mind, you
d——d little swindler, so sure as you stand
there, if you play me a trick, T'll blow your
brains out, if it were in the police-office !

Mr. Levi looked hard at him, and nodded.
He was accustomed to excited language in cer-
tain situations.

“ Well,” said he coolly, a second time return-
ing the keys to his'pocket, “ your friend will be
here at twelve to-morrow, and if you please him
as well as he expects, who knows wha-at may
be? If he leavesh you half hish money, you’ll
not ’ave many bill *transhactionsh on your
handsh.”

“May God Almighty have mercy on me!”
groans Sir Richard, hardly above his breath.

“ You shall have the cheques then. He’ll be
here all right.”

“I—1I forget ; did you say an hour ?”
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Levi repeats the hour. Sir Richard walks
slowly to the stairs, down which Levi lights
him. Neither speaks.

In a few minutes more the young gentle-
man is driving rapidly to his town house,
where he means to end that long-remembered
night.

When he had got to his room, and dismissed
his valet, he sat down. He looked round, and
wondered how collected he now was. The
situation seemed like a dream, or his sense of
danger had grown torpid. He could not ac-
count for the strange indifference that had come
over him. He got quickly into bed. It was
late, and he exhausted, and aided, I know not
by what narcotic, he slept a constrained, odd
sleep—black as Erebus—the thread of which
snaps suddenly, and hetis awake with a heart
beating fast, as if from a sudden start. A hard
bitter voice has said close by the pillow, “ You
are the first Arden that ever did that!” and
with these words grating in his ears, he awoke,
and had a confused remembrance of having been
dreaming of his father.

Another dream, later on, startled him still
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more. He was in Levi’s office, and while they
were talking over the horrid document, in a
moment it blew, out of the window ; and a lean,
ill-locking man, in a black coat, like the famous
person who, in old woodcuts, picked up the
shadow of Peter Schlemel, caught the parch-
ment from the pavement, and with his eyes
fixed cornerwise upon him, and a dreadful
smile, tapped his long finger on the bond, and
with wide paces stepped swiftly away with it
in his hand.

Richard Arden started up in his bed; the
cold moisture of terror was upon his forehead,
and for a moment he did not know where he
was, or how much of his vision was real. The
grey twilight of early morning was over the
town. He welcomed the light ; he opened the
window-shutters wide. He looked from the
window down upon the street. A lean man in
tattered black, with a hammer in his hand, just
as the man in his dream had held the roll of
parchment, was slowly stepping with long strides
away from his house, along the street.

As his thoughts cleared, his panic increased.
Nothing had happened between the time of his
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lying down and his up-rising to alter his situa-
tion, and the same room sees him now half

mad.
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CHAPTER XYV.
THE MEETING.

EAR the appointed hour, he walked across
the park, and through the Horse Guards,
and in a few minutes more was between the
tall old-fashioned houses of the street in which
Mr., Levi’s office is to be found. He passes by
a dingy hired coach, with a tarnished crest on
the door, and sees two Jewish-looking men in-
side, both smiling over some sly joke. Whose
door are they waiting at? He supposes an-
other Jewish office seeks the shade of that pen--
sive street. '
Mr. Levi opened his office door for his hand-
some client. They were quite to themselves,
Mr. Levi did not look well. He received him
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with a nod. He shut the door when Sir Rich-
ard was in the room.

« He'sh not come)yet:) We'll talk to him in-
shide.” He indicates the door of the inner
room, with a little side jerk of his head.
“That’sh private. He hazh that—thing all
right.”

Sir Richard says nothing. He follows Levi
into a small inner room, which had, perhaps,
originally been a lady’s boudoir, and had after-
wards, one might have conjectured, served as
the treasury of the cash and jewels of a pawn-
office ; for its door was secured with iron bars,
and two great locks, and the windows were
well barred with iron. There were two
huge iron safes in the room, built into the
wall. ‘

“I'll show you a beauty of a dresshing-
ca-ashe,” said Levi, rousing himself; “I’ll shell
it a dead bargain, and give time for half, if you
knowsh any young shwell as wantsh such a
harticle. Look here; it was made for the
Duchess of Horleans—all in gold, hemerald,
and brilliantsh.”

And thus haranguing, he displayed its con-
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tents, and turned them over, staring on them
with a livid admiration. Sir Richard is not
thinking of the Duchess’s dressing-case, nor is
he much more interested when Mr. Levi goes
on to tell him, “ There’sh three executions
against peersh out thish week—two gone down
to the country. Sholomonsh nobbled Lord
Bylkington’s carriage outshide Shyner’s at two
o'clock in the morning, and his lordship had to
walk home in the rain;” and Levi laughs and
wﬁggles pleasantly over the picture. ¢I think
he’sh coming,” says Levi suddenly, inclining
his ear toward the door. He looked back over
his shoulder with an odd look, a little stern, at
the young gentleman.

“ Who ?” agsked the young man, a little un-
certain, in consequence of the character of that
look.

“Your—that—your friend, of course,” said
Levi, with his eyes again averted, and his ear
near the door.

It was a moment of trepidation and of hope
to Richard Arden. He hears the steps of seve-
ral persons in the next room. Levi opens a
little bit of the door, and peeps through, and
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~ with a quick glance towards the Baronet, he
whispers, ¢ Ay, it’s him.”

Obhy\ blessed (hope!). here comes, at last, a
powerful friend to take him by the hand, and
draw him, in his last struggle, from the whirl-
pool.

Sir Richard glances towards the door through
which the Jew is still looking, and signing with
his hand as, little by little, he opens it wider
and wider ; and a voice in the next room, at
sound of which Sir Richard starts to his feet,
says sharply, “Is all right ?”

« All right,” replies Levi, getting aside; and
Mr. Longcluse entered the room and shut the
door. '

His pale face looked paler than usual, his
thin cruel lips were closed, his nostrils dilated
with a terrible triumph, and his eyes were fixed
upon Arden, as he held the fatal parchment in
his hand.

Levi saw a scowl so dreadful contract Sir
Richard Arden’s face—was it pain, or was it
fury ¥—that, drawing back as far as the wall
would let him, he almost screamed, * It ain’t
me |—it ain’t my fault!—I can’t help it!—I
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couldn’t!—I can’t!” His right hand was in his
pocket, and his left, trembling violently, extend-
ed toward him, as\if tof catcbhchis @rm.

But Richard Arden was not thinking of him
—did not hear him. He was overpowered.
He sat down in his chair. He leaned back with
a gasp and a faint laugh, like a man just over-
taken by a wave and lifted half-drowned from
- the sea. Then, with a sudden cry, he threw his
hands and head on the table.

There was no token of relenting in Long-
cluse’s cruel face. There was a contemptuous
pleasure in it. He did not remove his eyes
from that spectacle of abasement as he replaced
the parchment in his pocket. There is a silence
of about a minute, and Sir Richard sits up and
says vaguely—

“Thank God, it’s over! Take me away;
I'm ready to go.”

“You shall go, time enough; I have a word
to say first,” said Longcluse, and he signs to
the Jew to leave them.

On being left to themselves, the first idea
that struck Sir Richard was the wild one of
escape. He glanced quickly at the window.
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It was barred with iron. There were men in
the next room—he could not tell how many—
and he was withiout arms.The hope lighted
up, and almost at the same moment expired.

T T ————— .
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CHAPTER XVIL
MR. LONGCLUSE PROPOSES.

“ (\LEAR your head,” says Mr. Longcluse,

sternly, seating himself before Sir Rich-
ard, with the table between; “you must con-
ceive a distinct idea of your situation, sir, and I
shall then tell you something that remains.
You have committed a forgery under aggra-
vated ciroumstances, for which I shall have you
convicted and sentenced to penal servitude at
the next sessions. 1 have been a good friend
to you on many occasions; you have been a
false one to me—who baser ?—and while- I was
anonymously helping you with large sums of
money, you forged my name to a legal in-
strument for ten thousand pounds, to swindle

VOL. IIIL L
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your unknown benefactor, little suspecting who
he was.”

Longéluse smiled.

“I have heard how you spoke of me. I'm an
adventurer, a leg, an assassin, a person whom
you were compelled to drop; rather a low per-
son, I fear, if a felon can’t afford to sit beside
me! You were always too fine a man for me.
Your get up was always peculiar; you were
famous for that. It will soon be more singular
still, when your hair and your clothes are cut
after the fashion of the great world you are
about to enter. How your friends will laugh 1”

Sir Richard heard all this with a helpless
stare.

“I have only to stamp on the ground, to call
up the men who will accomplish your transfor-
mation. I can change your life by a touch, into
convict dress, diet, labour, lodging, for the rest
of your days. What plea have you to offer to

. my mercy ¥’

Sir Richard would have spoken, but his voice
failed him. With a second effort, however, he
said—*“ Would it not be more manly if you let
me meet my fate, without this.”
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“And you are such an admirable judge of
what is manly, or even gentlemanlike!” said
Longcluse. 4 Now; mind, I shallarrest you in
five minutes, on your three over-due bills.
The men with the writ-are in the next room. I
shan’t immediately arrest you for the forgery.
That shall hang over you. 1 mean to make
you, for a while, my instrument. Hear, and
understand ; I mean to marry your sister. She
don’t like me, but she suits me; I have chosen
her, and T’ll not be baulked. When that is ac-
complished you are safe. No man likes to see
his brother a spectacle of British justice, with
cropped hair, and a log to his foot. I may hate
and despise you, as you deserve, but that would
not do. Failing that, however, you shall have
justice, I promise you. The course I propose
taking is this : you shall be arrested here, for
debt. You will be good enough to allow the
people who take you to select.your present
place of confinement. It is arranged. I will
then, by a note, appoint a place of meeting for
this evening, where I shall instruct you as to
the particulars of that course of conduct I pre-
scribe for you. If you mean to attempt an

L2
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escape, you had better try it now; I will give
you fourteen hours’ start, and undertake to
catch/vand |bring| youback to London as a
forger. If you make up your mind to submit
to fate, and do ;precisely as you are ordered,
you may emerge. But on the slightest eva-
sion, prevarication, or default, the blow de-
scends. In the meantime we treat each other
civilly before these people. Levi is in my
hands, and you, I presume, keep your own
secret.”

«“That is all ?” inquired Sir Richard faintly,
after a minute’s silence.

«“All for the present,” was the reply: “youn
will see more clearly by-and-by that you are
my property, and you will act accordingly.”

The two Jewish-looking gentlemen whom
Richard, had passed, in a conference in their
carriage, which stood now at the steps of the
house, were the sheriff's officers destined to take
charge of the fallen gentleman, and convey |
him, by Levi’s direction, to a “sponging house,”
which, I believe, belonged jointly to him and his
partner, Mr. Goldshed.

It was on the principle, perhaps, on which

JE———
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hunters tame wild beasts, by a sojourn at the
bottom of a pit-fall, that Mr. Longcluse doomed
the young Baronet tosome-ten hours’ solitary
contemplation of his hopeless immeshment in
that castle of Giant Despair, before taking him
out and setting him again before him, for the
purpose of instructing him in the conditions and
duties of the direful life on which he was about
to enter.

Mr. Longcluse left the Baronet suddenly, and
returned to Levi’s office no more.

Sir Richard’s réle was cast. He was to figure,
at least first, as a captive in the drama for
which fate had selected him. He had no wish
to retard the progress of the piece. Nothing
more odious than his present situation was
likely to come.

“You have something to say to me?” said
the Baronet, making tender, as it were, of him-
self. The offer was, obligingly, accepted, and
the sheriffs, by his lieutenants, made prisoner of
Sir Richard Arden, who strode down the stairs
between them, and entered the seedy coach, and
sitting as far back as he could, drove rapidly
toward the City.
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Stunned and confused, there was but one
image vividly present to his recollection, and
that was, the baleful face, of Walter Long-

cluse.
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JHAPTER XVIL
A NIGHT.

T about eight o’clock that evening a hurried
note reached Alice Arden, at Mortlake. It
was from her brother, and said—

My DArLING ALICE,—I can’t get away from town to-
night, I am overwhelmed with business ; but to-morrow be-
fore dinner, I hope to see you, and stay at Mortlake till
next morning.

“Your affectionate brother,
¢ DIck.”

The house was quiet earlier than in former
times, when Sir Reginald, of rakish memory,
was never in his bed till past three o’clock in
the morning. Mortlake was an early house
now, and all was still by a quarter past eleven.
The last candle burning was usually that in
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Mrs. Tansey's room. She had not yet gone to
bed, and was still in ¢ the housekeeper’s room,”
when a tapping came 'at the window. It re-
minded her of Mr. Longcluse’s visit on the night
of the funeral.

She was now the only person up in the
house, except Alice, who was at the far side of
the building, where, in the next room, her maid
was in bed asleep. Alice, who sat at her dress-
ing-table, reading, with her long rich hair dishe-
velled over her shoulders, was, of course, quite
out of hearing.

Martha went to the window with a little
frown of uncertainty. Opening a bit of the
shutter, she saw Sir Richard’s face close to her.
Was ever old housekeeper so pestered by night-
ly tappings at her window-pane ?

“La! who'd a thought o’ seeing you, Master
Richard ! why, you told Miss Alice you'd not be
here till to-morrow !” she says pettishly, holding
the candle high above her head.

He makes a sign of caution to her, and plac-
ing his lips near the pane, says—

“ Open the window the least bit in life.”

With & dark stare in his face, she obeys. An
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odd approach, surely, for a master to make to
his own house !

“No one up in the house but you?” he whis-
pers, as soon as the window is open.

“Not one!”

“ Don’t say a word, only listen : come, softly,
round to the hall-door, and let me in; and
light those candles there, and bring them with
you to the hall. Don’t let a creature know I
have been here, and make no noise for your
life”

The old woman nodded with the same little
frown; and he, pointing toward the hall door,
walks away silently in that direction.

“ What makes you look so white and dow-
ley ¥ mutters the old woman, as she secures the
window and bars the shutters again.

“Good creature !I” whispers Sir Richard, as he
enters the hall, and places his hand kindly on
her shoulder, and with a very dark look ; “you
have always been true to me, Martha, and I de-
pend on your good sense; not a word of my
having been here, to any one—not to Miss
Alice! I have to search for papers. I shall be
here but an hour or so. Don’t lock or bar the
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door, mind, and get to your bed! Don’t come
up this way again—good night!”

“ Won't,you, haye some- supper ¥’

“ No, thanks.”

“ A glass of sherry and a bit o’ something ¥’

“Nothing.”

And he places his hand on her shoulder
gently, and looks toward the ‘corridor that led
" to her room; then taking up one of the can-
dles she had left alight on the table in the hall,
he says— '

“T’ll give you a light,” and he repeats, with
a wondrous heavy sigh, “ Good night, dear old
Martha.”

“ God bless ye, Master Dick. Ye must chirp
up a bit, mind,” she says very kindly, with an
earnest look in his face. “I'm getting to rest
—ye needn’t fear me walkin’ about to trouble
ye. But ye must be careful to shut the hall-
door close. I agree, as it is a thing to be done;
but ye must also knock at my bed-room window
when ye've gane out, for I must get up, and lock
the door, and make a’ safe; and don’t ye for-
get, Master Richard, what 1tell ye.”

He held the candle at the end of the corridor,

e e e

—
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down which the wiry old woman went quickly ;
and when he returned to the hall, and set the
candle down, again,he felt faint. In his ears
are, ever, the terrible words : ¢ Mind, I take com-~
mand of the house, 7 dispose of and appoint the
servants ; I don’t appear, you do all ostensibly
—but from garret to cellar, 'm master. Tl
look it over, and tell you what is to be done.”

Sir Richard roused himself, and having listen-
ed at the staircase, he very softly opened the
hall-door. The spire of the old church showed
hoar in the moonlight. At the left, from under
a deep shadow of elms, comes silently a tall
figure, and softly ascends the hall-door steps.
The door is closed gently.

Alice sitting at her dressing-table, half an hour
later, thought she heard steps—Ilowered her
book, and listened. But no sound followed.
Again the same light foot-falls disturbed her—
and again, she was growing nervous. Once
more she heard them, very stealthily, and now
on the same floor on which her room was. She
stands up breathless. There is no noise now.
She was thinking of waking her maid, but she
remembered that she and Louisa Diaper had in
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a like alarm, discovered old Martha, only two
or three nights before, poking about the china-
closet, dusting arid counting;lat one o’clock in
the morning, and had then exacted a promise
that she would visit that repository no more,
except at seasonable hours. But old Martha
was so pig-headed, and would take it for grant-
ed that she was fast asleep, and would rather
fidget through the house and poke up every-
thing at that hour than at any other.

Quite persuaded of this, Alice takes her candle,
determined to scold that troublesome old thing,
against whom she is fired with the irritation
that attends on a causeless fright. She walks
along the gallery quickly, in slippers, flowing
dressing-gown and hair, with her candle in her
hand, to the head of the stairs, through the great
window of which the moonlight streams bright-
ly. Through the keyhole of the door at the op-
posite side, a ray of candlelight is visible, and
from thisroom opens the china-closet, which is no
doubt the point of attraction for the troublesome
visitant. Holding the candle high in her left
hand, Alice opens the door.

What she sees is this—a pair of candles burn-

———e
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ing on a small table, on which, with a pencil,
Mr. Longcluse is drawing, it seems, with care,
a diagram ; at, the same moment he raises his,
eyes, and Richard Arden, who is standing with
one hand placed on the table over which he is
leaning a little, looks quickly round, and rising
walks straight to the door, interposing between
her and Longcluse.

% Oh, Alice? You didn’t expect me:I'm very
busy, looking for—looking over papers. Don’t
mind.”

He had placed his hands gently on her
shoulders, and she receded as he advanced.

“Oh!it don’t matter. I thought—I thought
—I did not know.”

She was smiling her best. She was horrified.
He looked like a ghost. Alice was gazing
piteously in his face, and with alittle laugh, she
began to cry convulsively.

“What is the matter with thelittle fool! There,
there—don’t, don’t—nonsense !”’

With an effort she recovered herself.

“Only a little startled, Dick; I did not think
you were there—good night.”

And she hastened back to her chamber, and
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locked the door; and running into her maid’s
room, sat down on the side of her bed, and wept
_hystericallyy | Tothe imploring inquiries of her
maid, she repeated only the words, “I am fright-
ened,” and left her in a startled perplexity.

She knew that Longcluse had seen her, and
he, that she had seen him. Their eyes had met.
He saw with a bleak rage the contracting look
of horror, so nearly hatred, that she fixed on him
for a breathless'moment. There was a tremor
of fury at his heart, as if it could have sprung
at her, from his breast, at her throat, and mur-
dered her; and—she looked so beautiful! He
gazed with an idolatrous admiration. Tears were
welling to his eyes,and yet he would have laugh-
ed to see her weltering on the floor. A mad-
man for some tremendous seconds !
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CHAPTER XVIIL
MEASURES.

BOUT twelve oclock next day Richard
Arden showed himself at Mortlake. It

was a beautiful autumnal day, and the mellow
sun fell upon a foliage that was fading:into
russet and yellow. Alice was looking out from
the open window, on the noble old timber
whose wide-spread boughs and thinning leaves
caught the sunbeams pleasantly. She had heard
her brother and his companion go down the
stairs, and saw them, from the window, walk
quickly down the avenue, till the trees hid them
from view. She thought that some of the
servants were up, and that the door was secured
on their departure; and the effect of the shock
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she had received, gradually subsiding, she
looked to her next interview with her brother
for an\explanation of the occurrence which had
so startled her.

That interview was approaching; the cab
drove up to the steps, and her brother got out.
Anxiously she looked, but no one followed him,
and the driver shut the cab-door. Sir Richard
kissed his hand to her, as she stood in the
window.

From the hall the house opens to the right
and left, in two suites of rooms. The room in
which Alice stood was called the sage-room,
from its being hung in sage-green leather,
stamped in gold. It is a small room to the
left, and would answer very prettily for a card
party or a téte-h-téte. Alice had her work, her
books, and her music there ; she liked it because
the room was small and cheery.

The door opened, and her brother comes in.

“Good Dick, to come so early! welcome,
darling,” she said, putting her arms about his
neck, as he stooped and kissed her, smiling.

He looked very ill, and his smile was painful.

“That was an odd little visit I paid last
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night,” said he, with his dark eyes fixed on her,
inquiringly she thought—¢ very late—quite un-
expected. You are quite well to-day?—you
look flourishing.”

“I wish I could say as much for you, Dick;
I'm afraid you are tiring yourself to death.”

“I had some one with me last night,” said Sir
Richard, with his eye still upon her; «I—I
don’t know whether you perceived that.”

Alice looked away, and then said carelessly,
but very gravely—

“T did—I saw Mr. Longcluse. I could not,
believe my eyes, Dick. You must promise me
one thing.”

“ What is that ”

“That he shan’t come into this house any
more—while 1 am here, I mean.”

«That is easily promised,” said he.

«“ And what did he come about, Dick ?”

“Oh! he came—he came—I thought I told
you; he came about papers. I did not tell you;
but he has, after all, turned out very friendly.
He is going to do me a very important service.”

She looked very much surprised.

The young man glanced through the window,

. VOL. III. M
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to which he walked; he seemed embarrassed,
and then turning to her, he said peevishly—

“ You seem to think; Alice, that one can never
make a mistake, or change an opinion.”

“But I did not say so; only, Dick, I must
tell you that I have such a horror of that man—
a terror of him—as nothing can ever get over.”

“I'm to blame for that.”

“No, I can’t say you are. I don’t mind stories
8o much as——"

“ As what ?”

“ As looks.”

“Looks! Why, you used to think him a
gentlemanly-looking fellow, and so he is.”

“Looks and language,” said Alice.

“I thought he was a very civil fellow.”

“] shan’t dispute anything. I suppose you
have found him a good friend, after all, as you
say.”

“As good a friend as most men,” said Sir
Richard, growing pale; “they all act from
interest: where interests are the same, men are
friends. But he hassaved me from a great deal,
and he may do more; and I believe I was too

hasty about those stories, and I think you were
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right when you refused to believe them without
proof.”

“I dare gay—Iidon’t know—I believe my
senses—and all I say is this, if Mr. Longcluse
is to come here any more, I must go. He is no
gentleman, I think—that is, I can’t describe
how I dislike him—how I hate him! TI'm afraid
of him! Dick, you look ill and unhappy : what’s
the matter ?”

“I'm well enough—I'm better; we shall be
better—all better by-and-by. I wish the next
five weeks were over! We must leave this, we
must go to Arden Court; I will send some of
the servants there first. I am going to tell
them now, they must get the house ready. You
shall keep your maid here with you; and when
all is'ready in Yorkshire, we shall be off—Alice,
Alice, don’t mind me—I’'m miserable—mad!” he
says suddenly, and covers his face with his
bands, and, for the first time for years, he is
crying bitter tears. (

Alice was by his side,alarmed, curious, grieved;
and with all these emotions mingling in her
dark eyes and beautiful features, as she drew

M2
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his hand gently away, with a rush of affection-
ate entreaties aad inquiries.

« It g all  very fine; Alice,] he exclaims, with
a sudden bitterness; “but I don’t believe, to
save me from destruction, you would sacrifice
one of your least caprices, or reconcile one of
your narrowest prejudices.”

“ What can you mean, dear Richard? only
tell me how I can be of any use. You can’t
mean, of course——"

She stops with a startled look at him. “ You
know, dear Dick, that was always out of the
question ; and surely you have heard that Lord
Wynderbroke is ta be married to Grace Mau-
bray ? It is all settled.” :

Quite another thought had been in Richard’s
mind, but he was glad to accept Alice’s con-
Jjecture. .

“ Yes, 8o it is—so0, at least, it is said to be—
but T am so worried and distracted, I half for-
get things. Girls are such jolly fools; they
throw good men away, and lose themselves.
What is to become of you, Alice, if things go
wrong with me! I think the old times were
best, when the old people settled who was to

——
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marry whom, and there was no disputing their
decision, and marriages were just as happy,
and courtships/a/great Cdédl simpler ; and I am
very sure there were fewer secret repinings, and
broken  hearts, and—threadbare old maids.
Don’t you be a fool, Alice; mind what I
say.”

He is leaving the room, but pauses at the
door, and returns, and places his hand on her
arm, looking in her face, and says—

“Yes, mind what I say, for God’s sake, and
we may all be a great deal happier.”

He kisses her, and is gone. Her eyes follow
him, as she thinks with a sigh— )
. “How strange Dick is growing! I'm afraid
he has been playing again, and losing. It must
have been something very urgent that induced
bim to make it up again with that low, malig-
nant man; and this break-up, and journey to
Arden Court! I think I should prefer being
there. There is something ominous about this
place, picturesque as it is, and much as I like it.
But the journey to Yorkshire is only another of
the imaginary excursions Dick has been propos-
ing every fortnight; and next year, and the



166 CHECKMATE,

year after, will find us, I suppose, just where wé
are.”

But this'conjecture,for.(once, was mistaken,
It was, this time, a veritable break-up and mi-
gration ; for Martha Tansey came in, with the
importance of a person who has a matter of mo-
ment to talk over.

“ Here's something sudden, Miss Alice ; I sup-
pose you've heard. Off to Arden Court in the
mornin’.  Crozier, and me: the footman dis~
charged, and you to follow with Master Richard
in a week.”

% Oh, then, it is settled. Well, Martha, I am

_not sorry, and I dare say you and Crozier wont
be sorry to see old Yorkshire faces again, and
the Court, and the rookery, and the orchard.”

“I don’t mind ; glad enough to see a’ad faces,
but I'm a bit o’er a’ad myself for such sudden
flitting, and Manx and Darwent, and the rest, is
to go by night train to-morrow, and not a
housemaid left in Mortlake. But Master Richard

says a’s provided, and 'twill be but a few days |

after a’s done; and ye’ll be down, then, at
Arden by the middle o’ next week, and I'm no
sa sure the change mayn’t serve ye; and as
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your uncle, Master David, and Lady May Pen-
rose, and Miss Maubray—a strackle-brained lass
she 18, I doubt—and  to think o’ that a’ad fule,
Lord Wynderbroke, takin’ sich a young, bonny
.hizzy to wife! La bless ye! she’ll play the
hangment wi’ that a’ad gowk of a lord, and all
his goold guineas won’t do. His kist o’ money
won’t hod na time, I warrant ye, when once
that lassie gets her pretty fingers under the lid.
There'll be gaains on in that house, I warrant,
not but he’s a gude man, and a fine gentleman
as need be,” she added, remembering her own
strenuous counsel in his favour, when he was
supposed to be paying his court to Alice ; *“and
if he was mated wi’ a gude lassie, wi’ gude
blude in her veins, would doubtless keep as
honourable a house, and hod his head as high as
any lord o’ them a’. But as I was saying, Miss
Alice, now that Master David, and Lady May,
and Miss Maubray, has left Lunnon, there’s no
one here to pay ye a visit, and ye'd be fairly
buried alive here in Mortlake, and ye'll be bet-
ter, and sa will we a’, down at Arden, for a bit;
and there’s gentle folk down there as gude as
ever rode in Lunnon streets, mayhap, and bet-



168 CHECKMATE.

ter ; and mony a squire, that ony leddy in the
land might be proud to marry, and not one but
would be glad to match wi an Arden.”

“That is a happy thought,” said Alice, laugh-
ing.

“And so it is, and no laughing matter,” said
Martha, a little offended, as she stalked out of
the room, and closed the door, grandly, after
her. _

“ And God bless you, dear old Martha,” said
the young -lady, looking towards the door
through which she had just passed ; * the truest
and kindest soul on earth.”

Sir Richard did not come back. She saw him
no more that evening.

—— -
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CHAPTER XIX.

AT THE BAR OF THE “ GUY OF WARWICK.”

EXT evening there came, not Richard, but a
note saying that he would see Alice the
moment he could get away from town. As the
old servant departed northward, her solitude
for the first time began to grow irksome, and
as the night approached, worse even than
gloomy. .
Her extemporised household made her laugh.
It was not even a skeleton establishment. The
kitchen department had dwindled to a single
person, who ordered her luncheon and dinner,
only two or three plats, daily, from the “ Guy of
Warwick” The housemaid’s department was
undertaken by a single servant, a short, strong
woman of some sixty years of age.
This pergon puzzled Alice a good deal. She
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came to her, like the others, with a note from
her brother, stating her name, and that he had
engaged her for the few days they meant to re-
main roughing it at Mortlake, and that he had
received a very good account of her.

This woman has not a bad countenance.
There is, indeed, no tenderness in it ; but there
is a sort of hard good-humour. There are quick-
ness and resolution. She talks fluently of her-
self and her qualifications, and now -and then
makes a short curtsey. Butysfe takes no no-
tice of any one of Alice’s questions.

A silence sometimes follows, during which
Alice repeats her interrogatory perhaps twice,
with growing indignation, and then the new
comer breaks into a totally independent talk,
and leaves the young lady wondering at her
disciplined impertinence. It was not till her
second visit that she enlightened her,

« I did not send for you. You can go!” said
Alice.

«I don’t like a house that has children in it,
they gives a deal o’ trouble,” said the woman.

“But I say youmay go ; you must go, please.”

The woman looked round the room.
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“ When I was with Mrs. Montgomery, she had
five, three girls and two boys; la! there never
was five sucho"

“ Go, this moment, please, I insist on your
going ; do you hear me, pray %’

But so far from answering, or obeying, this
- cool intruder continues her harangue befors
Miss Arden gets half way to the end of her lit-
tle speech.

“ That woman was the greatest fool alive—
nothing but spoiling and petting—I could not
stand it no longer, so I took Master Tommy by
the lug, and pulled him out of the kitchen, the
limb, along the passage to the stairs, every inch,
and I gave him a slap in the face, the fat young
rascal ; you could hear all over the house! and
didn’t he rise the roof! So missus and me, we
quarrelled upon it.” '

“If you don’t leave the room, 7 must; and I
shall tell my brother, Sir Richard, how you
have behaved yourself; and you may rely upon
it—"

But here again she is overpowered by the
strong voice of her visitor.

%It was in my next place, at Mr. Crump’s, 1
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took cold in my head, very bad, miss, indeed,
looking out of window to see two fellows fight-
ing, in the,lane.—in both ears—and so I lost
my hearing, and I've been deaf as a post ever
since !” '

Alice could not resist a laugh at her own in-
dignant eloquence quite thrown away ; and she
hastily wrote with a pencil on a slip of paper:

“ Please don’t come to me except when Isend
for you.”

“La! ma’am, I forgot!” exclaims the woman,
when she had examined it; “my orders was
not to read any of your writing.”

“ Not to read any of my writing I” said Alice,
amazed ; “ then, how am I to tell you what I
wish about anything %” she inquires, for the mo-
ment forgetting that not one word of her ques-

tion was heard. The woman makes a curtsey

and retires. “ What can Richard have meant
by giving her such a direction? I'll agk him
when he comes.” :

It was likely enough that the woman had
misunderstood him, still she began to wish the
little interval destined to be passed at Mortlake
before her journey to Yorkshire, ended.
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She told her maid, Louisa Diaper, to go down
to the kitchen and find out all she could as to
what people were in|the house, and what duties
they had undertaken, and when her brother was
likely to arrive.

Louisa Diaper, slim, elegant, and demure, de~
scended among these barbarous animals. She
found in the kitchen, unexpectedly, a male stran-
ger, a small, slight man, with great black eyes,
a big sullen mouth, a sallow complexion, and a
profusion of black ringlets. The deaf woman
was conning over some writing of his on a torn-
off blank leaf of a letter, and he was twiddling
about the pencil, with which he had just traced
it, in his fingers, and, in a singing drawl, hold-
ing forth to the other woman, who, with a long
and high canvas apron on, and the handle of an
empty saucepan in her right hand, stood gaping
at him, with her arms hanging by her sides.

On the appearance of Miss Diaper, Mr. Levi,
for he it was, directs his solemn conversation
to that young lady. ’

“T was just telling them about the robberies
in the City and Wesht Hend. La! there’sh bin
nothin’ like it for twenty year. They don’t tell
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them in the papersh, blesh ye! The’ome Shec-
retary takesh precious good care o’ that; they
don’t want to frighten every livin’ shoul out of
London. But there’ll be talk of it in Parliament,
I promish you. I know three opposition mem-
bersh myshelf that will move the ’oushe upon
it next session.”

Mr. Levi wagged his head darkly as he made
this political revelation.

“ Thish day twel'month the number o bur-
glariesh in London and the Wesht Hend, includ-
ing Hizhlington, was no more than fifteen and a
half a night ; and two robberiesh attended with
wiolensh. . What wazh it lasht night? Ihave
it in confidensh, from the polishe offish thish
morning.”

He pulled a pocket-book, rather greasy, from
his breast, and from this depositary, it is to be
presumed, o}' statistical secrets, he read the fol-
lowing official memorandam :—

“ Number of ’oushes burglarioushly hentered
lasht night, including private banksh, charitable
hinshtitutions, shops, lodging-'oushes, female
hacadamies, and private dwellings, and robbed
with more or less wiolensh, one thoushand ‘
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sheven hundred and shixty-sheven. We regret
to hadd,” he continued, the official return steal-
ing, as it proceeded, gradually into the style of
“The Pictorial Calendar of British Crime,” a
halfpenny paper which he took in—¢ this hinun-
dation of crime seems flowing, or rayther rush-
ing northward, and hazh already enweloped
Hizhlington, where a bald-headed clock and
watch maker, named Halexander Goggles, wazh:
murdered, together with his sheven shmall chil- °
dren, with unigshampled ba-arba-arity.”

Mr. Levi eyed the women horﬁbly all round
as he ended the sentence, and he added—

“ Hizhlington’sh only down there. It ain’t
five minutesh walk; only a pleasant shtep;
just enough to give a fellow azh has polished off
a family there a happetite for another up here.
Azh I’ope to be shaved, I shleep every night
with a pair of horshe pishtols, a blunderbush,
and a shabre by my bed; and Shir Richard
wantsh every door in the ’oushe fasht- locked,
and the keysh with him, before dark, thish even-
ing, except only such doors as-you want open ;
and he gave me a note to Miss Harden,” And
he placed the note in Miss Diaper’s hand.. “He.
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wantsh the ‘oushe a bit more shecure,” he
added, following her towards the hall. “He
wishes to make you and she/quite shafe, and out
of harm’s way, if anything should occur. It wil}
be only a few days, you “know, till you re both
away.”

The effect of this little alarm, accompanied
by Sir Richard’s note, was-that Mr. Levi carried
out a temporary arrangement, which assigned
" the suite of apartments in which Alice’s room
was as those to which she would restrict her-
gelf during the few days she was to remain
there, the rest of the house, except the kitchen
and a servant’s room or two downstairs, being
locked up. '

By the time Mr. Levi had got the keys to-
gether, and all safe in Mortlake, the sun had set,
and in the red twilight that followed he set off in
his cab towards town. At the “ Guy of War-
wick ”—from the bar of which already was flar-
ing a good broad gas-light—he stopped and got
out. There was a full view of the bar from
where he stood; and, pretending to rummage
his pockets for something, he was looking in to
see whether *the coast was clear.”

& e
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« She’s just your sort—not too bad and not
too good—not too nashty, and not too nishe ; a
good-humoured lash, rongh and ready, and
knowsh a thing or two.”

. “Ye're there, are ye?” inquired Mr. Levi,
playfully, as he crossed the door-stone, and
placed his fists on the bar grinning.

. What will you take, sir, please” inquired
the young woman, at one side of whom was the
usual row of taps and pump-handles.

“Now, Miss Phoebe, give me a brandy and
shoda, pleashe. When I talked to you in thish
’ere place "tother night, you wished to engage for
a lady’s maid. What would you shay to e, if
I was to get you a firsht-chop tip-top pla-ashe
of the kind? Well, don’t you shay a word—
that brandy ain’t fair measure—and I’ll tell you.
It’sh a la-ady of ra-ank ! where wagesh ish no-o
object ; and two years’ savings, and a good
match with a well-to-do ’andsome young fellow,
will set you hup in a better place than this
’ere.”

“ It comes very timely, sir, for I'm to leave
to-morrow, and I was thinking of going home
to my unclein a day or two, in Chester.”

VOL. IIIL. N



178 CHECKMATE.

“Well it’s all settled. Come you down to
my offishe, you know where it is, to-morrow at
three, and T'll ’ay-all particklars for you, and a
note to the lady from her brother, the baronet ;
and if you be a good girl, and do as you’re bid,
you'll make a little fortune of it.”

She curtsied, with her eyes very round, as he,
with-a wag of his head, drank down what re-
mained of his brandy and soda, and wiping
his mouth with his glove, he said, ¢ three o’clock
sha-arp, mind; good-bye, Phoobe, lass, and
don’t you forget all I sai

He stood ungallantly w1th his back towards
her on the threshold lighting a cigar, and so
soon a8 he had it, in his own phrase, “ working
at high blast,” he got into his cab, and jingled
towards his office, with all his keys about him,

While Miss Arden remained all unconscious,
and even a little amused at the strange shifts
to which her brief stay and extemporised house-
hold at Mortlake exposed her, a wily and de-
termined strategist was drawing his toils around
her. )

The process of isolation was nearly complet-
ed, without having once excited her suspicions;

e
l —
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and, with the same perfidious skill, the house
itself was virtually undergoing those modifi-
cations which best suited|his designs.

Sir Richard appeared at his club as usual.
He was compelled to do so. The all-seeing
eye of his pale tyrant pursued him everywhere;
he lived under terror. A dreadful agony all
this time convulsed the man, within whose
heart Longcluse suspected nothing but the
gerenity of death.

“ What easier than to tell the story to the
police. Meditated duresse. Compulsion. In-
fernal villain! And then: what then? A
pistol to his head, a flash, and—darkness !”

N2



180

CHAPTER XX.
A LETTER.

R. LONGCLUSE knocked at Sir Richard’s
house in May Fair, and sent upstairs for
the Baronet. It was about the same hour at
which Mr. Levi was drinking his thirsty pota-
tion of brandy and soda at the “Guy of War-
wick.” The streets were darker than that com-
paratively open place, and the gas lamp threw
its red outline of the sashes upon the dark ceil-
ing, as Mr. Longcluse stood in the drawing-
room between the windows, in his great-coat,
with his hat on, looking in the dark like an im-
age made of fog.
Sir Richard Arden entered the room.
“ You were not at Mortlake to-day,” said he.

e e ——— e —————e ————e
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“No.”

“ There’s a cab at the door that will take you
there ; your absence for 8 whole. day would ex-
cite surmise. Don’t stay more than five min-
utes, and don’t mention Louisa Diaper’s name,
and account for the locking up of all the house,
but one suite of rooms, I directed, and come to
my house in Bolton Street, direct from Mortlake.
That’s all.”

Without another word, Mr. Longcluse took
his departure.

In this cavalier way, and in a cold tone that
conveyed all the menace and insult involved in
his ruined position, had this conceited.young
man been ordered about by his betrayer, on his
cruel behests, ever since he had come under his
dreadful rod. .The iron trap that held him fast,
locked him in a prison from which, except
‘through the door of death, there seemed no es-
cape.

Outraged pride, the terrors of suspense, the
shame and remorse of his own enormous per-
fidy against his only sister, peopled it with
spectres.

As he drove out to Mortlake, pale, frowning,
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with folded arms, his handsome face thinned
and drawn by the cords of pain, he made up his
mind. He/krocked furiously at Mortlake Hall
door. The woman in the canvas apron let him
in. The strange face startled him ; he had been
thinking so intently of ome thing. Going up,
through the darkened house, with but one can-
dle, and tapping at the door, on the floor above
the drawing-room, within which Alice was sit~-
ting, with Louisa Diaper for company, and look-
ing at her unsuspicious smile, he felt what a
heinous conspirator he was.

He made an excuse for sending the maid to
the next room after they had spoken a few
words, and then he said—

“ Suppose, Alice, we were to change our plan,
would youlike to come abroad? Out of this
you must come immediately.” He was speak-
ing low. “Iam in great danger; I must go
abroad. For your life, don’t seem to suspect
anything. Do exactly as I tell you, or else I
am utterly ruined, and you, Alice, on your own
account, very miserable. Don’t ask a question,
or look a look, that may make Louisa Diaper
suspect that you have any doubt as to your go-
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ing to Arden, or any suspicion of any danger.
She is quite true, but not wise, and your left
hand must not know what your right hand is
doing. Don’t be frightened, only be steady and
calm. Get together any jewels and money you
have, and as little else as you can possibly man-
age with. Do this yourself; Louisa Diaper
must know nothing of it. I will mature our
plans, and to-morrow or next day I shall see
you again ; I can stay but a moment now, and
bave but time to bid you good-night,”

- Then he kissed her. How horribly agitated
he looked! How cold was the pressure of his
hand !

“Hush I” he whispered, and his dark eyes
were fixed on the door through which he ex-
pected the return of the maid. And as he
heard her step, “ Not a word, remember!” he
said ; then bidding her good-night aloud, -he
- quitted the room almost as suddenly as he had
appeared, leaving her, for the first time, in the
horrors of a growing panic.

Sir Richard leaned back in the cab as he drove
into town. He had as yet no plan formed. It
was a more complicated exploit than he was at
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the moment equal to. In Mortlake were two
fellows, by way of protectors, placed there for
security of the house and people.

These men held possession of the keys of
the house, and sat and regaled themselves with
their hot punch, or cold brandy and water, and.
pipes ; always one awake, and with ears erect,
they kept watch and ward in the room to the
right of the hall-door, in which Sir Richard and
Uncle David had conversed with the sad Mr.
Plumes, on the eveniug after the old Baronet’s
death. To effect Alice’s escape, and reserve for
himself a chance of accomplishing his own, was
a problem demanding skill, cunning, and
audacity.

While he revolved these things an alarm had
been sounded in another quarter, which unex-
pectedly opened a chance of extrication, sudden
and startling.

Mr. Longcluse was destined to a surprise to-
night. Mr. Longcluse, at his own house, was
awaiting the return of Sir Richard. Overlook-
ed in his usually accurate though rapid selec-
tion, a particularly shabby and vulgar-looking
letter had been thrown aside among circulars,

l e —_—

-— e _——————f_|



CHECKMATE. 185

pamphlets, and begging letters, to await his
leisure. It was a letter from Paris, and vulgar
and unbusiness-like as it/ looked; there was yet,
in its pecaliar scrivenery that which, a little.
more attentively scanned, thrilled him with a
terrible misgiving. The post-mark showed it
had been delivered four days before. When he
saw from whom it came, and had gathered
something of its meaning from a few phrases,
his dark eyes gleamed and his face grew stern.
Was this wretch’s hoof to strike to pieces the
plans- he had 8o nearly matured? The letter
was as follows :—

¢ S1r,—Mr. Longcluse, I have been unfortunate With
your money which you have Gave me to remove from Eng-
land, and Keep me in New York. My boxes, and other
things, and Ballens of the money in Gold, except about a
Hundred pounds, which has kep me from want ever sense,
went Down in the Mary Jane, of London, and my cusin
went down in her also, which I miht as well av Went
down myself in her, only for me Stopping in Paris, where
I made]a triffle of Money, intending to go Out in August.
Now, sir, don’t you Seppose I am not in as good Possition
a8 I was when I Harranged with sum difculty With you.
The boot with The blood Mark on the Soul is not Lost nor
Distroyed, but it is Safe in my Custody ; so as Likewise in
safo Keeping is The traising, in paper, of the foot Mark
in blood on the Floar of the Smoaking Room in question,
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with the signatures of the witnesses attached; and, More-
over, my Staitment made in the Form of a Information, at.
the Time, and signed In witness of My signature by two
Unekseptinible witnesses,| And all\Is ready to Produise
whenevor his worshop shall Apoynt. i have wrote To
mister david Arden on this Supget. i wrote to him just a
week ago, he seaming To take a Intrast in this Heer case ;
and, moreover, The two ieyes that sawd a certain Person
about the said smoaking Room, and in the saime, is Boath
wide open at This presen Time. mister Longcluse i do not
‘Want to have your Life, but gustice must Taike its coarse
unless it is settled of hand Slik. i will harrange the Same
a8 last time, And i must have two hundred And fifty pounds
More on this Setlemant then i Had last time, for Dellay
and loss of Time in this town. I will sign any law paper
in reason you may ask of me. My hadress is under cover
to Monseer Letexier, air-dresser, and incloses his card,
which you Will please send an Anser by return Of post,
or else i Must sepose you chose The afare shall take Its
coarse ; and i am as ever,
* Your obeediant servent to comand,
“ PauL DaviEs.”

Never did paper look so dazzlingly white, or
letters so intensely black, before Mr. Longcluse’s
eyes, a8 those of this ominous letter. He
crumpled it up, and thrust it in his trousers
pocket, and gave to the position a few seconds
of intense thought.

His first thought was, what a fool he was
for not having driven Davies to the wall, and
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gettled the matter with the high hand of the
the law, at once. His next, what could bring
him to Paris?, He was there for something.
To see, possibly, the family of Lebas, and col-
lect and dovetail pieces of evidence, after his
detective practice, a process which would be
sure to conduct him to the Baron Vanboeren!
Was this story of the boot and the tracing of
the blood-stained foot-print true? Had this
scoundre] reserved the strongest part of his case
for this new extortion? Was his trouble to be
‘never-ending? If this accursed ferret were
once to get into his warren, what power could
unearth him, till the mischief was done ?

His eye caught again the words, on which, in
the expressive phrase which Mr. Davies would
have used, his “sight spred” as he held the
letter before his eyes—*Mister Longcluse, i do
not Want to have your life.” He ground his
teeth, shook his fist in the air, and stamped on
the floor with fury, at the thought that a brutal
detective, not able to spell two words, and
trained for such game as London thieves and
burglars, should dare to hold such language to
a man of thought and skill, altogether so mas-
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terly as he! That he should be outwitted by
that clumsy scoundrel !

Well, it was nowto beginall over again. It
should all go right this time. He thought
again for a moment, and then sat down and
wrote, commencing with the date and address—

“ PAUL Davies,—I have just received your note, which
states that you have succeeded in obtaining some additional
information, which you think may lead to the conviction of
the murderer of M. Lebas, in the Saloon Tavern. I shall
be most happy to pay handsomely any expense of any kind
you may be put to in that matter. It is, indeed, no more
than I had already undertaken. 1an gladto learn that you

have also written on the subject to Mr. David Arden, who -

feels entirely with me. I shall take an early opportunity of
seeing him. Persist in your laudable exertions, and I shall
not shrink from rewarding you handsomely.—Yours,

* WALTER LONGCLUSE."

He addressed the letter carefully, and went
himself and put it in the post-office.

By this time Sir Richard Arden was await-
ing him at home in his drawing-room, and as
he walked homeward, under the lamps, in in-
ward pain, one might have moralised with Peter
Pindar—

¢t These fleas have other fleas to bite 'em,
"And so on ad infinitum.”
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" The secret tyrant had in his turn found a
secret tyrant, not less cruel perhaps, but more
ignoble. :

“You made your visit?” asked Mr. Long-
cluse. '

“Yes.”

“ Anything to report ”

¢ Absolutely nothing.”

A silence followed.

“ Where is Mr. Arden, your uncle ¥’

“In Scotland.”

“ How soon does he return ?”

“ He will not be in town till spring, I believe ;
he is going abroad, but he passes through South-
ampton on his way to the Continent, on Friday
next.”

“ And makes some little stay there ?”

“I think he stays one night.”

“Then T'll go down and see him, and you
shall come with me.”

Sir Richard stared.

“Yes, and you had better not put your foot
in it; and clear your head of all notion of
running away,” he said, fixing his fiery eyes on
Sir Richard, with a sudden ferocity that made
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him fancy that his secret thoughts had revealed
themselves under that piercing gaze. “It is
not easy to levint,mow-a-days, unless one has
swifter wings than the wires can carry news
with ; and if you are false, what more do I need
than to blast you? and with your name in the
Hue-and-cry, and a thousand pounds reward for
the apprehension of Sir Richard Arden, Baronet,
for forgery, I don’t see much more that infamy
can do for you.”

A dark flush crossed Arden’s face as he rose.

“ Not a word now,” cried Longcluse harshly,
extending his hand quickly towards hun “X
may do that which can’t be undone.”

——— e
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CHAPTER XXI.
BLIGHT AND CHANGE.

ANGER to herself, Alice suspected none.
But she was full of dreadful conjectures
about her brother. There was, she was per-
suaded, no good any longer in remonstrance or
entreaty. She could not upbraid him; but she
was sure that the terrible fascination of the
gaming-table had caused the sudden ruin he
vaguely confessed.

“Oh,” she often repeated, * that Uncle David
were in town, or that 1 knew where to find
him I”

“ But no doubt,” she thought, “ Richard will
hide nothing from him, and perhaps my hinting
his disclosures, even to him, would aggravate
poor Richard’s difficulties and misery.”
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It was not until the next evening that, about
the same hour, she again saw her brother. His
good resolutions in the interval had waxed
fuint, They were not reversed, but only, in
the spirit of indecision, and something of the
apathy of despair, postponed to a more conveni-
ent geason.

To her he seemed more trunquil. He said
vaguely that the reasons for flight were less
urgent, and that she had better continue her
preparations, as before, for her journey to
Yorkshire.

Even under these circumstances the journey
to Yorkshire was pleasant. There was comfort
in the certainty that he would there be beyond
the reach of that fatal temptation which had
too plainly all but ruined him. From the ha-
rassing distractions, also, which in London had
of late beset him, almost without intermission,
he might find in the seclusion of Arden & tem-
porary calm. There, with Uncle David’s help,
there would be time, at least, to ascertain the
extent of his losses, and what the old family of
Arden might still count upon as their own,
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and a plan of life might be arranged for the
fature.

Full of these moreocheery thoughts, Alice
took leave of her brother.

“I am going,” he said, looking at his watch,
< direct to Brighton ; I have just time to get to
the station nicely ; business, of course—a meet-
ing to-night with Bexley, who is staying there,
and in the morning a long and, I fear, angry
discussion with Charrington, who is also at
Brighton.”

He kissed his sister, sighed deeply, and looking
in her eyes for a little, fixedly, he said—

¢ Alice, darling, you must try to think what
sacrifice you can make to save your wretched
brother.” .

Their eyes met as she looked up, her hands
about his neck, his on her shoulders ; he drew
his sister to him quickly, and, with another kiss,
turned, ran downstairs, got into his cab, and
drove down the avenue. She stood looking
after him with a heavy heart. How happy they
two might have been, if it had not been for the
one incorrigible insanity ! ’

About an hour later, as the sun was near its

VOL..III. Y
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setting, she put on her hat and short grey
cloak, and stepped out into its level beams, and
looked round smiling, The golden glow and
transparent shadows made that beautiful face
look more than ever lovely. All around the air
was ringing with the farewell songs of the
small birds, and, with a heart almost rejoio-
ing in sympathy with that beautiful hour, she
walked lightly to the old garden, which, in
that luminous air, looked, she thought, so sad
and pretty. ~

The well-worn aphorism of the Frenchman,
“ History repeats itself,” was about to assert it-
gelf. Sometimes it comes in literal sobriety,
sometimes in derisive travesti, sometimes in
tragic aggravation.

-She is in the garden now. The associations
of place recall her strange interview with Mr.
Longcluse but a few months before. Since then
a blight has fallen on the scenery, and what a
change upon the persons! The fruit-leaves are
yellow now, and drifts of them lie upon the
walks. Mantling ivy, as before, canopies the
door, interlaced with climbing roses ; but they ‘
have long shed their honours. This thick mass

.
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of dark green foliage and thorny tendrils forms
a deep arched porch, in the shadow of which,
suddenly, ason/ her|returnshecreached it, she
sees Mr. Longcluse standing within a step or
two of her.

He raises his hand, it might be in entreaty, it
might be in menace; she could not, in the few
alarmed moments in which she gazed at his
dark eyes and pale equivocal face, determine
anything. .

“Miss Arden, you may hate me; you can’t
despise me. You must hear me, because you
are in my power, I relent, mind you, thus far,
that I give you one chance more of reconcilia-
tion ; don’t, for God’s sake, throw it from you !”

"(he was extending his open hand to receive
hers). “ Why should you prefer an unequal
war with me? I tell you frankly you are in my
power—don’t misunderstand me—in my power
to this degree, that you shall voluntarily, as the
more tolerable of two alternatives, submit with
abject acquiescence to every one of my condi-
tions. Here is my hand ; think of the degrada-
tion I submit to in asking you to take it. You
gave me no chance when I asked forgiveness. I
o2
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tender you a full forgiveness ; here is my hand,
beware how you despise it.”

Fearful as| he appeared-in her sight, her fear
gave way before her kindling spirit. She had
stood before him pale as death—anger now
fired her eye and cheek.

“How dare you, sir, hold such language to
me? Do you suppose, if I had told my brother
of your cowardice and insolence as I left the
Abbey the other day, you would have dared to
speak to him, much less to me? Let me pass,
and never while you live presume to address me
more.” :

Mr. Longcluse, with a slow recoil, smiling

fixedly, and bowing, drew back and opened the
door for her to pass. He did not any longer
look like a villain whose heart had failed him.
* Her heart fluttered violently with fear as she
saw that he stepped out after her, and walked
by her side toward the house. She quickened
her pace in great alarm.

“If you had liked me ever so little,” said he
in that faint and horrible tone she remembered
—%one, the smallest particle, of disinterested
'liking—the grain of mustard-seed—I wbu]d
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have had you fast, and made you happy, made
you adore me; such adoration that you could
have heard from/'my ownlips/the confession of
my crimes, and loved me still—loved me more
desperately. Now that you hate me, and I hate
you, and have you in my power, and while I
hate still admire you—still choose you for my
wife—you shall hear the same story, and think
me all the more dreadful. You sought to de-
grade me, and I'll humble you in the dust.
Suppose I tell you I'm a criminal—the kind of
man you have read of in trials, and can’t under-
stand, and can scarcely even believe in—the
kind of man that seems to you as unaccount-
able and monstrous as a ghost—your terrors
and horror will make my triumph exquisite
with an immense delight. I don’t want to
smooth the way for you; you do nothing for
me. I disdain hypocrisy. Terror drives you on;
fate coerces you; you can’t help yourself, and
my delight is to make the plunge terrible. I
reveal myself that you may know the sort of
person you are yoked to. Your sacrifice shall
be the agony of agonies, the death of deaths,
and yet you'll find yourself unable to resist. I'll
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make you submissive as ever patient was to a
mad doctor. If it took years to do it, you shall
never stir outj of this housetill it is done. Every
spark of insolence in your nature shall be tram-
pled out ; I'll break you thoroughly. The sound
of my step shall make your heart jump; a look
from me shall make you dumb for an hour.
You shall not be able to take your eyes off
me while I'm in sight, or to forget me for
a moment when I am gone. The smallest
thing you do, the least word you speak,
the very thoughts of your heart, shall all
be shaped under one necessity and one fear.”
(She had reached the hall door.) “Up the
steps! Yes; you wish to enter? Certainly.”

With flashing eyes and head erect the
beautiful girl stepped into the hall, without
looking to the right or to the left, or uttering
one word, and walked quickly to the foot of
the great stair.

If she thought that Mr. Longcluse would re-
spect the barrier of the threshold she was mis-
taken. He entered but one step behind her,
shut the beavy hall door with a crash, dropped
the key into his coat pocket, and signing with
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his finger to the man in the room to the right,
that person stood up briskly, and prepared for
action. He closed the door again, saying sim-
ply, “Ill call.”

The young lady, hearing his step, turned
round and stood on the stair, confronting him
fiercely. |

“You must leave this house this moment,”
she cried, with a stamp, with gleaming eyes and
very pale.

“ By-and-by,” he replied, standing before her.

Could this be the safe old house in which
childish days had passed, in which all around
were always friendly and familiar faces? The
window stood reflected upon the wall beside her
in dim sunset light, and the shadows of the
flowers sharp and still that stood there.

“] have friends here who will turn you out,
sir I”

“You have no friends here,” he replied with
the same fixed smile,

She hesitated ; she stepped down, but stopped
in the hall. She remembered instantly that, as
ghe turned, she had seen him take the key from
the hall door.
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“My brother will protect me.”

“Is he here?”

“ He'll call you to account to-morrow, when
he comes.”

“Will he say so?”

“ Always—brave, true Richard!" she sobbed,
with a strange cry in her words.

“He'll do as I bid him: he’s a forger, in my
power.”

To her wild stare he replied with a low,
faint laugh.  She clasped her fingers over her
temples.

% Oh! no, no, no, no, no, no!” she screamed,
and suddenly she rushed into the great room at
her right. Her brother—was it a phantom ?—
stood before her. With one long, shrill scream,
she threw herself into his arms and cried, « It’s
a lie, darling, it's a lie!” and she had fainted.

He laid her in the great chair by the fire-
place. With white lips and with one fist shak-
ing wildly in the air, he said, with a dreadful
shiver in his voice— '

“ You villain | you villain! you villain I”

“Don’t you be a fool,” said Longcluse. “Ring
for the maid. There must have been a crisis

[
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some time. I'm giving you a fair chance—try-
ing to save you ; they all faint—it’s a trick with
women.”

V Longcluse looked into her lifeless face, with
something of pity and horror mingling in the
villany of his countenance.
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CHAPTER XXII.
PHEBE CHIFFINCH.

R. LONGCLUSE passed into the inmer

room, as he heard a step approaching

from the hall. It was Louisa Diaper, in whose

care, with the simple remedy of cold water, the

young lady recovered. She was conveyed to

her room, and Richard Arden followed, at Long-
cluse’s command, to “keep things quiet.”

In an agony of remorse, he remained with
his sister’s hand in his, sitting by the bed on
which she lay. Longcluse had spoken with
the resolution that a few sharp and short words
should accomplish the crisis, and show her
plainly that her brother was, in the most literal
and terrible sense, in his power, and thus, in-
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directly, she also. Perhaps, if she must know
the fact, it was as well she should know it
now.

Longcluse, I suppose, had reckoned upon
Richard’s throwing himself upon his sister’s
mercy. He thought he had done so before, and
moved her as he would have wished. Longcluse,
no doubt, had spoken to her, expecting to find
her in a different mood. Had she yielded, what
sort of husband would be have made her? Not
cruel, I dare say. Proud of her, he would have
been.  She should have had the best diamonds
in England. Jealous, violent when crossed, but
with all his malice and severity, easily by Alice
to have been won, had she cared to win him,.to
tenderness.

- Was Sir Richard now seconding his scheme?

Sir Richard had no plan—none for escape,
none for a catastrophe, none for acting upon
Alice’s feelings.

“]I am so agitated—in such despair, so
stunned! If I had but one clear hour! Oh,
God ! if I had but one clear hour to think in!” -

~He was now trying to persuade Alice that
Longcluse had, in his rage, used exaggerated
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langunage—that it was true he was in his power,
but it was for a large sum of money, for which
he was his debtor,

% Yes, darling,” he whispered, “ only be firm.
I shall get away, and take you with me—only
be secret, and don’t mind one word he says
when he is angry—he is literally a madman;
thereis no limit to the violence and absurdity of
what he says.”

“Is he still in the house ?” she whispered.

“Not he.”

“ Are you certain ”

“Perfectly ; with all his rant, he dares not
stay : it would bea police-oﬂice affuir. He’s gone
long ago.”

“ Thank God!” she said with a shudder.

Their agitated talk continued for some time
longer. At last, darkly and suddenly, as usual,
he took his leave.

When her brother had gone, she touched the
bell for Louisa Diaper. A stranger appeared.

The stranger had a great deal of pink ribbon
in her cap, she looked shrewd enough, and with
a pair of rather good eyes ; she looked curiously
and steadily on the young lady.
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“ Who are you?” said Alice, sitting up. “I
rang for my maid, Louisa Diaper.”

“ Please, my lady," she answers, with a short
curtesy, “she went into town to fetch some
things here from Sir Richard’s house.”

“How long ago ?”

“ Just when you was getting better, pleass,
my lady.”

“ When she returns send her to me.” What is
your name?”

“ Phoebe Chiffinch, please ‘m.”

“ And you are here——"

“In her place, please my lady.”

“Well, when she comes back you can assist.
We shall have a great deal to do, and I like your
face, Phoebe, and I'm so lonely, I think I'll get
you to sit here in the window near me.”

And on a sudden the young lady burst into
tears, and sobbed and wept bitterly.

The new maid was at her side, pouring all
sorts of consolation into her ear, with odd
phrase@—quite intelligible, I dare say, over the
bar of the “ Guy of Warwick”—dropping h’s in
all directions, and bowling down grammatic rules
like nine-pins.
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She was wonderfully taken by the kind looks
and tones of the pretty lady whom she saw in
this distress, and: with-the &ilk curtains drawn
‘back in the fading flush of evening.

Hard work, hard fare, and harder words had
been her portion from her orphaned childhood
upward, at the old “ Guy of Warwick,” with its
dubious customers, failing business, and bitter
and grumbling old hostess. Shrewd, hard, and
not over-nice had Miss Phoebe grown up in that
godless school.

But she had taken a fancy, as the phrase is,
to the looks of the young lady, and still more
to her voice and words, that in her ears sound-
ed so new and strange. There was not a
unpleasant sense, too, of the superiority of rank
and refinement which inspires an admiring awe
in her kind ; and so, in a voice that was rather
sweet and very cheery, she offered, when the
young lady was better, to sit by the bed and tell
her a story, or sing her a song.

Every one knows how his view of his own
case may vary within an hour. Alice was now
of opinion that there was no reason to reject
her brother’s version of the terrifying situation.
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A man who could act like Mr. Longcluse, could,
of course, say anything. She had begun to grow
more cheerfuly/andl infadittlerwhile she accepted
the offer of her companion, and heard, first a
‘story, and then a song ; and, after that, she talk-
ed with her for some time.

% Tell me, now, what servants there are in the
house,” asked Alice.

“Only two women and myself, please,
miss.”

“Js there any one else in the house, besides
ourselves ?”

The girl looked down, and up again, in Alice’s
eyes, and then away to the floor at the other
end of the room.

“] was told, ma’am, not to talk of nothing
here, miss, except my own business, please, my
lady.”

“My God! This girl mayn’t speak truth
to me,” exclaimed Alice, clasping her hands
aghast.

The girl looked up uneasily. "

] should be sent away, ma’am, if I do.”

“ Look—Ilisten : in this strait you must be
for or against me; you can’t be divided. For
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God’s sake be a friend to me now. I may yet
be the best friend you ever had. Come, Phuwbe,
trust me, and| 1l never betray you.”

She took the girl's hand. Phosbe did not
speak. She looked in her face earnestly for
some moments, and then down, and up again.

“Idon’t mind. Tl do what I can for you,
ma’am ; I'll tell you what I know. But if you
tell them, ma’am, it will be awful bad for me, my
lady.”

She looked again, very much frightened, in
her face, and was silent.

“No one shall ever know but . Trust me
entirely, and I'll never forget it to you.”

“ Well, ma’am, there is two men.”

“Who are they ?”

“Two men, please 'm. Iknows oneon’em—
he was keeper on the ¢ Guy o Warwick,’ please,
my lady, when there was a hexecution in the
’ouse. They’re both sheriff’s men.”

« And what are they doing here ?”

“ A hexecution, my lady.”

“ That is, to sell the furniture and everything
for a debt, isn’t that it ?” inquired the lady, be-
wildered. ‘
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“ Well, that was it below at the ¢Guy o’
Warwick,” miss; but Mr. Vargers, he was court-
ing me down therg at)the Guy o’ Warwick,’
and offered marriage if I would ’av’ad him, and
he tells me heverything, and he says that there’s
a paper to take you, please, my lady.”

“ Take me?”

“Yes, my lady ; he read it to me in the room
by the hall-door. Halice Harden, spinster, and
something about the old guv'nor’s will, please;
and his horder is to" take you, please, miss,
if you should offer to go out of the door;
and there’s two on ’em, and they watches turn
about, so you can’t leave the ‘ouse, please, my
lady ; and if you try they’ll only lock you up a
prisoner in one room a-top o’ the ’ouse ; and, for
your life, my lady, don’t tell no one I said a
word.”

“Oh! Phoehe. What can they mean? What’s
to become of me? Somehow or other you must
get me out of this house. Help me, for God’s
sake! Tl throw myself from the window—TI'll
kill myself rather than remain in their power.”

“Hush! My lady, please, I may think of
something yet. But don’t you do nothing 'and

VOL. III. P
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hover ’ead. You must have patience. They
won’t be so sharp, maybe, in a day or two. Tll
get you out if I can; and, if I can’t, then God’s
will be done. And I'll make out what I can
from Mr. Vargers; and don’t you let no one
think you likes me, and I'll be sly enough, you
may count on me, my lady.”
Trembling all over, Alice kissed her.
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CHAPTER XXIIL
MORE NEWS OF PAUL DAVIES.

OUISA DIAPER did not appear that.night,
nor next morning. She had been spirited
away like the rest. Sir Richard had told her
that his sister desired "that she should go into
town, and stay till next day, under the care of
the housekeeper in town, and that he would
bring her a list of commissions which she was to
do for her mistress preparatory to starting for
Yorkshire. I daresay this young lady liked
her excursion to town well enough. It was
not till the night after that she started for the
North.
Alice Arden, for a time, lost heart altogether.
It was no wonder she should.

P2
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That her only brother should be an accom-
plice, against her, in a plot so appalling, was
enough to, overpower her; her horror of Long-
cluse, the effectual nature of her imprisonment,
and the strange and, as she feared, unscrupulous
people by whom she had been so artfully sur-
rounded, heightened her terrors to the pitch of
distraction.

At times she was almost wild; at others
stupefied in despair; at others, again, soothed
by the kindly intrepidity of Phoebe, she be-
came more collected. Sometimes she would
throw herself on her bed, and sob for an
hour in helpless agony; and then, exhausted
and overpowered, she would fall for a time
into a deep sleep, from which she would
start, for several minutes, without the power of
collecfing her thoughts, and with only the stifled
cry, “ What is it?—Where am 1% and a terri-
fied look round.

One day, in a calmer mood, as she sat in her
room after a long talk with Phoebe, the girl
came beside her chair with an oddly made key,
with a little strap of white leather to the handle,
in her hands.
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“Here’s a latch-key, miss ; maybe you know
what it opens ?”

“ Where did, you find it 3"

“In the old china.vase over the chimney,
please.’m.” '

“ Leteme see—oh! dear, yes, this opens the
door in the wall of the grounds, in that direc-
tion,” and she pointed. “Poor papa lent it to
my drawing-master. He lived somewhere be-
yond that, and used to let himself in by it when
he came to give me my lessons.”

“ Iremember that door well, miss,” said Phoebe,
looking earnestly on the key—¢ Mr. Crozier let
me out that way, one day. Mr. Longcluse has
put strangers, you know, in the gate-house.
That’s shut against us. TIl tell you what,
miss—wait—well, I'll think. Ill keep this key
safe, anyhow ; and—the more the merrier,” she
added with a sudden alacrity, and lifting her
finger, by way of signal, for everything now
was done with caution here, she left the room,
and passed through the suite to the landing,
and quietly took out the door-keys, one by
one, and returned with her spoil to Alice’s
room,
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“You thought they might lock us up ?” whis-
pered Alice.

The girl nodded.. “No harm to have ’em,
miss—it won’t hurt us.” She folded them
tightly in a handkerchief, and thrust the parcel
as far as her arm could reach between fhe mat-
tress and the bed. “Tll rip the ticken a bit
just now, and stitch them in,” whispered the
girl. ’

“Didn’t I hear another key clink “as you put
your hand in ?” asked Alice.

The girl smiled, and drew out a large key,
and nodded, still smiling as she replaced it.

“ What doees that open?’ whispered Alice
eagerly.

“ Nothing, miss,” said the girl gravely— it’s
the key of the old back-door lock ; but there’sa
new one there now, and this won’t open nothing.
But I have a use for it. 1l tell you all in time,
miss ; and, please, you must keep up your heart,
mind.”

Sir Richard Arden was not the cold villain
you may suppose. He was resolved to make
an effort of some kind for the extrication of his
sister. He could not bear to open his dreadful
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situation to his Uncle David, nor to kill himself,
nor to defy the vengeance of Longcluse. He
would effect her escape and his own simultane-
ously. In the meantime he must acquiesce,
ostensibly at least, in every step determined on
‘by Longcluse.

It was a bright autumnal day as Sir Richard
and Mr. Longcluse took the rail to South-
ampton. Longcluse had his reasons for taking
the young Baronet with him.

It was near the hour, by the time they got
there, when David Arden would arrive from his
northern point of departure. Longcluse looked
animated—smiling ; but a stupendeus load lay
on his heart. A single clumsy phrase in the
letter of that detective scoundrel might be
enough to direct the formidable suspicions of
that energetic old gentleman upon him. The
next hour might throw him altogether upon the
defensive, and paralyse his schemes.

Alice Arden, you little dream of the man and
the route by which, possibly, deliverance is
speeding to you.

Near the steps of the large hotel that looks
seaward, Longcluse and Sir Richard lounges,
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expecting the arrival of David Arden almost
momentarily. Up drives a fly, piled with port-
manteaus, hat-case, dressing-case, and all the
other travelling appurtenances of a-comfortable
wayfarer. Beside the driver sits a servant.
The fly draws up at the door near them.

Mr. Longcluse’s seasoned heart throbs once or
twice oddly. Out gets Uncle David, looking
browned and healthy after his northern excur-
gion. On reaching the top of the steps, he
halts, and turns round to look about him.
Again Mr. Longcluse feels the same odd sensa-
tion.

Uncle David recognises Sir Richard, and
smiling greets him. He runs down the steps to
meet him. After they have shaken hands, and,
a little more coldly, he and Mr. Longcluse, he
says—

“You are not looking yourself, Dick; you
ought to have run down to the Moors, and got
up an appetite. How is Alice?” )

“Alice? Oh! Alice is very well, thanks.”

«] should like to run up to Mortlake to see
her. She has been complaining, eh ?”

“ No, no—better,” says Sir Richard.
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“And you forget to tell your uncle what
you told me,” interposes Mr. Longcluse, “that
Miss Arden left Mottlake forYorkshire yester-
day.”

“Oh!” said Uncle David, turning to Richard
again,
~ “And the servants went before—two or three
days ago,” said Sir Richard, looking down for a
moment, and hastening, under that clear eye,
to speak a little truth.

“ Well, I wish she had come with us,” said
David Arden ; “but as she could not be per-
suaded, I'm glad she is making a little change
of air and scene, in any direction. By-the-by,
Mr. Longcluse, you had a letter, had not you,
from our friend Paul Davies ?”

“Yes ; he seemed to think he had found a

clue—from Paris it was—and I wrote to tell
him tospare no expense in pushing his inquiries
and to draw upon me.”
- «Well, I have some news to tell you. His
exploring voyage will come to nothing: you
did not hear ?”

“No.”

“ Why, the poor fellow’s dead. I got a letter
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—it reached me, forwarded from my house in
town, yesterday, from the person who hires the
lodgings—to say he had died of scarlatina, very
suddenly, and sending an inventory of the
things he left. It is a pity, for he seemed a
smart fellow, and sanguine about getting to the
bottom of it.”

“ An awful pity I” exclaimed Longcluse, who
felt as if a mountain were lifted from his heart,
and the entire firmament had lighted up; “an
awful pity! Are you quite sure ¥’

“ There can’t be a doubt, I'm sorry to say.
Then, as Alice has taken wing, I'll pursue my
first plan, and cross by the next mail.”

“For Paris?” inquired Mr. Longcluse care-
lessly.

“Yes, sir, for Paris,” answered Uncle David
deliberately, looking at him ; “ yes, for Paris.”

And then followed a little chat on indifferent
subjects. Then Uncle David mentioned that
he had an appointment, and must dine with
the dull but honest fellow who had asked him
to meet him here on a matter of business, which
would have done just as well next year, but he
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wished it now. Uncle David nodded, and
waved his hand, as on entering the door he
gave them a farewell smile over his shoulder.
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CHAPTER XXIV.
THE CATACOMBS.

T his disappearance, for Sir Richard, the air

darkened as when, in the tropics, the sun

sets without a twilight, and the silence of an
awful night descended.

It seemed that safety had been so near. He
had laid his hand upon it, and had let it glide
ungrasped between his fingers; and now the
sky was black above him, and an unfathomable
sea beneath. .

Mr. Longcluse was in great spirits. He had
grown for a time like the Walter Longcluse of
a year before.

They two dined together, and after dinner
Mzr. Longcluse grew happy, and as he sat with
his glass by him he sang, looking over the
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waves, a sweet little sentimental song, about
-ships that pass at sea, and smiles and tears,
and “true, boys, true,” and ¢“heaven shows a
glimpse of its blue.” And he walks with Sir
Richard to the station, and he says, low, as he
leans and looks into the carriage window, of
which young Arden was the only occupant—

“ Be true to me now, and we may make it up
yet.”

And so saying, he gives his hand a single
pressure as he looks hard in his eyes.

The bell had rung. He was remaining
there, he said, for another train. The clapping
of the doors had ceased. He stood back. The
whistle blew its long piercing yell, and as the
train began to glide towards London, the young
man saw the white face of Walter Longcluse
. in deep shadow, as he stood with his back to
the lamp, still turned towards him.

The train was now thundering on its course ;
‘the solitary lamp glimmered in the roof. He
threw himself back, with his foot against the
opposite seat. :

“Good God! what is one to resolve? All
. men are cruel when they are exasperated.
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Might not good yet be made of Longcluse?
What creatures women are!—what fools!
How easy, all might_have been made, with the
least temper and reflection! What d——d self-
ishness I” ’

Uncle David was now in Paris. The moon
was shining over that beautiful city. In a
lonely street, in a quarter which fashion had
long forsaken—over whose pavement, as yet
unconscious of the Revolution, had passed, in
the glare of torchlight, the carved and embla-
zoned carriages of an aristocracy, as shadowy
now as the courts of the Casars—his footsteps
are echoing.

A huge house presents its front. He stops
and examines it carefully for a few seconds. It
is the house of which he is in search.

" At one time the Baron Vanboeren had re--

ceived patients from the country, to reside in

this house. For the last year, during which he
had been gathering together his wealth, and
detaching himself from business, he had discon-

* tinued this, and had gradually got rid of his

establishment.
When David Arden rang the bell at the hall-




CHECKMATE. 223

door, which he had to do repeatedly, it was an-
swered at last by an old woman, high-shoul-
dereq, skin and bone, with a great nose and big
jaw-bones, and a high-cauled cap. This lean
creature looks at him with a vexed and hollow
eye. Her bony arm rests on the lock of the
hall-door, and she blocks the narrow aperture
between its edge and the massive door-case.
She inquires in very nasal French what mon-
sieur desires.

“] wish to see monsieur the Baron, if he will
permit me an interview,” answered Mr. Arden
in very fair French.

“ Monsieur the Baron is not visible; but if
monsieur will, notwithstanding, leave any mes-
sage he pleases for monsieur the Baron, I will
take care he receives it punctually.”

“ But monsieur the Baron appointed me to
call to-night at teun o’clock.”

“Is monsieur sure of that ?”

« Perfectly.”

“Eh, very well ; but, if he pleases, I must first
learn monsieur’s name.”

“ My name is Arden.”

“I believe monsieur is right.” She took a
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bit of notepaper from her capacious pocket, and
peering at it, spelled aloud, “ D-a-v-i-d ”

% A-r-d-e-n,” interrupted and continued the
visitor, spelling his name, with a smile.

% A-r-d-e-n,” she followed, reading slowly
from her paper; “yes, monsieur is right. You
see, this paper says, ‘Admit Monsieur David
Arden to an interview.” Enter, if you please,
monsieur, and follow me.”

It was a decayed house of superb proportions,
but of a fashion long passed away. The gaunt
old woman, with a bunch of large keys clinking
at her side, stalked up the broad stairs and into
a gallery, and through several rooms opening
en suite. The rooms were hung with cobwebs,
dusty, empty, and the shutters closed, except
here and there where the moonlight gleamed
through chinks and seams. )

David Arden, before he had seen the Baron
Vanboeren in London, had pictured him is jma-
gination a tall old man with classic features,
and manners courteous and somewhat stately.

We do not fabricate such images ; they rise
like exhalations from a few scattered data, and
present themselves spontaneously. It is this
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self-creation that invests them with so much
reality in our imaginations, and subjects us to
80 odd a surprise when the, original turns out
quite unlike the portrait with which we have
been amusing ourselves.

She now pushed open a door, and said, “ Mon-
sieur the Baron, here is arrived Monsieur David
d’Ardennes.”

The room in which he now stood was spaci-
ous, but very nearly dark. The shutters were
closed outside, and the moonlight that entered
came through the circular hole cut in each. A
large candle on a bracket burned at the further
end of the room. There the Baron stood. A
reflector, which interposed between the candle
and the door at which David Arden entered,
directed its light strongly upon something
which the Baron held, and laid upon the table,
in his hand; and now that he turned toward
his yisitor, it was concentrated upon his large
£ e, revealing, with the force of a Rembrandt,
all its furrows and finer -wrinkles. He stood
out against a background of darkness with re-
markable force.

The Baron stood before him—a short man in

VOL. IIL Q
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a red waistcoat. He looked more broad-shoul-
dered and short-necked than ever in his shirt-
sleeves,  He had an instrument in his hand re-
sembling & small bit and brace, and some chips
and sawdust on his flannel waistcoat, which he
brushed off with two or three sweeps of his
short fat fingers. He looked now like a grim
old mechanic. There was no vivacity in his
putty-coloured features, but there were prompti-
tude and decision in every abrupt gesture. It
was his towering, bald forehead, and something
of command and savage energy in his lowering
face, that redeemed the tout ensemble from an
almost brutal vulgarity.

The Baron was not in the slightest degree
“put out,” as the phrase is, at being detected in
his present occupation and déshabille.

He bowed twice to David Arden, and said, in
Euglish, with a little foreign accent—

“Here is a chair, Monsieur Arden; but you
can hardly see it until your eyes have grown a
little accustomed to our crépuscula.’

This was true enough, for David Arden, '
though he saw him advance a step or two,
could not have known what he held in the

—
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hand that was in shadow. The sound, indeed,
of the legs of the chair, as he set it down upon
the floor, he heard.

] should make you an apology, Mr. Harden,
if I were any longer in my own home, which I
am not, although this is still my house; for I
have dismissed my servants, sold my furniture,
and sent what things I cared to retain over the
frontier to my new habitation, whither I shall
soon follow; and this house, too, I ;shall sell.
I have already two or three gudgeons nibbling,
monsieur.”

“ This house must have been the hotel of
some distinguished family, Baron; it is nobly
proportioned,” said David Arden.

As his eye became accustomed to the gloom,
David Arden saw traces of gilding on the walls.
The shattered frames on which the tapestry
was stretched in old times remained in the panels,
with crops of small, rusty nails visible. The
faint candle-light glimmered on a ponderous
gilded cornice, which had also sustained vio-
lence. The floor was bare, with a great deal of
litter, and some scanty furniture. There was a
lathe near the spot where David Arden stood,

Q2
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and shavings and splinters under his feet.
There was a great block with a vice attached.
In a portion of the firesplace was built a furnace.
There were pincers and other instruments lying
about the room, which had more the appearance
of an untidy workshop than of a study, and
seemed a suitable enough abode for the uncouth
figure that confronted him.

“Ha! monsieur,” growls the Baron, “stone
walls have ears, you say if only they had
tongues; what tales these could tell! This
house was one of Madame du Barry’s, and was
sacked in the great Revolution. The mirrors
were let into the plaster in the walls. In some
of the rooms there are large fragments still
stuck in the wall so fast, you would need a
hammer and chisel to dislodge and break them
up. This room was an ante-room, and admit-
ted to the lady’s bedroom by two doors, this and
that. The panels of that other, by which you
entered from the stair, were of mirror. They
were quite smashed. The furniture, I suppose,
flew out of the window ; everything was broken
up in small bits, 4nd torn to rags, or carried off
to the broker after the first fury, and sansculotte

|
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families came in and took possession of ‘the
wrecked apartments. You will say then, what
was left? The, bricks, the stones, hardly the
plaster on the walls. Yet, Monsieur Arden, I
have discovered some of the best treasures the
house contained, and they are at present in this
room. Are you a collector, Monsieur Arden ?”

Uncle David disclaimed the honourable impu-
tation. He was thinking of cutting all this
short, and bringing the Baron to the point. The
old man was at the period when the egotism of
age asserts itself, and was garrulous, and being,
perhaps, despotic and fierce (he looked both),
he might eusily take fire and become impracti-
cable. Therefore, on second thoughts, he was
cautious,

“You can now see more plainly,” said the
Baron. “ Will you approach? Concealed by a
double covering of strong paper pasted over it,
and painted and gilded, each of these two doors
on its six panels contains six distinct master-
pieces of Watteau's. I have known that for ten
years, and have postponed removing them.
Twelve Watteaus, as fine as any in the world!
I would not trust their removal to any other
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hand, and so, the panel comes out without a
shake. Come here, monsieur, if you please. This
candle affords| a light sufficient to see, at least,
some of the beauties of these incomparable
works.”

“Thanks, Baron, a glance will suffice, for
I am nothing of an artist.”

He approached. It was true that his sight
had grown accustomed to the obscurity, for he
could now see the Baron’s features much more
distinctly. His large waxen face was shorn
smooth, except on the upper lip, where a short
moustache still bristled; short black eyebrows
contrasted also with the bald massive forehead,
and round the eyes was a complication of mean
and cunning wrinkles. Some peculiar lines
between these contracted brows gave a char-
acter of ferocity to this forbidding and sensual
face.

“Now! See there! Those four pictures—I
would not sell those four Watteaus for one hun-
dred thousand francs. And the other door is
worth the same. Hal”

“You are lucky, Baron.”

. “I think so. I do not wish to part with
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them; I don’t think of selling them. See the
folds of that brocade! See the ease and grace
of the lady in the sacque, who sits on the bank
there, under the myrtles, with the guitar on her
lap | and see the animation and elegance of that
dancing boy with the tambourine! Thisis a
chef-deuvre. 1 ought not to part with that, on
any terms—no, never! You, no doubt, know
many collectors, wealthy men, in England.
Look at that shot silk, green and purple; and
whom do you take that to be a portrait of, that
lady with the castanets ?”

He was pointing out each object, on which he
descanted, with his stumpy finger, his hands
being, I am bound to admit, by no means clean.

“If you do happen to know such people,
nevertheless, I should not object to your telling
them where this treasure may be seen, I've no
objection. I should not like to part with them,
that is true. No, no, no; but every man may
be tempted, it is possible—possible, just possi-
ble.”

“I shall certainly mention them to some
friends.”

% Wealthy men, of course,” said the Baron.




232 CHECKMATE.

“Jt is an expensive taste, Baron, and none
but wealthy people can indulge it.”

“True, and these would be very expensive.
They are unique; that laﬂy there is the Du Bar-
ry—a pdrtrait worth, alone, six thousand francs.
Ha!hé! Yes, when I take zese out and place
zem, a8 I mean before I go, to be seen, they
will bring all Europe together. Mit speck
fangt man mause—with bacon one catches
mice | ”

“ No doubt they will excite attention, Baron.
But I feel that I am wasting your time and
abusing your courtesy in permitting my visit,
the immediate object of which was to earnestly
beg from you some information which, I think,
no one else can give me.”

“Information? Oh!ha! Pray resume your
chair, sir. Information ? yes, it is quite possible
I may have information such as you need,
Heaven knows! But knowledge, they say, is
power, and if I do you a service I expect as
much from you. FEine hand wascht die andre—
one hand, monsieur, washes ze ozer. No man
parts wis zat which is valuable, to strangers,
wisout a proper honorarium. I receive nomore

e~ e s e et
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patients here ; but you understand, I may be in=
duced to attend a patient: I may be tempted,
you understand.”

“But thisis not a case of attending a patient,
‘Baron,” said David Arden, a little haughtily.

“ And what ze devil ¢s it, then?” said the
Baron, turning on him suddenly. ¢ Monsieur
will pardon me, but we professional men must
turn our time and knowledge to account, do
yousee? And we don’t give eizer wizout be-
ing paid, and well paid for them, eh ?”

“Of course. I meant nothing else,” said David
Arden.

# Then, sir, we understand one another so far,
and that saves time. Now, what information
can the Baron Vanboeren give to Monsieur David
Arden ?”

“I think you would prefer my putting my
questions quite straight.”

% Straight as a sword-thrust, sir.”

¢ Then, Baron, I want to know whether you
were acquainted with two persons, Yelland Mace
and Walter Longcluse.”

“Yes, I knew zem bos, slightly and yet in«
timately—intimately and yet but slightly. You
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wish, perhaps, to learn particulars about those
gentlemen 1

«I do.”

“Go on : interrogate.”

“Do you perfectly recollect the features of
these persons ¥’

“] ought.”

“Can you give me an accurate description of
Yelland Mace 1”

%] can bring you face to face with both.”

“By Jove! sir, are you serious ?”

.%Mr. Longcluse is in London.”

“ But you talk of bringing me face to face with
them ; how soon ?”

“In five minutes.”

¢ Oh, you mean a photograph, or a picture ?”

“No, in the solid. Here is the key of the
catacombs.” And he took a key that hung
from a nail on the wall. " ‘

“Bah, ha, yah!” exploded the Baron, in a
ferocious sneer, rather than a laugh, and shrug-
ging his great shoulders to his ears, he shook
them in barbarous glee, crying—* What clever
fellow you are, Monsieur Arden ! you see so well
srough ze millstone! ek bin klug und weise—
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you sing zat song. I am intelligent and wise,
eh, hé! gra-a, ha, ha!”

He seized the candlestick in one hand, and
shaking the key in the other by, the side of his
huge forehead, he nodded once or twice to
David Arden.

“ Not much life where we are going; but you
shall see zem bose.”

“You speak riddles, Baron ; but by all mears
bring me, as you say, face to face with them.”

“Very good, monsieur; you'll follow me,”
said the Baron. And he opened a door that
admitted to the gallery, and, with the candle
and the keys, he led the way, by this corridor,
to an iron door that had a singular appearance,
being sunk two feet back in a deep wooden
frame, that threw it into shadow. This he un-
locked, and with an exertion of his weight and
strength, swung slowly open.
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CHAPTER XXV.

RESURRECTIONS,

AVID ARDEN entered this door, and found
himself under a vaulted roof of brick. These
were the chambers, for there were at least two,
which the Baron termed his catacombs. Along
both walls of the narrow apartment were iron
doors, in deep recesses, that looked like the huge
_ovens of an ogre, sunk deep in the wall, and
the Baron looked himself not an unworthy pro-
prietor. The Baron had the General’s faculty
of remembering faces and names.
« Monsieur Yelland Mace? Yes, I will show
you him; he is among ze dead.”
“Dead ?”
Ay, zis right side is dead—all zese.”
“Do you mean,” says David Arden, “ literally
that Yelland Mace is no longer living ¥’
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“A,B,C, D, E, F, G;” mutters the Baron,
eglowly pointing his finger along the right wall,

“I beg your pardon, Baron; but I don’t think
you heard me,” said David Arden.

¢ Perfectly, excuse me: H, I, J, K, L, M—M.
I will show you now, if you desire it, Yelland
Mace ; you shall see him now, and never behold
him more. Do you wish very much?”

¢ Intensely—most intensely|” said Uncle David
earnestly.

The Baron turned full upon him, and leaned
his shoulders against the iron door of the recess.
He had taken from his pocket a bunch of heavy
keys, which he dangled from his clenched fingers,
and they made a faint jingle in the silence that
followed, for a few seconds.

“ Permit me to ask,” said the Baron, “are
your inquiries directed to a legal object 1

“T have no difficulty in saying yes,” answered
he ; “a legal object, strictly.”

¢ A legal object, by which you gain consider-
ably ¥ he asked slowly.

“ By which I gain the satisfaction of seeing
Jjustice done upon a villain.”

“ That is fine, monsieur. Eternal justice! I
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have thought and said that very often: Vive la
Justice eternelle! especially when her sword
shears off\the héad of cmy enemy, and her scale
is laden with napoleons for my purse.”

“ Monsieur le Baron mistakes, in my case; I
have absolutely nothing to gain by the proce-
dure I propose ; it is strictly criminal,” said David
Arden drily.

“Not an estate? not a slice of an estate?
Come, come! Thorheit! That is foolish talk.”

“I have told you already; nothing,” repeated
David Arden.

“Then you don’t care, in truth, a single na-
poleon, whether you win or lose. We have
been wasting our time, sir. I have no time to
bestow for nothing; my minutes count by the
crown, while I remain in Paris. I shall soon
depart, and practise no more ; and my time will
become my own—still my own, by no means
yours. I am candid, sir, and I think you cannot
misunderstand me; I must be paid for my time
and opportunities.”

“ I never meant anything else,” said Mr. Arden

sturdily ; “I shall pay you liberally for any

service you render me.”
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“ That, sir, is equally frank; we understand
now the principle on which I assist you. You
wish to see Yelland Mace, 80, you shall.”

He turned about, and struck the key sharply
on the iron door.

“ There he waits,” said the Baron, ¢ and—did
you ever see him ?”

“No.”

“Bah! what a wise man. Then I may show
you whom I please, and you know nothing.
Have you heard him described ¥’

“ Accurately.”

“ Well, there is some little sense in it, after
all. You shall see.”’

He unlocked the safe, opened the door, and
displayed shelves, laden with rudely-made deal
boxes, each of a little more than a foot square.
On these were marks and characters in red,
some, and some in black, and others in blue.

“Hé' you see,” said the Baron, pointing
with his key, “ my mummies are cased in hiero-
glyphics. Come! Here is the number, the date,
and the man.”

And lifting them carefully oné off the other,
he took out a deal box that had stood in the
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lowest stratum. The cover was loose, except
for a string tied about it. He laid it upon the
floor, and took out a plaster mask, and brushing
and blowing off the saw-dust, held it up.

David Arden saw a face with large eyes
closed, a very high and thin nose, a good fore-
head, a delicately chiselled mouth; the upper
lip, though well formed after the Greek model,
projected a little, and gave to the chin the effect
of receding in proportion. This slight defect
showed itself in profile; but the face, looked at
full front, was on the whole handsome, and in

" some degree even interesting.

“You are quite sure of the identity of this?”
asked Uncle David earnestly.

There was a square bit of parchment, with
two or three short lines, in a character which he
did not know, glued to the concave reverse of
the mask. The Baron took it, and holding the
light near, read, * Yelland Mace, suspect for his
politics, May 2nd, 1844.”

“Yes,” said Mr. Arden, having renewed his
examination, “it very exactly tallies with the
description; the nose aquiline, but very deli-
‘cately formed. Is that writing in cypher ?”

_ —_————
——




CHECKMATE. 241

“ Yes, in cypher.”

“ And in what language ¥’

% German.”,

David Arden looked at it.

% You will make nothing of it. In these in-
scriptions, I have employed eight languages—
five European, and three Asiatic—I am, you see,
something of a linguist—and four distinct
cyphers; so having that skill, I gave the benefit
of it to my friends; this being secret.”

« Secret +—oh |” said Uncle David.

“Yes, secret ; and you will please to say
nothing of it to any living creature until the
twenty-first of October next, when I retire.
You understand commerce, Mr. Arden. My
practice is confidential, and I should lose per-
haps eighty thousand francs in the short space
that interyenes, if I were thought to have played
a patient such a trick. It is but twenty days
of reserve, and then I go and laugh at them,
every one. Piff, puff, paff! hal hal”

“Yes, I promise that also,” said Uncle David
dryly, and to himself he thought, “ What a
consummate old scoundrel I”

“Very good, sir ; we shall want this of Yelland

VOL. IIL R
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Mace again, just now; his face and coffin, ha!
ha! can rest there for the present.” He had
replaced the mask in its box, and that lay on
the floor. The door of the iron press he shut
and locked. ¢ Next, I will show you Mr. Long-
cluse: those are dead.”

He waved his short hand toward the row of
iron doors which he had just visited.

« Please, sir, walk with me into this room.
Ay, so. Here are the resurrections. Will you
be good enough—L, Longcluse, M, one, two,
three, four ; three, yes—to hold this candlestick
for a moment ?”

The Baron unlocked this door, and, after
some rummaging, he took forth a box similar to
that he had taken out before.

“Yes, right, Walter Longcluse. I tell you
how you will see it best : there is brilliant moon-
light, stand there.”

Through a circular hole in the wall there

streamed a beam of moonlight, that fell upon

the plaster-wall opposite with the distinctness
of the circle of a magic-lantern.

“You see it—you know it! Hal ha! His
pretty face!”
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He held the mask up in the moonlight, and
the lineaments, sinister enough, of Mr. Longcluse
stood, sharply defined in)every line and feature,
in intense white and black, against the vacant
shadow behind. There was the flat nose, the
projecting underjaw, the oblique, sarcastic eye-
brow, even the line of the slight but long scar,
that ran nearly from his eye to hisnostril. The
same, but younger.

“There is no ,doubt about that. But when
was it taken? Will you read what is written
upon it ?”

Uncle David had taken out the candle, and
he held it beside the mask. The Baron turned
it round, and read, *“ Walter Longcluse, 15th
October, 1844.”

% The same year in which Mace’s was taken ?”

“ So it is, 1844.”

“But there is a great deal more than you
have read, written upon the parchment in this
one.”

“It looks more.”

“ And i more. Why, count the words, one,
-two, four, six, eight. There must be thirty, or
upwards.”

R 2
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“ Well, suppose there are, sir: I have read,
nevertheless, all I mean to read, for the present.
Suppose we bring these masks together. We
can talk a little then, and I will perhaps tell
you more, and disclose to you some secrets of
nature and art, of which perhaps you suspect
nothing. Come, come, monsieur! kindly take
the candle.”

The Baron shut the iron door with a clang,
and locked it, and, taking up the box, marched
into the nexi room, and placing the boxes one
on top of the other, carried them in silence
out upon the gallery, accompanied by David
Arden.

How desolate seemed the silence of the vast
house, in all which, by this time, perhaps there
did not burn another light!

They now re-entered the large and strangely-
littered chamber in which he had talked with
the Baron; they stop among the chips and
sawdust with which his work has strewn the
floor.

“ Set the candle on this table,” sayshe. «T’ll
light another for a time. See all the trouble and
time you cost me!”

1

|
.
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He placed the two boxes on the table.

«1 am extremely sorry—"

“Not on \my account, you, needn’t. You'll
pay me well for it.”

“So I will, Baron.”

¢ Sit you down on that, monsieur.”

He placed a clumsy old chair, with a balloon-
back, for his visitor, and, seating himself upon
another, he struck his hand on the table, and
said, arresting for a moment the restless move-
ment of his eyes, and fixing on him a savage
stare—

“You.shall see wonders and hear marvels, if
only you are willing to pay what they are
worth,” The Baron laughed when he had said
this.
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CHAPTER XXVI.
ANOTHER.

«YOU shall sit here, Mr. Arden,” said the

Baron, placing a chair for him. “You
shall be comfortable. I grow in confidence with
you. 1 feel inwardly an intuition when L speak
wis & man of honour; my demon, as it were,
whispers ¢ Trust him, honour him, make much
of him. Will you take a pipe, or a mug of
beer ¥” ’

This abrupt invitation Mr. Arden civilly de-
clined.

“ Well, I shall have my pipe and beer. See,
there is ze barrel—not far to go.” He raised
the candle, and David Arden saw for the first
time the outline of a veritable beer-barrel in the

e - T T T T



CHECKMATE. 247

corner, on tressels, such as might have regaled

a party of boors in the clear shadow of a .

Teniers.

“There is the comely beer-cask, not often
seen in Paris, in the corner of our boudoir, rest-
ing against the only remaining rags of the sky-
blue and gold silk—it is rotten now—with which
the room was hung, and a gilded cornice—it is
black now—over its head ; and now, instead of
beautiful women and graceful youths, in gold
lace and cut velvets and perfumed powder,
there are but one rheumatic and crooked old
woman, and one old Prussian doctor, in his
shirt-sleeves, ha! ha | mutat terra vices! Come,
we shall look at these again, and you shall hear
more.”

He placed the two masks upon the chimney-
piece, leaning against the wall.

“ And we will illuminate them,” says he ; and
he takes, one after the other, half a dozen pieces
of wax ' candle, and, dripping the melting wax
on the chimney-piece, he sticks each candle in
turn in a little pool of its own wax.

“1 spare nothing, you see, to make all plain.
Those two faces present a marked contrast. Do
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you, Mr. Arden, know anything, ever so little,
~ of the fate of Yelland Mace ¢”

“Nothing. Is he living ”

“Suppose he is dead, what then?”

“In that case, of course, I.take my leave of
the inquiry, and of you, asking you simply one
question, whether there was any correspodence
between Yelland Mace and Walter Longcluse ¥

“A very intimate oorrespondence,” said the
Baron. '

“ Of what nature ¥’

“Ha! They have been combined in business,
in pleasures, in crimes,” said the Baron. “Look
at them. Can you believe it? So dissimilar!
They are opposites in form and character, as if
fashioned in expression and in feature each ta
contradict the other; yet so united !”

“And in crime, you say 1”

“Ay, in crime—in all things.”

“1s Yelland Mace still living?” urged David
Arden.

“Those fea;tures, in life, you will never be«
hold, sir.”

“Heis dead. You said that you took that
mask from among the dead. Is he dead?”
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“No, sir; not actually dead, but under a
strange condition. Bah! Don’t you see I have
a secret? Do youprize very highly learning
where he is ¥’

“Very highly, provided he may be secured
and brought to trial; and you, Baron, must ar-
range to give your testimony to prove his
identity.”

“Yes; that would be indispensable,” said the
Baron, whose eyes were sweeping the room
from corner to corner, fiercely and swiftly.
« Without me you can never lift the veil ; with-
out me you can never unearth your stiff and
pale Yelland Mace, nor without me identify and
hang him.”

«1 rely upon your aid, Baron,” said Mr. Arden,
who was becoming agitated. “Your trouble
shall be recompensed ; you may depend upon
my honour.”

“] am running a certain risk. I am not a
“fool, though, like little Lebas. I am not to be
made away with like a kitten ; and once I move
in this matter, I burn my ships behind me, and
return t6 my aplendid practice, under no circum-
stances, ever again.” '
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The Baron’s pallid face looked more bloodless,
his accent was fiercer, and his countenance more
ruffianly as he nttered all this.

“T understood, Baron, that you had quite made
up your mind to retire within a very few wee
said David Arden.

“Does any man who has lived as long as you
or I quite trust his own resolution? No one
likes to be nailed to a plan of action an hour
before he need be. I find my practice more
Jucrative every day. I may be tempted to post-
pone my retirement, and for a while longer to
continue to gather the golden harvest that
ripens round me. But once I take this step, all
is up with that. You see—you understand.
Bah ! you are no fool ; it is plain, all I sacrifice.”

“Of course, Baron, you shall take no trouble,
and make no sacrifice, without ample compensa-~
tion. But are you aware of the nature of the
crime committed by that man ?”

_ “I never trouble my head about details; it is
enough, the man is a political refugee, and his
object concealment.”

“But he was no political refugee; he had
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nothing to do with politics—he was simply a
murderer and a robber.”

“ What a little rogue! | Will, you excuse my
smoking a pipe and drinking a little beer? Now,
he never hinted that, although I knew him very
intimately, for he was my patient for some
months; never hinted it, he was so sly.” »

“And Mr. Longcluse, was ke your patient
also?” '

“Hal to be sure he was. You won’t drink
some beer? No; well, in a moment.”

He drew a little jugful from the cask, and
placed it, and a pewter gdblet, on the table, and
then filled, lightea, and smoked his pipe as he
proceeded.

«] will tell you something concerning those
gentlemen, Mr. Longcluse and Mr. Mace, which
may amuse you. Listen.”
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CHAPTER XXVII.
BROKEN.

“ hands were very full,” said the Baron,

displaying his stumpy fingers. “I re-
ceived patients in this house ;. I had what you
call many irons in ze fire. I was making na-
poleons then, I don’t mind telling you, as fast
as a man could run bullets. My minutes count-
ed by the crown. It was in the month of May,
1844, late at night, a man called here, wanting
to consult me. He called himself Herr von
Konigsmark. I went down and saw him in my
audience room. He knew I was to be depend-
ed upon. Such people tell one another who
may be trusted. He told me he was an Austrian
proscribed : very good. He proposed to place
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himself in my hands: very well. I looked him
in the face—you have there exactly what I
saw.” '

He extended his hand toward the mask of
Yelland Mace.

«¢You are an Austrian,’ I said, ¢ a native sub-
Jject of the empire ¥ .

“<Yes.

«¢Jtalian?’

“<No.’

¢ Hungarian ¥’

“¢No.

“<Well, you are not German—ha, ha!—I can
swear to that.’

“He was speaking to me in German.

“¢Your accent is foreign. Come,: confidence.
You must be no impostor. I must make no
mistake, and blunder into a national type of
features, all wrong; if I make your mask, it
must do us credit. I know many gentlemen’s
secrets, and as many ladies’ secrets. A man of
honour! What are you afraid of ¥'”

“ You were not a statuary ?” said Uncle David,
astonished at his versatility.

“Oh, yes! A statuary, but only in grotesque,
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you understand. I will show you some of my
work by-and-by.”

“ And I shall perhaps understand.”

“You shall, perfectly. With some reluctance,
then, he admitted that what I positively assert-
ed was true; for 1 told him I knew from his
accent he was an Englishman. Then, with some
little pressure, I invited him to tell his name.
He did—it was Yelland Mace. That is Yelland
Mace.”

He had now finished his pipe : he went over
to the chimney-piece, and having knocked out
‘the ashes, and with his pipe pointing to the
tip of the long thin plastef nose, he said, “ Look
well at him. Look till you know all his features
by rote. Look till you fix them for the rest of
your days well in memory, and then say what
in the devil's name you could make of them,

Look at that high nose, as thin as a fish-knife.
Look at the line of the mouth and chin ; see the
mild gentleman-like contour. If you find a
fellow with a flat nose, and a pair of upper tusks
-gticking out an inch, and a squint that turns out
one eye like the white of an egg, you pull out
-the tusks, you raise the skin of the nose, slice a
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bit out of the cheek, and make a false bridge, as
high as you please ; heal the cheek with a stitch
or two, and operate with the lancet for the
“squint, and your bust is complete. Bravo! you
understand ¥’
«T confess, Baron, I do not.”
“You shall, however. Here is the case—
a political refugee, like Monsieur Yelland
Mace—"

“ But he was no such thing.”

“Well, a criminal—any man in such a sitna-"
tion is, for me, a political refugee zat, for rea-
sons, desires to revisit his country, and yet must
be so thoroughly disguised zat by no surprise,
and by no process, can he be satisfactorily recog-
nised ; he comes to me, tells me his case, and
says, ‘I desire, Baron, to become your patient,’
and sohe places himself in my hands, and so
—ha, ha! You begin to perceive ?”

“Yes, I do! Ithink I understand you clear-
ly. But, Lord bless me ! what a nefarious trade 1” '
exclaimed Uncle David.

The Baron was not offended ; he laughed.

“ Nevertheless,” said he, “there’s no harm in
that. Not that I care much about the question
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of right or wrong in the matter ; but there’s none.
Bah | who's the worse of his going back ? or, if
he did not, who’s the better?”

Uncle David did not care to discuss this point
in ethics, but simply said—

““ And Mr. Longcluse was also a patient of
yours ¥’

“ Yes, certainly,” said the Baron.

“ We Londoners know nothing of his history,”
said Mr. Arden.

“ A political refugee, like Mr. Mace,” said the
Baron. “Now, look at Herr Yelland Mace. It
was a severe operation, but a beautiful one! I
opened the skin ‘with a single straight cut from
under the lachrymal gland to the nostril, and
one underneath meeting it, you see” (he was
tracing the line of the scalpel with the stem of
his pipe), “along the base of the nose from the
point. Then I drew back the skin over the
bridge, and then I operated on the bone and
cartilage, cutting them and the muscle at the
extremity down to a level with the line of the
face, and drew the flap of skin back, cutting it
to meet the line of the skin of the cheek; there,
you see, so much for the nose. Now see the
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curved -eyebrow. Instead of that very well
marked arch, I resolved it should slant from the
radix of the nose in a straight line ebliquely up-
ward; to effect which I removed at the upper edge
of each eyebrow, at the corner next the temple,
a portion of the skin and muscle, which, being
reunited and healed, produced the requisite
contraction, and thus drew that end of each ‘
brow upward. And now, having disposed of
the nose and brows, I come to the mouth, Look
at the profile of this mask.”

He was holding that of Yelland Mace toward
Mr. Arden, and with the bowl of the pipe in
his right hand pointed out the lines and features
on which he descanted, with the amber point of
the stem.

“Now, if you observe, the chin in this face,
by reason of the marked prominence of the
nose, has the effect of receding, but it does not.
If you continue the perpendigular line of ze
forehead, ze chin, you see, meets it. The upper
lip, though short and well-formed, projects a
good deal. Ze under lip rather retires, and
this adds to the receding effect of the chin, you
see. My coup-d@il assured me that it- was

VOL. III. 8
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practicable to give to this feature the character
of a projecting under-jaw. The complete de-
piession of the nose more than half accom-
plished it. The rest is done by cutting away
two upper and four under-teeth, and substitut-
ing false ones at the desired angle. By that
application of dentistry I obtained zis new
line.” (He indicated the altered outline of the
features, as before, with his pipe.). “It was
a very pretty operation. The effect you could
bardly believe. He was two months recover-
ing, confined to his bed, ha! ha! We can’t
have an immovable mask of living flesh, blood,
and bone for nothing. He was threatened with
erysipelas, and there was a rather critical in-
flammation of the left eye. When he could sit
up, and bear the light, and looked in the glass,
instead of thanking me, he screamed like a girl,
and cried and cursed for an hour, ha, ha, ha!
He was glad of it afterward: it was so com-
plete. “Look at it” (he held up the mask of
Yelland Mace): “a face on the whole good-
looking, but a little of a parrot-face, you know.
I took him into my hands with that face, and”
(taking up the mask of Mr. Longoluse and
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turning it with a slow oscillation, so as to pre-
sent it in every aspect), he added, “these are
the features of /Yelland Macecas) I'sent him into-
the world with the name of Herr Longcluse !”

“You mean to say that Yelland Mace and
Walter Longcluse are the same person ?’ cried
David Arden, starting to his feet.

“] swear that here is Yelland Mace before,
and here after the operation, call him what you
please. When I was in London, two months
ago, I saw Monsieur Longcluse. He is Yelland
Mace; and these two masgks are both masks of
the same Yelland Mace.”

“Then the evidence is complete,” said David
Arden, with awe in his face, as he stood for a
moment gazing on the masks which the Baron
Vanboeren held up side by side before him.

“ Ay, the masks and the witness to explain
them,” said the Baron sturdily.

“It is a perfect identification,” murmured
Mr. Arden, with his eyes still riveted on the
plaster faces. “Good God! how wonderful
that proof, so complete in all its parts, should
remain I”

“Well, I don’t love Longcluse, since so he is

s 2
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named ; he disobliged me when I was in Lon-
don,” said the Baron, “Let him hang, since
8o you ordain it, - I'm ready, to go to London,
give my evidence, and produce these plaster
cagts. But my time and trouble must be con-
sidered.”

¢ Certainly.”

“Yes,” said the Baron ; “and to avoid tedious
arithmetic, and for the sake of convenience, I
will agree to visit London, at what time you
appoint, to bring with me these two masks, and
to give my evidence against Yelland Mace,
otherwise Walter Longcluse, my stay in London
not to exceed a fortnight, for ten thousand
pounds sterling.”

“] don’t think, Baron, you can be serious,”
said Mr. Arden, as soon as he had recovered
breath.

“ Donner-wetter ! I will show youthat I am”
bawled the Baron. ¢ Now or never, sir. Do
ae you please. I shan’t abate a franc. Do you"
like my offer ”

On the event of this bargain are depending
issues of which David Arden knows nothing;
the dangers, the agonies, the salvation of those
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who are nearest to him on earth. The villain
Longcluse, and the whole fabric of his machina-
tions, may be dashed /in-pieces by a word.

How, then, did David Arden, who hated a
swindle, answer the old extortioner, who asked
him “Do you like my offer ¢” ‘

“ Certainly not, sir,” said David Arden, sternly.

“ Then was scheert’s mich! What do I care!
No more, no more about it !” yelled the Baron
in a fury, and dashed the two masks to pieces
on the hearth-stone at his feet, and stamped
the fragments into dust with his clumsy shoes.

With a cry, old Uncle David rushed forward
_ to arrest the demolition, but too late. The
Baron, who was liable to such accesses of rage,
was grinding his teeth, and rolling his eyes, and
stamping.in fury.’

The masks, those priceless records, were gone,
past all hope of restoration. Uncle David felt
for a moment so transported with anger, that I
think he was on the point of striking him. How
it would have fared with him if he had, I can’t
tell.”

“Now!” howled the Baron, “ten times ten

‘thousand pounds would not place you where



262 CHECKMATE.

you were, sir. You fancied, perhaps, I would
stand haggling with you all night, and yield at
last to your obstinacy. What is my answer?
The floor strewn with the fragments of your
calculation. Where will you turn—what will
you do now ¥’

« Suppose I do this,” said Uncle David fiercely
—report to the police what I have seen—your
masks and all the rest, and accomplish, besides,
all I require, by my own evidence as to what I
myself saw ¥’ ‘

“ And I will confront you, as a witness,” said
the Baron, with a cold sneer, “and deny it all
—swear it is a dream, and aid your poor rela-
tives in proving you unfit to manage your own
money matters.”

Uncle David paused for a moment. The
Baron had no idea how near he was at that
moment to a trial of strength with his English
visitor. Uncle David thinks better of it, and he
contents himself with saying, “I shall have
advice, and you shall most certainly hear from
me again.”

Forth from the room strides David Arden in
high wrath., Fearing to lose his way, he bawls
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over the banister, and through the corridors, « Is
any one there?” and after a time the old woman,
who is awaiting'him in'‘thehall; veplies, and he
is once more in the open street.
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CHAPTER XXVIIL
DOPPELGANGER.

T was late, he did not know or care how late.
He was by no means familiar with this
quarter of the city. He was agitated and angry,
and did not wish to return to his hotel till he
had a little walked off his excitement. Slowly
he sauntered along, from street to street. These
were old-fashioned, such as were in vogue in
the days of the Regency. Tall houses with
gables facing the street ; few of them showing
. any light from their windows, and their dark
outlines discernible on high against the mid-
night sky. Now he heard the voices of people
near, emerging from a low theatre in a street
at the right. A number of men come along the
trottoir, toward Uncle David. They were going
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to a gaming-house and restaurant at the end of
the street, which he had nearly reached. This
troop of idlers’ he 'accompanies.”' ' They turn into
an open door, and enter a passage not very
brilliantly lighted. At the left was the open
door of a restaurant. The greater number: of
those who enter follow the passage, however,
which leads to the roulette-room.

As Uncle David, with a caprice of curiosity,
follows slowly in the wake of this accession to
the company, a figure passes and goes before
him into the room. ’

With a strange thrill he takes or mistakes this
figure for Mr. Longcluse. He pauses, and sees
the tall figure enter the roulette-room. He fol-
lows it as soon as he recollects himself a little,
and goes into the room. The players are, as
usual, engrossed by the game. But at the far
side,beyond these busy people, he sees this person,
whom he recognises by a light great-coat, stoop-
ing with his lips pretty near the ear of a man
who was sitting at the table. He raises himself
in a moment more, and stands before Uncle
David, and at the first glance he is quite certain
that Mr. Longcluse is before him. The tall man
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stands with folded arms, and looks carelessly
round the room, and at Uncle David among the
rest.

“Here,” he thought, “is the man; and the
evidence, clear and conclusive, and so near this
very spot, now scattered in dust and fragments,
and the witness who might have clenched the
case impracticable !”

This tall man, however, he begins to perceive,
has points, and strong ones, of dissimilarity, not-
withstanding his general resemblance to Mr.
Longcluse. His beard and hair are red; his
shoulders are broader, and very round ; much
clumsier and more powerful he looks; and there
is an air of vulgarity and swagger and boisterous
good spirits about him, certainly in marked
contrast with Mr. Longcluse’s very quiet de-
meanour.

Uncle David now finds himself in that uncom-
fortable state of oscillation between two oppo-
site convictions which, in a matter of supreme
importance, amounts very nearly to torture.

This man does not appear at all put out by
Mr. Arden’s observant presence, nor even con-
scious of it. A placeA becomes vacant at the




CHECKMATE. 267

table, and he takes it, and stakes some money,
and goes on, and wins and loses, and at last
yawns and turns away, and walks slowly round
to the door near which David Arden is standing.
Is not this the very man whom he saw for a
moment on board the steamer, as he crossed ?
As he passes a jet of gas, the light falls upon
his face at an angle that brings out lines that
seem familiar to the Englishman, and for the
moment determines his doubts. David, Arden,
with his eyes fixed upon him, says, as he was
about to pass him—

“ How d’ye do, Mr. Longecluse ?”

The gentleman stops, smiles, and shrugs.

“Pardon, monsieur,” he says in French, «I
‘do not speak English or German.”

The quality of the voice that spoke these
words was, he thought, different from Mr, Long-
‘cluse’s—less tone, less depth, and more nasal.

The gentleman pauses and smiles with his
head inclined, evidently expecting to be -ad-
dressed in French.

«T believe I have made a mistake, sir,” hesi-
“tates Mr. Arden.

The gentleman inclines his head lower, smiles,



268 CHECKMATE.

and waits patiently for a second or two. Mr.
Arden, a little embarrassed, says—

“I thought, monsieur, I had met you before
in England.”

“] have never been in England, monsieur,”
says the patient and polite Frenchman, in his
own language, “I cannot have had the honour,
therefore, of meeting monsieur there.”

He pauses politély.

“Then I have only to make an apology. I
beg your—I beg—but—but surely—I think—by
Jove!” he breaks into English, ¢ I can’t be mis-
taken—you are Mr. Longcluse.”

The tall gentleman looks so unaffectedly
puzzled, and so politely good-natured, as he re-
sumes, in the tones which seem ' perfectly natu-
ral, and yet one note in which David Arden fails
to recognize, and says—

« Monsieur must not trouble himself of having
made a mistake: my name is St. Ange.”

1 believe I kave made a mistake, monsieur—
pray excuse me.”

The gentleman bows very ceremoniously, and
Monsieur St. Ange walks slowly out, and takes
a glass of curacgoa in the outer room. As he is
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paying the gargon, Mr. Arden again appears,
once more in a state of uncertainty, and again
leaning to the belief that'this 'person is indeed
the Mr. Longcluse who at present entirely pos-
sesses his imagination.

The tall stranger with the round shouldersin
truth resembled the person who, in a midnight
interview on Hampstead Heath, had discussed
some momentous questions with Paul Davies,
as we remember ; but that person spoke in the
peculiar accent of the northern border. His
beard, too, was exorbitant in length, and flick-
ered wide and red, in the wind. This beard,
on the contrary, was short and trim, and hardly
80 red, I think, as that moss-trooper’s. On the
whole, the likeness in both cases was somewhat
rude and general. Still the resemblance to
Longcluse again struck Mr.-Arden so powerfully,
that he actually followed him into the street
and overtook him only a dozen steps away from
the door, on.the now silent pavement.

Hearing his hurried step behind him, the ob-
ject of his pursuit turns about and confronts
him for the first time with an offended and
haughty look.
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“ Monsieur!” says he a little grimly, drawing
himself up as he comes to a sudden halt.

“The impression has forced itself upon me
again that you are no other than Mr. Walter
Longcluse,” says Uncle David. '

The tall gentleman recovered his good-
humour, and smiled as before, with a shrug.

“I have not the honour of that gentleman’s
acquaintance, monsieur, and cannot tell, there-
fore, whether he in the least resembles me. But
as this kind of thing is unusual, and grows
wearisome, and may end in putting me out of
temper—which is not easy, although quite pos-
sible—and as my assurance that I am really
myself, and not another pefson, seems insuffici-
ent to convince monsieur, I shall be happy te
offer other evidence of the most unexceptionable
kind. My house is only two streets distant.
There my wife and daughter await me, and our
ouré partakes of our little supper at twelve. I
am a little late,” says he, listening, for the
clocks are tolling twelve ; “ however, it is a little
more than two hundred metres, if you will ac-

cept my invitation, and I shall be very happy to -

introduce you to my wife, to my daughter Clo-
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tilde, and to our good curé, who is a most
agreeable man. Pray come, share our little
supper, see what sort of people we are, and in
this way—more agreeable, I hope, than any
other, and certainly less fallacious—you -can
ascertain whether I am Monsieur St. Ange, or
that other gentleman with whom you are 8o ob-
liging as to confound me. Pray come ; it is not '
much—a fricassée, a few cutlets, an omelette,
and a glass of wine. Madame St. Ange will be
charmed to make youracquaintance, my daughter
will sing us a song, and you will say that Mon-
sieur le Curé is really a most entertaining com-
“panion.” '

There was something so simple and thor-
oughly good-natured in this invitation, under
all the circurastances, that Mr. Arden felt a lit-
tle ashamed of his persistent annoyance of so
hospitable a fellow, and for the moment he
was convinced that he must have been in
error.

% Sir,” says David Arden, “I am now convinced
that I must have been mistaken; but I cannot
deny myself the honour of being presented to
Madame St. Ange, and I assure you I am quite
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ashamed of the annoyance I must have caused
you, and I offer a thousand apologies.”

“Not one, pray,” replies the Frenchman, with
great good-humour and gaiety. «1I felicitate
myself on a mistake which promises to result so
happily.”

So side by side, at a leisurely pace, they
pursued their way through these silent streets,
and unaccountably the conviction again gradu-
ally stole over Uncle David that he was actual-
ly walking by the side of Mr. Longcluse.
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CHAPTER XXIX.
A SHORT PARTING.

HE fluctuations of Mr. Arden’s conviction
continued. His new acquaintance chatted
gaily. They passed a transverse street, and
he saw him glance quickly right and left, with
a shrewd eye that did not quite accord with his
careless demeanour. ‘

Here for a moment the moonlight fell fall upon
them, and the effect of this new light was, once
more, to impair Mr. Arden’s confidence in his -
last conclusions about this person. Again he
was at sea as to his identity.

There were the gabble and vociferation of
two women quarrelling in the street to the left,
and three tipsy fellows, marching home, were
singing a trio some way up the street to the
right.

VOL. III. T
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They had encountered but one figure—a
seedy scrivener, slip-shod, shuffling his way to
his garret, with a baize bag of law-papers to
copy in his left hand, and a sheaf of quills in his
right, and a pale, careworn face turned up to-
wards the sky. The streets were growing more
silent and deserted as they proceeded.

He was sauntering onward by the side of this
urbane and garrulous stranger, when, like a
whisper, the thought came, * Take care I”

David Arden stopped short.

“ Eh, bien 1” said his polite companion, stop-
ping simultaneously, and staring in his face a
little grimly.

¢ On reflection, monsieur, it is so late, that I
fear I should hardly reach my hotel in time if I
were to accept your agreeable invitation, and
letters probably await me, which I should, at
least, read to-night.”

“ Surely monsieur will not disappoint me—
surely monsieur is not going to treat me so
oddly ?” expostulated Monsieur St. Ange.

“Good night, sir. Farewell !” said David
Arden, raising his hat as he turned to go.

There intervened not two yards between
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them, and the polite Monsieur St. Ange makes
a stride after him, and:extends his hand—whe-
ther there is a weapon in it I know not ; but he
exclaims fiercely— _

“ Ha ! robber! My purse!”

Fortunately, perhaps, at that momert, from a
lane only a few yards away, emerge two gen-
darmes, and Monsieur St. Ange exclaims, ¢ Ah,
monsieur, mille pardons! Here itis! All safe,
monsieur. Pray excuse my mistake as frankly
as I have excused yours. Adieu!”

Monsienr St. Ange raises his hat, shrugs,
smiles, and withdrew.

Uncle David thought, on the whole, he was
well rid of his ambiguous acquaintance, and
strode along beside the gendarmes, who civilly
directed him upon his way, which he had lost.

So, then, upon Mr. Longcluse’s fortunes the
sun shone ; his star, it would seem, was in the
ascendant. If the evil genius who ruled his
destiny was contending, in a chess game, with
the good angel of Alice Arden, her game seemed
pretty well lost, and the last move near.

When David Arden reached his hotel a note
awaited him, in the hand of the Baron Vanbo-

T 2
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eren. He read it under the gas in the hall. It
said :—

“ We must, in this world, forgive and reconsider many
things. I therefore pardon you, you me. So soon as you
have slept upon our conversation, you will accept an offer
which I cannot modify. I always proportion the burden to
the back. The rich pay me handsomely ; for the poor I
have prescribed and operated, sometimes, for nothing! You
have the good fortune, like myself, to be childlees, wifeless,
and rich. When I take a fancy to a thing, nothing stops
me ; you, no doubt, in like manner. The trouble is some-
thing to me ; the danger, which you count nothing, to me
is much. The compensation I name, estimated without the
circumstances, is large ; compared with my wealth, trifling ;
compared with your wealth, nothing ; as the condition of a
transaction between you and me, therefore, not worth men-
tioning. The accident of last night I can repair. The
oniginal matrix of each mask remains safe in my hands:
from this I can multiply casts ad libitum. Both these ma-
trices I will hammer into powder at twelve o'clock to-mor-
row night, unless my liberal offer shall have been accepted
before that hour. I write to a man of honour. We un-
derstand each other.

¢ EMMANUEL VANBOEREN.”

The ruin, then, was not irretrievable; and
there was time to take advice, and think it
over. In the Baronb}’s brutal letter there was
a coarse logic, not without its weight.

In better spirits David Arden betook himself
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to bed. It vexed him to think of submitting to
the avarice of that wicked old extortioner ; but
to that submission, reluctant as he is, it seems
probable he will come.

And now his thoughts turn upon the hospit-
able Monsieur St. Ange, and he begins, I must
admit not altogether without reason, to reflect
what a fool he has been. He wonders whether
that hospitable and polite gentleman had in-
tended to murder him, at the moment when the
gendarmes so luckily appeared. And in the
midst of his speculations, overpowered by fa~
tigue, he fell asleep, and ate his breakfast next
morning very happily.

Uncle David had none of that small diploma-
tic genius that helps to make a good attorney.
That sort of knowledge of human nature would
have prompted a careless reception of the
Baron’s note, and an entire absence of that
promptitude which seems to imply an anxiety
to seize an offer.

Accordingly, it was at about eleven o’clock in
the morning that he presented himself at the
house of the Baron Vanboeren.

He was not destined to conclude a recon-
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ciliation with that German noble, nor to listen
to his abrupt loquacity, nor ever more to discuss
or negotiate anything whatsoever with him, for
the Baron Vanboeren had been found that
morning close to his hall door on the floor, shot
with no less than three bullets through his
body, and his pipe in both hands clenched to his
blood-soaked breast like a crucifix. The Baron
is not actually dead. He has been hours in-
sensible. He cannot live; and the doctor says
that neither speech nor recollection can return
before he dies. _

By whose hands, for what cause, in what
manner the world had lost that excellent man,
no one could say. A great variety of theories
prevail on the subject. He had sent the old
servant for Pierre la Roche, whom he employed
as a messenger, and he had given him at about
a quarter to eleven a note addressed to David
Arden, Esquire, which was no doubt that which
Mr. Arden had received.

Had Heaven decreed that this investigation
should come to naught? This blow seemed
irremediable.

David Arden, however, had, as I mentioned,
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official friends, and it struck him that he might
through them obtain access to the rooms in
which his intérviews with' the Baron had taken
place; and that an ingenious and patient artist
in plaster might be found who would search out
the matrices, or, at worst, piece the fragments
of the mask together, and so, in part, perhaps,
restore the demolished evidence. It turned
out, however, that the destruction of these
relics was too complete for any such experi-
ments; and all that now remained was, upon
the Baron’s letter of the evening before, to move
in official quarters for a search for those
“matrices” from which it was alleged the
masks were taken.

This subject so engrossed his mind, that it
was not until after his late dinner that he
began once more to think of Monsieur St.
Ange, and his resemblance to Mr. Longcluse;
and a new suspicion began to envelope those '
gentlemen in his imagination. A thought
struck him, and up got Uncle David, leaving
his wine unfinished, and a few minutes more
saw him in the telegraph office, writing the

_following message :—
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* From Monsieur David Arden, etc., to Monsieur Blount,
5, Manchester Buildings, Westminster, London.

¢ Pray telegraph immediately to say whether Mr. Long-
cluse is at his houss, Bolton' Street, Piccadilly.”

No answer reached him that night; but in
the morning he found a telegram dated 11.30 of
the previous night, which said—

“Mr. Longeluse is ill at his house at Richmond—better
to-day.”

To this promptly he replied —

¢ See him, if possible, immediately at Richmond, and say
how he looks. The surrender of the lease in Crown Alley
will be an excuse. See him if there. Ascertan with
certainty where. Telegraph immediately.”

No answer had reached Uncle David at three
o’clock P.M.; he had dispatched his message at
nine. He was impatient, and walked to the
telegraph office to make inquiries, and to
grumble. He sent another message in queru-
lous and peremptory laconics. But no answer
came till near twelve o’clock, when the DHllow-
ing was delivered to him :—

“Yours came while out. Received at 6 P.M. Saw
Lougcluse at Richmond. Looks seedy. Says he is dl right
now.”

He read this twice or thrice, and lowered the
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hand whose fingers held it by the corner, and
looked up, taking a turn or two about the
room ; and he thought what a precious fool he
must have appeared to Monsieur St. Ange, and
then again, with another view of that gentle-
man’s character, what an escape he had possibly
had.

So there was no distraction any longer; and
he directed his mind now exclusively upon the
distinct object of securing possession of the
moulds from which the masks were taken; and
for many reasons it is not likely that very
much will come of his search.
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CHAPTER XXX.
AT MORTLAKE.

VENTS do not stand still at Mortlake. Itis
now about four o’clock on a fine autumnal
afternoon. Since we last saw her, Alice Arden
has not once sought to pass the hall-door. It
would not have been possible to doso. No one
passed that barrier without a scrutiny, and the
aid of the key of the man who kept guard at
the door, as closely as ever did the officer at
the hatch of the debtor’s prison. The suite of
five rooms upstairs, to which Alice is8 now
strictly confined, is not only comfortable, but
luxurious. It had been fitted up for his own
use by Sir Reginald years before he exchanged
it for those rooms downstairs which, as he grew
older, he preferred.
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Levi every day visited the house, and toock a
report of all that was said and planned upstairs,
in a téte-a-téte with Phoebe Chiffinch, in the great
parlour among the portraits. The girl was true
to her young and helpless mistress, and was in
her confidence, outwitting the rascally Jew, who
every time, by Longcluse’s order, bribed her
handsomely for the information that was mis-
leading him.

From Phoebe the young lady concealed no
pang of her agony. Well was it for her that in
their craft they had exchanged the compara-
tively useless Miss Diaper for this poor girl, on
whose apprenticeship to strange ways, and a not
very fastidious life, they relied for a clever and
unscrupulous instrument. Perhaps she had more
than the cunning they reckoned upon. “But I
’av’ took a liking to ye, miss, and they’ll not
make nothing of Phoebe Chiffinch.”

Alice was alone in her room, and Phoebe Chif-
finch came, running up the great staircase sing-
ing, and through the intervening suite of rooms,
entered that in which her young mistress await-
ed her return. Her song falters and dies into
a strange ejaculation, as she passes the door.
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“The Lord be thanked, that’s over and done!”
she exclaims, with a face pale from excitement.*

“ 8it down, Phosbe ; you' are trembling ; you
mrust drink a little water. Are you well?”

“La! quite well, miss,” said Phoebe, more
cheerily, and then burst into tears. She gulped
down some of the water which the frightened
young lady held to her lips, and reco:vering-
quickly, she gets on her feet, and says impa~
tiently—“I'm sure, miss, I don’t know what
makes me such a fool ; but 'm all right now,
ma’am ; and you asked me, the other day, about
the big key of the old back-door lock that I
showed you, and I gaid, though it could not
open no door, I would find a use for it, yet.
So I ’av’, miss.”

“Go on; I recollect perfectly.”

“You remember the bit of parchment I asked
you to write the words on yesterday evening,
miss? They was these: ¢ Passage on the left,
from main passage to housekeeper’s room,” &c.
Well,I was with Mr.Vargers when he locked that
passage up, and it leads to a door in the side of
the ‘ouse, which it opens into the grounds ; and
in that houter door he left a key, and only took
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with him the key of the door at the other end,
which it opens from the ’ousekeeper’s passage.
So all seemed sure—sure it is, so long as you
can't get into that side passage, which it is
locked.” ,

“I understand ; go on, Phoebe._”

% Well, miss, the reason I vallied that key I
showed you so much, was because it’s as like
the key of the side passage as one egg is to
another, only it won’t turn in the lock. So, as
that key I must ’av’, I tacked the bit of parch-
ment you wrote to the ’andle of the other,
which the two matches exactly, and I didn’t
tell you, miss, thinking what a taking you'd be
in, but I went down to try if I could not change
it for the right one.”

“It was kind of you not to tell me; go on,”
said the young lady.

“Well, miss, I ’ad the key in my pocket,
ready to change ; and I knew well how ’twould
be, if I was found out—I'd get the sack, or be
locked up ’ere myself, more likely, and no more
chances for you. Mr. Vargers was in the room
—the porter’s room, they calls it now—and in I
goes. 1 did not see no one there, but Vargers



286 CHECKMATE.

and he was lookin’ sly, I thought, and him and
Mr. Boult has been talking me over, I fancy,
and they don’t quite trust me. So I began to
talk, wheedling him the best I could to let me
go into town for an hour; ’twas only for talk,
for well I knew I shouldn’t get to go; but no-
thing but chaff did he answer. And then, says
I, is Mr. Levice come yet, and he said, he is, but.
he has a second key of the back door, and he
may ’av’ let himself hout. Well, I says, think-
ing to make Vargers jealous, he’s a werry plea-
sant gentleman, a bit too pleasant for me, and
I'm a-going to the kitchen, and I'd .rayther he
wasn’t there, smoking as he often does, and
talking nonsense, when I'm in it. Theres
others that’s nicer, to my fancy, than him—so,
Jest, you go and see, and I'll take care of -
heverything ’ere till you come back—and don’t
you be a minute. There was the keys, lying
along the chimney-piece, at my left, and the big
table, in front, and nothing to hinder me from
changing mine for his, but Vargers’ eye over me.
Little I thought he’d ’av’ bin so ready to do as
Isaid. But he smiled to himself-like, and he
said, he’d go and see. So away he went; and
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I listens at the door till I heard his foot on
the tiles of the passage that goes down by the
’ousekeeper’s room, and the billiard-room, to the
kitchen ; and then, on tip-toe, as quick as light,
I goes to the chimney-piece, and without a
sound, I takes the very key I wanted in my
fingers, and drops it into my pocket, but put-
ting down the other in its place, I knocked
down the big leaden hink-bottle, and didn’t it
make a bang on the floor—and a terrible hoarse
voice roars out from the tother side of the
table—¢ What the devil are you doing there,
huzzy ¥ Saving your presence, miss; and up
gets Mr. Boult, only half awake, looking as mad
as Bedlam, and I thought I would have fainted
away! Who'd ’av’ fancied he was in the room?
- He had his ’ead on the table, and the cloak over
it, and I think, when they ’eard me a-coming
downstairs, they agreed he should’ide hisself
8o, to catch me, while Vargers would leave
the room, to try if I would meddle with the keys,
or the like—and while Mr. Boult was foxing, he -
fell asleep in right earnest. Warn’t it a joke,
miss? So I brazent it hout, miss, the best 1
could, and I threatened to complain to Mr.
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Levi, and said I'd stay no longer, to be talked
to, that way, by sich as he. And Boult could not
tell Vargers' he'was asleep, and so I saw him
count over the keys, and up I ran, singing.”

By this time the girl was on her knees, con-
cealing the key between the beds, with the
others.

“Thank God, Phoebe, you have got it! Baut,
oh! all that is before us still !”

“Yes, there’s work enough, miss. I'll not be
8o frightened no more. Tom Chiffinch, that beat
the Finchley Pet, after ninety good rounds, was
my brother, and I won’t show nothing but pluck,
miss, from this out—you’ll see.”

Alice had proposed writing to summon her
friends to her aid. But Phoebe protested against
that extremely perilous measure. Her friends
were away from London; who could say
where? And she believed that the attempt to
post the letters would miscarry, and that they
were certain to fall into the hands of their
jailors. She insisted that Alice should rely on
the simple plan of escape from Mortlake.

Martha Tansey, it is true, was anxious. She
wondered how it was that she had not once
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heard from her young mistress since her journey
to Yorkshire. And a passage in a letter which
had reached her, from the old servant, at David
Arden’s town house, who had been mystified
by Sir Richard, perplexed and alarmed her
further, by inquiring how Miss Alice looked, and
whether she had been knocked up by the jour-
ney to Arden on Wednesday.

So matters stood.

Each evening Mr. Levi was in attendance, and
this day, according to rule, she went down to
the grand old dining-room.

“ How’sh Miss Chiffinch ?” said the little Jew,
advancing to meet her; “how’sh her grashe the
duchess, in the top o’ the houshe? Ish my Lady
Mount-garret ash proud ash ever?”

“Well, I do think, Mr. Levice, there’s a great
change ; she’s bin growing better the last two
days, and she’s got a letter last night that's
seemed to please her.”

“ Wha’at letter ¥

“ The letter you gave me last night for her.”

“O-oh! Ah! I wonder—eh? Do youhap-
pen to know what wa’azh in that ere letter?”
he asked, in an insinuating whisper.

VOL. IIIL U
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“Not I, Mr. Levice. She don’t trust me not
as far as you'd throw a bull by the tail. You
might’av’ managed that' better. You must ’a
frightened her some way about me. I try to
be agreeable all I can, but she won’t a-look at
me.”

“ Well, I don’t want to know, I’m sure. Did
she talk of going out of doors since ?”

% No; there’s a frost in the hair still, and she
says till that's gone she won’t stir out.”

“That frost will last a bit, I guess. Any more
newshe ?”’

“Nothing.”

“ Wait a minute ’ere,” said Mr. Levi, and he
went into the room beyond this, where she knew
there were writing materials.

She waited some time, and at length took the
liberty of sitting down. She was kept a good
while longer. The sun went down ; the drowsy
crimson that heralds night overspread the sky.
She coughed ; several fits of coughing she tried
at shortintervals. Had Mr. Levice, as she called
him, forgotten her? He came out at length in
the twilight.

“Shtay you 'ere a few minutes more,” said




CHECKMATE. '291

that gentleman, as he walked thoughtfully
through the room and paused.  “You wazh
asking yesterday where izh Sir Richard Harden.
Well, hezh took hishelf off to Harden in York-
shire, and hell not be ’ome again for a
week.” '

Having delivered this piece of intelligence, he
nodded, and slowly went to the hall, and closed
the door carefully as he left the room. She
followed to the door and listened. There was
plainly a little fuss going on in the hall. She
heard feet in motion, and low talking. She was
curious, and would have peeped, but the door
was secured on the outside.

The twilight had deepened, and for the first
time she saw that a ray of candle-light came
through the keyhole from the inner room. She
opened the door softly, and saw a gentleman
writing at the table. Hé was quite alone. He
turned, and rose: a tall, slight gentleman, with
a singular countenance that startled her.

“You are Phoebe Chiffinch,” said a deep, clear:
voioe, sternly, as the gentleman pointed towards
her with the plume end of the pen he held in his
fingers. “I am Mr. Longcluse. 1t is I who have

U2
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sent you two pounds each day by Levi. I hear
you have got it all right.”

The girl curtseyed, and said ¢ Yes, sir,” at
the second effort, for she was startled. He had
taken out and opened his pocket-book.

“Here are ten pounds,” and he handed her a
rustling new note by the corner. “T'll treat you
liberally, but you must speak truth, and do
exactly as you are ordered by Levi.” She curt-~
seyed again. There was something in that
gentleman that frightened her awfully.

“If you do so, I mean to give you a hundred
pounds when this business is over. I have paid
you a8 my servant, and if you deceive me I'll
punish you; and there are two or three little
things they complain of at the ¢ Guy of War-
wick,” and” (he swore a hard oath) “ you shall
hear of them if you do.”

She curtseyed, and felt, not angry, as she
would if anyone else had said it, but frightened,
for Mr. Longcluse’s was a name of power at
Mortlake.

“You gave Miss Arden a letter last night.
You know what was in it ?”

“Yes, sir.”
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“ What was it ?”

“ An offer of marriage from you, sir.”

“Yes: how do you know that?”’

¢« She told me, please, sir.”

"“How did she take it? Come, don’t be
afraid.”

“T'd say it pleased her well, sir.”

He looked at her in much surprise, and was
silent for a time.

He repeated his question, and receiving a simi-
lar answer, reflected on it.

“Yes ; it ts the best way out of her troubles ;
she begins to see that,” he said, with a strange
smile,

He walked to the chimney-piece, and leaned
on it; and forgot the presence of Phoebe. She
was too muchsin awe to make any sign. Turn-
ing, he saw her, suddenly.

“You will receive some directions from Mr.
Levi; take care you understand and execute
them.”

He touched the bell, and Levi opened the
door ; and she and that person walked together
to the foot of the stair, where in a low tone they
talked.
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CHAPTER XXXI.
THE CRISIS.

HEN Phoebe Chiffinch returned to Alice’s
room, it was about ten o’clock; a bril-
liant moon was shining on the old trees, and
thgowing their shadows on the misty grass.
The landscape from these upper windows was
sad and beautiful, and above the distant trees
that were softened by the haze of ight rose the
silvery spire of the old church, in whose vault
her father sleeps with a cold brain, thinking no
more of mortgages and writs.

Alice had been wondering what had detained
her so long, and by the time she arrived had be-
come very much alarmed.

Relieved when she entered, she was again
struck with fear when Phoebe Chiffinch had
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come near enough to enable her to see her face.
She was pale, and with her eyes fixed on her,
raised her finger in warning, and then glanced
- at the door which she had just closed.

Her young mistress got up and approached
her, also growing pale, for she perceived that
danger was at the door.

“I wish there was bolts to these doors.
They’ve got other keys. Never mind ; I know
it all now,” she whispered, as she walked softly
up to the end of the room fartherest from the
door. “I said I'd stand by you, my lady ; don’t
you lose heart. They're coming here in about
an hour.”

“For. God’s sake, what is it?’ said Alice
faintly, her eyes gazing wider and wider, and
her very lips growing white.

“There’s work before us, my lady, and there
must be no fooling,” said the girl, a little stern-
ly. “Mnr. Levice, please, has told me a deal,
and all they expect from me, the villains. Are
you strong enough to take your part in it, miss?
If not, best be quiet ; best for both.”

“Yes ; quite strong, Phoebe. Are we toleave
this ” ‘
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“I hope, miss. We can but try.”

“ There’s light, Phoebe,” she said, glancing
with a shiver from the ' window. “It’s a bright
night.”

“] wish *twas darker ; but mind you what I
say. Longcluse is to be here in an hour. Your
brother’s coming, God help you! and that little
limb o' Satan, that black-eyed, black-nailed,
dirty little Jew, Levice! They’re not in town,
they’re out together near this, where a man is
to meet them with writings. There’s a licence
got, Christie Vargers saw Mr. Longcluse show-

.ing it to your brother, Sir Richard ; and I daren’t
tell Vargers that 'm for you. He’'d never do
nothing to vex Mr. Levice, he daren’t. There’sa
parson here, a rum ’un, you may be sure. I
think I know something about him; Vargers
does. He's in the room now, only 'one away
from this, next the stair-head, and Vargers is
put to keep the door in the same room. All the
doors along, from one room to t'other, is open,
from this to the stairs, except the last, which
Vargers has the key of it; and all the doors
opening from the rooms to the gallery is locked,
80 you can’t get out o’ this ’ere without passing
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through the one where parson is, and Mr. Var-
gers, please.”

“I'll speak to the clergyman,” whispered
Alice, extending her hands towards the far door;
“God be thanked, there’s oné good man here,
and he'll save me!”

“La, bless you, child ! why, that parson had his
two pen’orth long ago, and spends half his nights
in the lock-up.”

“] don’t understand, Phoebe.”

“He had two years. He’s bin in jail, miss,
Vargers says, as often as he has fingers and
toes ; and he’s at his brandy and water as I came
through, with his feet on the fender, and his
pipe in his ‘mouth. He’s here to marry you,
please ’m, to Mr. Longcluse, and there's all the
good kel do you; and your brother will give
you away, miss, and Levice and Vargers for.
witnesses, and me, I dessay. It’s every bit har-
ranged, and they don’t care the rinsing of a
tumbler what you say or do; for, through with:
it, slicks, they’ll go, and say ’twas all right, in
spite of all you can do; and who is there to
make a row about it? Not you, after all’s
done.”
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“ We must get away! Tl lose my life, or I'll
escapel”

Phoebe looked at her in silence. I think she
was measuring her strength, and her nerve, for
the undertaking. '

“ Well, 'm, it’s time it was begun. The time
is come. Here'’s your cloak, miss, I'll tie a hand-
kerchief over my head, if we get out; and here’s
the three keys, betwixt the bed and the mat-
tress.”

. After a moment’s search on her knees, she
produced them.

“The big one and this I'll keep, and you'll
manage this other, please ; take it in your right
hand—you must useit first. Itopens the fardoor
of the room where Vargers is, and if you get
through, you'll be at the stair-head then. Don’t
you come in after me, till you see I have Vargers
engaged another way. Go throughaslightasa
bird flies, and take the key out of the door, at the
other end, when you unlock it ; and close it soft-.
ly, else he’ll see it, and have the houge about.
owr ears ; and you know the big window at the-
drawing-room lobby ; wait in the hollow of that
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window till I come. Do you understand, please,
miss ?” .

Alice did perfectly.

“ Hish-sh !” said the maid, with a prolonged
caution.

A dead silence followed ; for a minute—several
minutes—neither seemed to breathe.

Phoebe whispered at length—

 Now, miss, are you ready ?”

“Yes,” she whispered, and her heart beat for
a moment as if it would suffocate her, and then
was still ; an icy chill stole over her, and as on
tip-toe she followed Phoebe, she felt as if she
glided without weight or contact, like a spirit.

Through a dark room they passed, very soft-
ly, first, a little light under the door showed
that there were candlesin the next. They halt-

ed and listened. Phoebe opened the door and

entered. ‘
Standing back in the shadow, Alice saw the
room and the people in it, distinctly. The par-
son was not the sort of contraband clergyman
she had fancied, by any means, but a thin hectic
man of some four-and-thirty years, only looking
a little dazed by brandy and water, and far gone
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in consumption. Handsome thin features, and
a suit of seedy black, and a white choker, indi-
cated that lost gentleman, who was crying
gilently as he smoked his pipe, I dare say a little
bit tipsy, gazing into the fire, with his fatal
brandy and water at his elbow.

“Eh ! Mr. Vargers, smoking after all I said to
you!” murmured Miss Phoebe severely, advanc-
ing toward her round-shouldered sweetheart,
with her finger raised.

Mr. Vargers replied pleasantly; and as this
tender “chaff” flew lightly between the inter-
locutors, the parson looked still into the
fire, hearing nothing of their play and banter,
but sunk deep in the hell of his sorrowful
memory.

As Phoebe talked on, Vargers grew agreeable
and tender, and, in about three minutes after
her own entrance, she saw with a thrill, imper-
fectly, just with the “ corner of her eye,” some-
thing pass behind them swiftly toward the outer
door. The crisis, then, had come. For a mo-
ment there seemed a sudden light before her
eyes, and then a dark mist ; in anothér, she re-
covered herself.
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' Vargers stood up suddenly.

“Hullo! what's gone with the door there?”
said he, sternly ending their banter.

If he had been looking on her with an eye of
suspicion, he might have seen her colour change.
But Phoebe was quick-witted and prompt, and
saying, in hushed tones—

“ Well, dear, ain’t I a fool, leaving the lady’s
door open? Look ye, now, Mr. Vargers, she’s
lying fast asleep on her bed; and that’s the
reason I took courage to come here and ask a fav-
our. But I'd rayther you'd lock her door, for if
she waked and missed me she’d be out here, and
all the fat in the fire.”

“] dessay you're right, miss,” said he, with a
more business-like gallantry ; and as he shut the
door and fumbled in his pocket for the key, she
stole a look over her shoulder.

The prisoner had got through, and the door
at the other end was closed.

With a secret shudder, she thanked God in
her heart, while with a laugh she slapped Mr.
Vargers’ lusty shoulder, and said wheedlingly,
“ And now for the favour, Mr. Vargers: you
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must let me down to the kitchen for five
minutes.”

A little' more ' banter’and' 'sparring followed,
‘'whiah ended in Vargers kissing her, in spite of
the usual squall and protest; and on his essay-
ing to let her out, and finding the door un-
locked, he swore that it was well she had asked,
as he’d ’av’ got it hot and ’eavy for forgetting to
lock it, when the ¢ swells ” came up. The door
closed upon her: so far the enterprise was suc-
cessful.

She stood at the head of the stairs; she went
down a few steps, and listened ; then cautiously
she descended. The moon shone resplendent
through the great window at the landing below
the drawing-room. It was that at which Uncle
David had paused to listen to the minstrelsy of
of Mr. Longcluse.

Here in that flood of white light stands Alice
Arden, like a statue of horror. The girl, with-
out saying a word, takes her by the cold hand,
and leads her quiékly down to the arch that
opens on the hall.

Just as they reached this point, the door of
the room, at the right of the hall-door, occupied
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by Mr. Boult, who did duty as porter, opens, and
stepping out with a candle in his hand, he calls
in a savage tone—

“What's the row ?”

Phoebe. pushed Alice’s hand in the direction of
the passage that leads to the housekeeper’s
room. For a moment the young lady stands
irresolute. Her presence of mind returns. She
noiselessly takes the hint, and enters the cor-
ridor ; Phoebe advances to answer his challenge.

“ Well, Mr. Boult, and what s the row,
prey ?” she pertly inquires, walking up to that
gentleman, who eyes her sulkily, raising his
candle, and displaying as he does so a big
patch of red on each cheek-bone, indicative of
the brandy, of which he smells potently.

“ What's the row ¥—you're the row! What
brings you down here, Miss Chivvige $”

“My legs! There’s your answer, you cross
boy.” She laughed wheedlingly.

% Then walk you up again, and be d—d.”

“QOh! Mr. Boult.”

«P! Miss Phibbie.” ,

Mr. Boult was speaking thick, and plainly was
in no mood to stand nonsense.
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% Now, Mr. Boult, where’s the good of making
yourself disagreeable ?”

“Look/at, this:'ere,” he) replied, grimly hold-
ing a mighty watch, of some white metal, under
her eyes—*“you know your clock as well as
me, Miss Chavvinge. The gentlemen will be in
this e’re awl, in twenty minutes.”

« All the more need to be quick, Mr. Boult,
sir, and why will you keep me ’ere talking?” she
replies.

“You'll go up them ’ere stairs, youhg ’oman ;
you'll not put a foot in the kitchen to-night,”
he says, more doggedly.

“ Well, we'll see how it will be when they
comes, and 1 tells ’em—¢ Please, gentlemen, the
young lady, which you told me most particular.
to humour her in everything she might call for,
wished a cup of tea, which I went down, having
locked her door first, which here is the key of
it ” and she held it up for the admiration of
Mr. Boult, “¢which I consider it the most im-
portantest key in the ’ouse; and though the
young lady, she lay on her bed a-gasping, poor
thing, for her cup of tea, Mr. Boult, stopt me in
the awl, and swore she shouldn’t have a drop,
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which I could not get it, and went hup again,
for he smelt all over of brandy, and spoke so
wiolent, I daren’t'do 'as'you desired.””

“I don’t smell of brandy; no, I.don’t; do ¥’ he
says, appealing to an imaginary audience. * And
I don’t want to stop you, if so be the case is so.
But you'll come to this door and report yourself
in five minutes’ time, or I’ll tell ’em there’s no
good keepin’ me ’ere no longer. I don’t want
no quarrellin’ nor disputin’, only T'll do my
dooty, and I'm not afraid of man, woman, or
childI”

With which magnanimous sentiment he turned
on his clumsy heel, and entered his apartment
again.

In a moment more Phosbe and Alice were at
the door which admits to a passage leading
literally to the side of the house. This door
Pheebe softly unlocks, and when they had enter-
ed, locks again on the inside. They stood now
on the passage leading to a side door, to which
a few paces brought them. She opensit. The
cold night air enters, and they step out upon
the grass. She locks the door behind them, and

VOL III. X
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throws the key among the nettles that grew in a
thick grove at her right.

 «Hold my hand, my lady; it’s near done
now,” she whispers almost fiercely ; and having
listened for a few seconds, and looked up to see
if any light appeared in the windows, she ven-
tures, with a beating heart, from under the deep
shadow of the gables, into the bright broad
moonlight, and with light steps together they
speed across the grass, and reaches the cover of
a long grove of tall trees and underwood. Allis
silent here.

Soon a distant shouting brings them to a ter-
rible stand-still. Breathlessly Phoebe listens.
No; it was not from the house. They resume
their flight.

Now under the ivy-laden branches of a tall
old tree an owl startles them with its shriek.

As Alice stares around her, when they stop
in such momentary alarm, how strange the
scene looks! How immense and gloomy the
trees about them! How black their limbs
stretch across the moon-lit sky! . How chill and
wild the moonlight spreads over the undulating
sward! What a spectral and exaggerated shape
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all things take in her scared and over-excited
gaze! '

Now they are approaching the long row of
noble beeches that line the boundary of Mort-
lake. The ivy-bowered wall is near them,
and the screen of gigantic hollies that guard
the lonely postern through which Phoebe has
shrewdly chosen to direct their escape.

Thank God! they are at it. In her hand
she holds the key, which shines in the moon-
beams.

Hush! what is this? Voices close to the
door! Step back behind the holly clump, for
your lives, quickly! A key grinds in the lock;
the bolt works rustily ; the door opens, and tall
Mr. Longcluse enters, with every sinister line
and shadow of his pale face marked with a
death-like sternness, in the moonlight. Mr,
Levi enters almost beside him; how white his
big eyeballs gleam, as he steps in under the
same cold light! Who next?

Her brother! Oh, God! The mad impulse
to throw her arms about his neck, and shriek
her wild appeal to his manhood, courage, love,
and stake all on that momentary frenzy !

x 2
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As this group halts in silence, while Sir
Richard locks the door, the Jew directs his big
dark’eyes, as she thinks, right upon Phoebe Chif-
finch, who stands in the shadow, and is therefore,
she faintly hopes, not visible behind the screen of
glittering leaves. Her eyes, nevertheless, meet
his. He advances his head a little, with more
than his usual prying malignity, she thinks.
Her heart flutters, and sinks. She is on the
point of .stepping from her shelter and sur-
rendering. With his cane he strikes at the
leaves, aiming, I dare say, at a moth, for nothing
is quite below his notice, and he likes smashing
even a fly. In this case, having hit or missed
it, he turns his fiery eyes, to the infinite relief
of the girl, another way.

The three men who have thus stept into the
grounds of Mortlake don’t utter a word as thej'
stand there. They now recommence their walk
toward the house. '

Phoebe Chiffinch, breathless, is bolding Alice
Arden’s wrist with a firm grasp. As they brush
the holly-leaves, in passing, the very spra;yé
that touch the dresses of the scared girls are
stirring. The pale group drifts by in silence.
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They have each something to meditate on.
They are not garrulous.  On_they walk, like
three shadows. The distance widens, the
shapes grow fainter. :

“ They’ll soon be at the house, ma’am, and
wild work then. You'll do something for poor
Vargers? Well, time enough! You must not
lose heart now, my lady. You're all right, if
you keep up for ten minutes longer. You
don’t feel faint-like? Good lawk, ma’am ! rouse
up.” _
“I'm better, Phoebe; I'm quite well again.
Come on—come on !”

Carefully, to make as little noise as possible
she turned the key in the lock, and they found
themselves in a narrow lane running by the
wall, and under the old trees of Mortlake.

« Which way $” _

“ Not toward the ¢ Guy of Warwick.” They’ll
soon be in chase of us, and that is the way
they’ll take. ’Twould never do. Come away,
my lady ; it won’t be long till we meet a cab or
something to fetch us where ypu please. Lean
on me. I wish we were away from this wall.
What way do you mean to go ?”
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“To my Uncle David’s house.”

And having exchanged these words, they
pursued their way, side by side, for a time, in
silence.
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CHAPTER XXXII.
PURSUIT.

RRIVED at Mortlake, when Mr. Longcluse
had discovered with certainty the flight
of Alice Arden, his first thought was that Sir
Richard had betrayed him. There was a mo-
mentary paroxysm of insane violence, in which,
if he could only have discovered that he was
the accomplice of Alice’s escape, I think he
would have killed him.

It subsided. How could Alice Arden have
possessed such an influence over this man, who
seemed to hate her? He sat down, and placed
his hand to his broad, pale forehead, his dark
eyes glaring on the floor in, what seemed, an
intensity of thought and passion. He was
geized with a violent trembling fit. It lasted
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only for a few minutes. I sometimes think he
loved that girl desperately, and would have
made her an idolatrous husband.

He walked twice or thrice up and down the -
great parlour in which they sat, and then with.
cold malignity said to Sir Richard—

“But for you she would have married me;
but for you I should have secured her now.
Consider, how shall I settle with you ?”

« Settle how you will—do what you will. I
swear (and he did swear hard enough, if an
oath could do it, to satisfy any man) I've had
nothing to do with it. I've never had a hint that
she meditated leaving this place. I can’t con-
ceive how it was done, nor who managed it,
and I know no more than you do where she is
gone. And he clenched his vehement disclaimer
with an imprecation.

Longcluse was silent for a minute. :

“ She has gone, I assume, to David Arden's
house,” he said, looking down. ¢ There is no
other house to receive her in town, and she does
not know that he is away.still. She knows that
Lady May, and other friends, have gone. She’s
there. The will makes you, colourably, her




CHECKMATE. 313

guardian. You shall claim the custody of her
' person. W¢e'll go there, and remove her.”

Old Sir Reginald’s will, I may remark, had
been made years before, when Richard was not
twenty-two, and Alice little more than a child,
and the Baronet and his son good friends.

He stalked out. At the steps was his trap,
which was there to take Levi into town. That
gentleman, I need not say, he did not treat
with much ceremony. He mounted, and Sir
Richard Arden beside him; and, leaving the
Jew to shift for himself, he drove at a furious
pace down the avenue. The porter placed
there by Longcluse, of course, opened the gate
instantaneously at his call. Outside stood a
cab, with a trunk on it. An old woman at the
lodge-window, knocking and clamouring, sought
admission. :

“Let no one in,” said Longcluse sternly to
the man, who locked the iron gate on their
passing out. '

 “Hallo! What brings ker here? That’s the
old housekeeper!” said Longcluse, pulling up
suddenly.

It was quite true, Her growing uneasiness
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about Alice had recalled the old woman from
the North. Martha Tansey, who had heard
the clang of the gate and the sound of wheels
and hoofs, turned about and came to the side of
the tax-cart, over which Longcluse was leaning.
In the brilliant moonlight, on the white road,
the branches cast a network of black shadow.
A patch of light fell clear on the side of the
trap, and on Longcluse’s ungloved hand as he
leaned on it.

«“ Here am I, Martha Tansey, has lived fifty
year wi’ the family, and what for am I shut out
of Mortlake now %” she demanded, with stern
audacity.

A sudden change, however, came over her
countenance, which contracted in horror, and
her old eyes opened wide and white, as she
gazed on the back of Longcluse’s hand, on
which was a peculiar star-shaped scar. She
drew back with a low sound, like the growl of
a wicked old cat; it rose gradually to such a
yell and a cry to God as made Richard’s blood
run cold, and lifting her hand toward her tem-
ple, waveringly, the old woman staggered
back, and fell in & faint on the road.
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Longcluse jumped down and hammered at
the window. ¢ Hallo!” he cried to the man,
“gend one of your people with this old woman;
she’s ill. Let her go in that cab to Sir Richard
Arden’s house in town ; you know it.” And he
cried to the cabman, “ Lift her in, will you ?”

And having done his devoir thus by the old
woman, he springs again into his tax-cart,
snatches the reins ‘from Sir Richard, and drives
on at a savage pace for town. '

Longcluse threw the reins to Sir Richard -
when they reached David Arden’s house, and
himself thundered at the door.

They had searched Mortlake House for Alice,
and that vain quest had not wasted more than
half an hour. He rightly conjectured that if
Alice had fled to David Arden’s house, some of
the servants who received her must be still on
the alert. The door is opened promptly by an
elderly servant woman.

“Sir Richard Arden is at the door, and he
wants to know whether his sister, Miss Arden,
has arrived here from Mortlake.”

“Yes, sir; she’s upstairs; but not by no
meaus well, sir.”
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Longcluse stepped in, to secure a footing,
and beckoning excitedly to Sir Richard, called,
“Come in ; all right. ' Don’t mind the horse ; it
will take its chance.” He walked impatiently
to the foot of the stairs, and turned again to-
ward the street door.

At this moment, and before Sir Richard had
time to come in, there come swarming out of
David Arden’s study, most unexpectedly, near-
ly a dozen men, more than half of whom are in.
the garb of gentlemen, and some three of them
police. Uncle David himself, in deep conversa-
tion with two gentlemen, one of whom is plac-
ing in his breast-pocket a paper which he has
Jjust folded, leads the way into the hall.

As they there stand for a minute under the
lamp, Mr. Longcluse, gazing at him sternly
from the stair, caught his eye. Old David
Arden stepped back a little, growing pale, with
a sudden frown.

“ Oh! Mr. Arden 1” says Longcluse, advancing
as if he had come in search of him,

“ That’s enough, sir,” cries Mr, Arden, extend-
ing his hand peremptorily toward him ; and he
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adds with a glance at the constables, « There’s
the man. That is Walter Longcluse.”

Longecluse/'glancés”'over This shoulder; and
then grimly at the group before him, and
gathered himself as if for a struggle; the next
moment he walks forward frankly, and asks,
“ What is the meaning of all this ¢’
~ “A warrant, sir,” answers the foremost police-
man, clutching him by the collar.

“No use, sir, making a row,” expostulates the
next, also catching him by the collar and arm.

“Mr. Arden, can you explain this?” says Mr.
Longcluse coolly.

“You may as well give in quiet,” says the
third policeman, producing the warrant. “A
warrant for murder. Walter Ldngcluse, alias
Yelland Mace, I arrest you in the Queen’s
name.”

“There’s a magistratehere? Oh! yes, I see.
How d’ye do, Mr. Harman? My nameis Long-
cluse, a8 you know. The name Mays, or any
other alias, you'll not insult me by applying to
me, if you please. Of course this is obviousand
utter trumpery. Are there informations, or what
the devil is it ?”
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“ They have just been sworn before me, sir,’
answered the magistrate, who was a little man,
with a wave 'of his'hand-and his head high.

“ Well, really! don’t you see the absurdity?
Upon my soul! It ¢s really too ridiculousj
You won’t inconvenience me, of course, un-
necessarily. My own recognisance, I suppose,
will do "

% Can’t entertain your application; quite out
of the question,” said his worship, with his hands
in his pockets, rising slightly on his toes, and
descending on his heels, as he delivered this sen-
tence with a stoical shake of his head.

“You'll send for my attorney, of course? Fm
not to be humbugged, you know.”

“] must tell you, Mr. Longcluse, I can’tlisten
to such language,” observes Mr. Harman sub-
limely.

“If you have informations, they are the
dreams of a madman. I don’t blame any one
here. I say, policeman, you need not hold me
quite so hard. I only say, joke or earnest, I
can’t make head or tail of it ; and there'’s not a
manin London who won’t be shocked to hear
how I've been treated. Once more, Mr. Harman,
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I tender bail, any amount. It’s too ridiculous
- You can’t really have a difficulty.”

“The informations are very strong, sir, and
the offence, you know as well as I do, Mr. Long-
cluse, is not bailable.”

Mr., Longcluse shrugged, and laughed gently.

“I may have a cab or something? My trap’s
at the door. It’s not solemn enough, eh, Mr.
Harman? Will you tell one of your fellows to
pick up a cab? Perhaps, Mr. Arden, you'll allow
me a chair to sit down upon ?”

“You can sit in the study, if you please,”
says David Arden.

And Longcluse enters the room with the
police about him, while the servant goes to look
for a cab. Sir Richard Arden, you may be sure,
was not there. He saw that something was
wrong, and he had got away to his own house.
On arriving there, he sent to make inquiry,
cautiously, at his uncle’s, and thus learned the
truth.

Standing at the window, he saw his mes-
senger return, let him in himself, and then con-
sidered, as well as a man in so critical and
terrifying a situation can, the wisest course for
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him to adopt. The simple one of flight he ulti-
mately resolved on. He knew that Longcluse-
had still\two, éxecutions/against him, on which
at any moment he might arrest him. He knew
that he might launch at him at any moment the
thunderbolt which would blast him. He must
wait, however, until the morning had confirmed
the news ; that certain, he dared not act.

With a cold and fearless bearing, Longcluse
had by this time entered the dreadful door of
a prison. His attorney was with him nearly the
entire night.

David Arden, as he promised, had dictated to
him in outline the awful case he had massed
against his client.

“I don’t want any man taken by surprise or
at disadvantage; I simply wish for truth,”
said he.

A copy of the written statement of Paul
Davies, whatever it was worth, duly witnessed,
was already in his hands ; the sworn depositions
of the same person, made in his last illness, were
also there. There were also the sworn deposi-
tions of Vanboeren, who kad, after all, recovered
speech and recollection; and a deposition, be-
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sides, very unexpected, of old Martha Tansey,
who swore distinctly to the scar, a very peculiar
mark indeed, on the back of his left hand. This
the old woman had recognised with horror, ata
moment 8o similar, as the scar, long forgotten,
which she had for a terrible moment, seen on
the hand of Yelland Mace, as he clutched the
rail of the gig, while engaged in the murder.

The plaster masks, which figured in the affi-
davits of Vanboeren, and of David Arden, were
re-cast from the moulds, and made an effectual
identification, corroborated, in a measure, by
Mr. Plumes’ silhouette of Yelland Mace.

Other surviving witnesses had also turned up,
who had deposed when the murder of Harry
Arden was a recent event. The whole case was,
in the eyes of the attorney, a very awful one.
Mr. Longcluse’s counsel was called up, like &
physician whose patient is in extremis, at dead
of night, and had a talk with the attorney, and
kept his notes to ponder over.

As early as prison rules would permit, he was
with Mr. Longcluse, where thie attorney awaited
him.

Mr. Blinkinsop looked very gloomy.

VOL. IIIL. Y
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“Do you despair?” asked Mr. Longcluse
sharply, after a long disquisition.

“ Let me ask you one question, Mr. Longcluse.
You have, before I ask it, I assume, implicit
confidence in us; am I right ”

¢ Certainly—implicit.”

“If you are iunocent we might venture on a
line of defence which may possibly break down
the case for the Crown. If you are guilty, that
line would be fatal.” He hesitated, and looked
at Mr. Longcluse.

“] know such a question has been asked in
like circumstances, and I have no hesitation in
telling you that I am not innocent. Assume my
guilt.”

The attorney, who had been drumming a little
tattoo on the table, watches Longcluse earnestly
as he speaks, suspending his tune, now lowers
his eyes to the table, and resumed his drumming
slowly with a very dismal countenance. He had
been talking over the chances with this eminent
counsel, Mr. Blinkinsop, Q.C., and he knew what
his opinion would now be.

“ One effect of a judgment in this case is for-

“feiture ?” inquired Mr. Longcluse.
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“ Yes,” answered counsel.
“ Everything, goes to,the| Crown, ¢h ?”
- “Yes; clearly.”

“Well, I have neither wife nor children. I
need not care ; but suppose I make my will now ;
that's a good will, ain’t it, between this and
judgment, if things should go wrong %’

¢ Certainly,” said Mr. Blinkinsop. “No judg-
ment no forfeiture.”

“ And now, doctor, don’t be afraid; tell me
truly, shall I do?” said Mr. Longcluse, leaning
back, and looking darkly and steadily in his
face.

“It is a nasty case.”

“Don’t be afraid, I say. I should like to
know, are the chances two to one against me?”’

“I'm afraid they are.”

“Ten to one? Pray say what you think.”

¢ Well, I think so0.”

Mr. Longcluse grew paler. They were all
three silent. After about a minute, he said, in
a very low tone—

“You don’t think I have a chance? Don’t
mislead me.” ‘

« It is very gloomy.”
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Mr. Longecluse pressed his hand to his mouth.
There was a silence. Perhaps he wished to hide
some nervous movemeéntthere. He stood up,
walked about a little, and then stood by Mr.
Blinkinsop’s chair, with his fingers on the back
of it. :

“We must make a great fight of this,” said
Mr. Longcluse suddenly. “ We'll fight it hard ;
we must win it. We shall win it, by——"

And after a short pause, he added gently—

“ That will do. I think I'll rest now ; more,
perhaps, another time. Good-bye.”

As they left the room, he signed to the at-
torney to stay.

“1 have something for you—a word or two.”:

The attorney turned back, and they remained
closeted for a time.




CHAPTER XXXIII.

CONCLUSION.

IR RICHARD ARDEN had learned how mat-

ters were with Mr. Longcluse. He hesi-

tated. Flight might provoke action of the kind
for which there seemed no longer a motive.

In an agony of dubitation, as the day wore
on, he was interrupted. Mr. Rooke, Mr. Long-
cluse’s attorney, had called. There was no good
in shirking a meeting. He was shown iu.

“This is for you, Sir Richard,” said Mr.
Rooke, presenting a large letter. * Mr. Long-
cluse wrote it about three hours ago, and re-
quested me to place it in your own hand, as I
now do.” )

“It is not any legal paper——" began Sir
Richard.

“] haven't an idea,” answered he. ¢ He
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gave it to me thus. I had some things to do
for him afterwards, and a call to make, at his
desire,at''Mr.) David'Arden’s., When I got
home I was sent for again. I suppose you heard
the news ?” )

“No; what is it ?”

“Oh, dear, really! They have heard it some
time at Mr. Arden’s. You didn’t hear about
Mr. Longcluse ?”

“No, nothing, excepting what we all know—
his arrest.”

The attorney’s countenance darkened, and he '
said, dropping his voice as low as he would
have given a message in church—

% Oh, poor gentleman ! he died to-day. Some
kind of fit, I believe ; he's gone I”

Then Mr. Rooke went into particulars, so far
a8 he knew them, and mentioned that the
coroner’s inquest would be held that afternoon ;
and so he departed.

Unmixed satisfaction accompanied the hear-
ing- of this news in Sir Richard’s mind. But
with reflection came the terrifying question,
“ Has Levi got hold of that instrument of tor-
ture and ruin—the forged signature ?”
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In this new horror he saw the envelope which
Rooke had handed to him, upon the table. He
opened it, and/saw the) forged deed. Written
across it, in Longcluse’s hand, were the words—

¢ Paid by W. Longcluse before due.

“W. LONGCLUSE.”

That day’s date was added.

So the evidence of his guilt was no longer in
the hands of a stranger, and Sir Richard Arden
was saved.

David Arden had already received under like
circumstances, and by the same hand, two
papers of immense importance. The first writ-
ten in Rooke’s hand and duly witnessed, was a
very short will, signed by the testator, Walter
Longcluse, and leaving his enormous wealth ab-

‘solutely to David Arden. The second was a
letter which attached a trust to this bequest.
The letter said—

I am the son of Edwin Raikes, your cousin. He had
cast me off for my vices, when I committed the crime, not
intended to have amounted to murder. It was Harry Ar-
den’s determined resistance and my danger that cost him his
life. I did kill Lebas. I could not help it. He was a fool,

and might have ruined me; and that villain, Vanboeren,
has spoken truth for once.



328 CHECKMATE.

T meant to set up the Arden family in my person. I
should have taken the name. My father relented on his
death-bed, and left me his money. I went to New York,
and received'it.''I' made 'a-'new start in life. On the
Bourse in Paris, and in Vieana, I made a fortune by specu-
lation : I improved it in London. You take it all by my
will. Do with half the interest as you please, during your
lifetime. The other half pay to Miss Alice Arden, and the
entire capital you are to secure to her on your death.

I had taken assignments of all the mortgages affecting
the Arden estates. They must go to Miss Arden, and be
secured unalienably to her.

“ My life has been arduous and direful. That miserable
crime hung over me, and its dangers impeded me at every
turn.

‘¢ You have played your game well, but with all the odds
of the position in your favour. I am tired, beaten. The
match is over, and you may rise now and say Checkmate.

* WALTER LONGCLUSE."”

That Longcluse had committed suicide, of
course I can have no doubt. It must have been’
effected by some unusually subtle poison. The
post-mortem examination failed to discover its
presence. But there was found in his desk a
curious paper, in French, published about five

" months before, upon certain vegetable poisons,
whose presence in the system no chemical test
detects, and no external trace records. This
paper was noted here and there on the margin,
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and had been obviously carefully read. Any of
these tinctures he could without much trouble
have procuréd/fYom Patis.CCBut-no distinct light
was ever thrown upon this inquiry.

In a small and lonely house, tenanted by
Longcluse, in the then less crowded region of
Richmond, were found proofs, no longer needed,
of Longecluse’s identity, both with the horseman
who had met Paul Davies on Hampstead Heath,
and the person who crossed the Channel from
Southampton with David Arden, and afterwards
met him in the streets of Paris, as we have seen.
There he had been watching his movements,
and traced him, with dreadful suspicion, to the
house of Vanboeren. The turn of a die had de-
termined the 'fate of David Arden that night.
Longcluse had afterwards watched and seized
an opportunity of entering Vanboeren’s house.
He knew that the Baron expected the return of
his messenger, rang the bell, and was admitted.
The old servant had gone to her bed, and was
far away in that vast house.

Longcluse would have stabbed him, but the
Baron recognized him, and sprang back with a
yell. Instantly Longcluse had used his revolver;
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but before he could make assurance doubly sure,
his quick ear detected a step outside. He then
mude his/exit ‘through/al window into a deserted
lane at the side of the house, and had not lost a
moment in commencing his flight for London.
With respect to the murder of Lebas, the
letter of Longcluse pretty nearly explains it.
That unlucky Frenchmau had attended him
through his recovery under the hands of Van-
boeren ; and Longcluse feared to trust, asit now
might turn out, his life in his giddy keeping.
Of course, Lebas had no idea of the nature of
his crime, or that in England was the scene of
its perpetration. Longcluse had made up his
mind promptly on the night of the billiard-
match played in the Saloon Tavern. When
every eye was fixed upon the balls, he and Lebas
met, as they had ultimately agreed, in the
smoking-room. A momentary meeting it was
to have been. The dagger which he placed in
his keeping, Longcluse plunged into his heart. -
In the stream of blood that instantaneously
flowed from the wound Longcluse stepped, and
made one distinct impression of his boot-sole on
the boards. A tracing of this Paul Davies had
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made, and had got the signatures of two or three
respectable Londoners before the room filled,
attesting its accuracy, he affecting, while he did
80, to be a member of the detective police, from
which body, for a piece of over-cleverness, he
had been only a few weeks before dismissed.
Having made his tracing, he obscured the blood-
mark on the floor.

The opportunity of distinguishing himself at
his old craft, to the prejudice of the force, whom
he would have liked to mortify, while earning,
perhaps, his own restoration, was his first object.
The delicacy of the shape of the boot struck him
next. He then remembered having seen Long-
cluse—and his was the only eye that observed
him—pass swiftly from the passage leading to
the smoking-room at the beginning of the game.
His'mind had now matter to work upon; and
hence his visit to Bolton Street to secure posses-
sion of the boot, which he did by an audacious
ruse. '

His subsequent interview with Mr. Longcluse,
in presence of David Arden, was simply a con-
certed piece of acting, on which Longcluse, when
he had made his terms with Davies, insisted,
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a8 a security against the re-opening of the ex-
tortion.

Nothing'willinduce’'Alice to accept one fars
thing of Longcluse’s magnificent legacy. Se-
cretly Uncle David is resolved to make it up to
her from his own wealth, which is very great.

Richard Arden’s story is not known to any
living person but the Jew Levi, and vaguely to
his sister, in whose mind it remains as something
horrible, but never approached.

Levi keeps the secret for reasons more cogent
than charitable. First he kept it to himself as
a future instrument of profit. But on his insin-
uating something that promised such relations
to Sir Richard, the young gentleman met it
with so bold a front, with fury so unaffected,
and with threats ‘so alarming, founded upon a
trifling matter of which the Jew had never sus-
pected bis knowledge, that Mr, Levi has not ven-
tured either to “ utilise” his knowledge, in a pro-
fitable way, or afterwards to circulate the story
for the solace of his malice. They seem, in Mr.
Rooke’s phrase, to have turned their backs on
one another; and as some years have passed,
.and lapse of time does not improve the case of
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a person in Mr. Levi's position, we may safely
assume that he will never dare to circulate any
definite stories’ to''Sir' Richard’s prejudice. A
sufficient motive, indeed, for doing so exists no
longer, for Sir Richard, who had lived an unset-
tled life travelling on the Continent, and etill
playing at foreign tables when he could afford
it, died suddenly at Florence in the autumn
of ’69.

Vivian Darnley has been in *the House,”
now, nearly four years. Uncle David is very
proud of him ; and more impartial people think
that he will, at last, take an honourable place in
that assembly. His last speech has been spoken
of everywhere with applause. David Arden’s
immensely increaged wealth enables him to en-
tertain very magnificent plans for this young
man. Heintends that he shall take the name
of Arden, and earn the transimission of the title,
or the distinction of a greater one.

A year ago Vivian Darnley married Alice Ar-
den, and no two people can be happier.

Lady May, although her girlish ways have
not forsaken her, has no present thoughts of
making any man happy. She had a great cry

*
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all to herself when Sir Richard died, and she now
persuades herself that he never meant one word
he said of her, and that if the truth were known,
although after that day she never spoke to
him more, he had never really cared for more
than one woman on earth. It was all spite of
that odious Lady Wynderbroke!

Alice has never seen Mortlake since the night
of her flight from its walls. .

The two old servants, Crozier and Martha
Tansey, whose acquaintance we made in that
suburban seat of the Ardens, are both, I am glad
to say, living still, and extremely comfortable.

Pheebe Chiffinch, I am glad to add, was jilted
by her uninteresting lover, who little knew
what a fortune he was slighting. His desertion
does not seem to have broken her heart, or at
all affected her spirits. The gratitude of Alice
Arden has established her in the prosperous
little Yorkshire town, the steep roofs, chimneys,
and church tower of which are visible, among
the trees, from the windows of Arden Court.
She is the energetic and popular proprietress of
the ¢ Cat and Fiddle,” to which thriving inn, at
a nominal rent, a valuable farm is attached. A
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fortune of two thousand pounds from the same
grateful friend awaits her marriage, which can’t
be far off, with the handsome son of rich farmer
Shackleton. '

THE END.

LONDON: PRINTED BY MACDONALD AND TUGWELL, BLENHEIM ROUSE.
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“The pleasantest and most informing book about Oxford that has ever been

written. - Whilst these volumes will be eagerly perused by the sons of Alma Mater,
they will be read with scarcely less interest by the general reader.”—Post.
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18, GREAT MARLBOROUGH STREET.

MESSRS. HURST AND BLACKETT'S
LIST OF NEW WORKS.

FAIR FRANCE: IMPRESSIONS OF A TRAVELLER.
113y the Author of | JorN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN,” &c. 1 vol. 8vo.

bs.
“A book of value and importance, and which is very agreeable reading. It is

bright and spirited, and evinces as much as ever the acuteness of perception and
the powers of observation of the writer.”"—Post.

“ A pleasant book, conceived in & large, kindly, and liberal spirit."—Daily News.
“ Thh volume will be found pleasaunt reading.”—Athengum.
A good book on France is just now most welcome, and this is emphatically &
‘ood book. It is charmingly readable."—Gbe.

“This is & truly fascinating volume. The book has nothing to do with the present
crisis. It is La Belle France :—Paris, with its qniot churches and its gay carnival
crowds, and the old provincial cities like Caen and Chartres—that is here described
as it was before the black waves of invasion rolled over the land. Years must pass
before it will be ble for any to see Fair Franee as our author was privileged
to see her; and this lends a special interest to the pictures here presented to us.
There is much um is very beautiful and charming in these recollections. This it
is hardly necessary to say to any who know and can appreciate the suthor of
* John Halifax.' "—Echo.

A HUNTER'S ADVENTURES IN THE GREAT
WEST. By ParkEr GruLMore (“ Ubique™), author of * Gun, Rod,
and Saddle,” &c. 1 vol. 8vo, with Illustrations. 15s.

“ A good volume of sports and spirited adventure. 'We have thoroughly enjoyed

Mr. Gillmore's work. ?owonld be difficult to speak in too high terms of his pluck,
enterprise and energy."—~Pall Mall Gazette.

* An interesting, amusing, and instructive book.”"—ZEzaméner.

“ A vol of ding 1 t, full of exciting and spiritedly told adventure.”
—Sunday Times.

“ An agreeable and interesting book."—O0bserver.

“Mr. Gillmore 18 & keen sportsman and a fearless explorer. His work 1s fall of
interest and adventure, and is as well written as it is. amusing."—Messenger.

A TOUR ROUND ENGLAND. By WALTER

THORNBURY. 2 vols, post 8vo, with Illustrations. 24s.

¢« Mr. Thornbury is deservedly popular as & pleasant, genial writer, and has writ-
ten two most amusing volumes on some of the most interesting pla.ces in Eng-
land, which we have read with considerable interest, and can heartily recom-
mend."—Ezaminer.

“ All who know Mr. Thornbury's racy, vivid, and vigorous style, and his plea-
sant and graceful way of presenting information to the reader, will be sure to
become familiar with his travels through England."—Dasly Telegraph.

“The reader can scarcely fail to find in this book man pictnrssque incidents and
legendary anecdotes alike new and eneertainlng."—Pau Mall

“English tourists ahonld got ¥ Mr. 'I‘hombury s charming book. It contains a large
t of topog 1, and social gossip."—Sun.

“This book is certain to be popular, and deserves to be widely circulated. It
abounds in entertaining and valuable information and really interesting reminis-
cences. It is rich in anecdote, history, and local traditions. The work, too, is
emphatically a useful one, affording reading at once llﬁog and pleasant, and proﬂt-
able and instructive. It is the very book for all sorts of k Socletles and Libr.rlel.
and will come in admirably for seaside reading.''— Literary




18, GREAT MARLBOROUGH STREET.

MESSRS. HURST AND BLACKETT’S
NEW WORKS—Continued.

FREE RUSSIA. By W. HepworTH D1xoN, Author
of “New America,” * Her Majesty's Tower,” &c. Third Edition.
2 vols. 8vo, with Coloured Dlustrations. 30s.

“Mr. Dixon's book will be certain not only to interest but to please its readers
and it deserves to do so. It contains & great deal that is wonh{‘ of attention, and
is likely to produce & very useful effect. e ignorance of the English people
with respect to Russia has long been so dense that we cannot avoid being grateful
to a writer who has taken the trouble to make personal acquaintance with that
seldom-visited land, and to bring before the eyes of his countrymen a picture of
its scenery and its people, which is 80 novel and interesting that it can scarcely
fail to arrest their attention."—Saturday Review.

“We claim for Mr. Dixon the merit of having treated his subject in & fresh and

1 manner. He has done his best to see with his own eyes the vast country

which he describes, and he has visited some parts of the land with which few
even among its nnives are umnm. and he has had the advantage of being
into p ber of those Russians whose opinions

are of most wenght. The consemco is, that he has been able to lay before
ia and the Russian people as cannot fail to

k4

“‘

them."
“Mr. Dixon has invented & good title for his volumes on Russia. The chapter on
Lomonosoff, the peasant poet, is one of the best in the book, and the chapter on
Kief is oqua.lly good. He gives an interesting and highly g‘omresque account of
the working of the jury system in a case h he himself saw tried. The de-
scriptions of the peasant villages, and of the habits and of the Y,
are very good; in fact, the descriptions are excellent throughout the work."—Times.

“ Mr. Dixon has succeeded in producing a book which is at once highly valuable
and eminently readable. In our judgment it is superior to any work that has
g’h roceeded from Mr. Dixon's pen, and we heartily recommend it to our readers.

e information he conveys is very great, his judgments are evidently the result
of much reflection, and his style is singularly forcible and picturesque.”"—Standard.

“ We heartily commend these volumes to all who wish either for instruction or
relaxation.”—Examiner.

¢ In these picturesque and fascinating volumes, Mr. Dixon ca.rrles his readers
over a wide range of country, from the Arctic Sea to the southern slopes of the
Ural range, from the straits of Yenikale to the Gulf of Riga, and, by the force of
drisk, nervous and picturesque language, makes them realize the scenery, man-
ners, politics, poetry of every mile of ground over which he conducts them."—
Morning Post

“ Mr. Dixon's ‘ Free Russia,’ is another valnable addition to the books of travel
which he has given us. It reveals to our view the great mysterious people of
Eastern Europe."—Daily Telegraph.

“This is & more important and remarkable work upon the great Muscovite
Empire than any foreign traveller has ever even attempted, much less accom-

plished. Thanks to the writer of these splendid volumes, ‘ Free Russia ' is brought
olesrly. boldly, vividly, com rehensively, and ynt minutely, within the ken of
every intelligent reading Englishman. The book is in many parts as enthralling
a8 a romance, besides being tull of life and charaeter."—Sun

“We are bound to award to Mr. Dixon the highest praise for the skill with
which he has constructed a book at once full of interest and information. ‘Free
Russia ' differs widely from an ordinary book of travels; for, in Llace of being a
mere itinerary, it is & masterly analysis of Russian mlety in its more salient
points.”"—Observer.

«+Free Russia ' {8 one of the most remarkable books that has ever been written
in our times, of 'th:‘ll value of which it is impossible to speak in terms too highly

Y. —adessenger.

“Mr. Dixon is delightfully readable. ‘Free Russia’ has afforded us a great deal

of pleagure. It is the best work of its clever and versatile author."—Ilustrated News.
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MESSRS. HURST AND BLACKETT’S
NEW WORKS—Continued.

VOL. I. OF HER MAJESTY’S TOWER. By W.
HEPWORTH DIXON. DEDICATED BY EXPRESS PERMIS-
SION TO THE QUEEN. Sirth Edition. Demy 8vo. 15s.

Cowrxrs:—The Plle—Inner Ward and Outer Ward—The Wharf—River Rights—
The White Tower—Charles of Orleans—Uncle Gloucester—Prison Rules—Beau-
champ Tower—The good Lord Cobham—King and Cardinal—The Pilgrimage
of Grace—Madge Cheyne—Heirs to the Crown—The Nine Days’ Queen—De-
throned—The Men of Kent—Courtney—No Cross no Crown—Cranmer, Lati-

r, Ridley—White Roses—Princess Margaret—Plot and Counterplot—Mon-
sieur Charles—Bishop of Ross—Murder of Northumberland—Philip the Con-
fessor—Mass in the Tower—Sir Walter Raleigh—The Arabella Plot—Raleigh's
Walk—The Villain Waad—The Garden House—The Brick Tower.

“From first to last this volume overflows with, new information and original
lhmh'.. with poeﬂ& and picture. In these fascinating pages Mr. Dixen dis-
t of the historian, and the hlstorlc blompher. w-lth

the insight, art, humou.r and accurate knowledge which never fail
undertakes to ill the d of our national story. "-—HommgPa&

4 We earnestly recommend this remarkable volume to those in quest of ammuse-
ment and instruction, at once solid and refined. It 15 8 most eloqnent and graphic
historical narrative, by a ripe scholar and an ter of English die-
tion, and & valuable commentary on the social upect of medisval and Tudor civil-
ization. In Mr. Dixon's are related some of the most moving records of
human flesh and blood to w! hnmm ear could listen."—>Daily Telegraph.

“It is needless to .{l that Mr. Dixon clothes the gray stones of the old Tower
with a new and more living interest than most of us have felt before. It is need-
less t0 say that the stories are admirably told, for Mr. Dixon's style is fall of vigour
and liveliness, and he wounld make a far duller subject than this tale of tragic suf-
{ and herolsm into an interesting volume. This book is as fascinating as a good
novel, yet it has all the truth of veritable history.”—»Daily News.

“1t is imy ible to praise too hly this most emn.nclng history. A better
book has seldom, and a brighter one has never, been issued to the world by any
master of the doughtlnl art of historic illustration."—Star.

“We can recommend Mr. Dixon's work. It will enhance his ::Imuﬁou.
Tho whole is lngly ‘written, and there is a life, & spirit, and a reality about
risoners of the Tower, which give the work the
lntemt of & rommee. ¢ Her Majesty's Tower’ is likely to become one of the most
popular contributions to history."—Standard.

“ In many this noble vol Ia Mr. Dixon‘a muwrpleca. The book ise
mlcroeo.m of our English hlstorgn t it is d with an
kable for its vi plicity a8 for its luminous picturesqueness. It

moro than sustains Mr. Dixon's reputation. It enhances it."—Sun.

* This is & work of great value. It cannot fail to be largely popular and to main-
tain its author's It beas hout the marks of careful study, keen
observation, and that power of seizing upon those points of a story that are of real
importance, which is the most precious possession of the historian. To all historic
documents, ancient and modern, Mr. Dixon has had unequalled facilities of accees,
and his work will in future be the tru.sted and popular history of the Tower. He
has succeeded in giving a sp of English history."—Globe.

“This charming volume will be t.he most permmently pular of all Mr. Dixon's
works. Under the treatment of so practised a master o?oour English tongue the
-wry of the Tower becomes more fascinating than the daintiest of romancea.'—

Ezaminer.
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MESSRS. HURST AND BLACKETT’S
NEW WORKS—~Continued.

VOL. II. OF HER MAJESTY'S TOWER. By
W. HEPWORTH; DIXON:; (DEDIGATED BY EXPRESS PER-
MISSION TO THE QUEEN. Sizth Edition. Demy 8vo. 15s.

ConTeNTS :—The Anglo-Spanish Plot—Facti at Court—Lord Grey of Wilton—
Old English Catholics—The English Jesuits—White Webbs—The Priests’ Plot
—Wilton Court—Last of a Noble Line—Powder-Plot Room—Guy Fawkes—
Origin of the Plot—Vinegar House—Conspiracy at Large—The Jesuit's Move—
In London—November, 1605—Hunted Down—In the Tower—Search for Gar-
net—End of the English Jesuits—The Catholic Lords—Harry Percy—The
‘Wizard Earl—A Real Arabella Plot—William Seymour—The Escape—Pursuit
—Dead in the Tower—Lady Frances Howard—Robert Carr—Powder Poisoning.

FroM THE ToMEs:—‘ All the civilized world—English, Continental, and Ame-
rican—takes an interest in the Tower of London. The Tower is the stage
upon which has been enacted some of the grandest dramas and saddest tragedies
in our national annals. If, in imagination, we take our stand on those time-worn
walls, and let century after century flit past us, we shall see in duo succession the
majority of the most famous men and lovely women of England in the olden time.
‘We shall see them jesting, jousting, love-making, plotﬁngi and then anon, per-
haps, commending their souls to God in the presence of a hideous masked figure,
bearing an axe in his hands. It is such pictures as these that Mr. Dixon, with
considerable skill as an historical limner, has set before us in these volumes. Mr.
Dixon dashes off the scenes of Tower history with great spirit His descriptions
are given with such terseness and vigour that we should spoil them by any attempt
at condensation. As favourable examples of his narrative powers we may call at~
tention to the story of the beautiful but unpopular Elinor, Queen of Henry IIL, and
the description of Anne Boleyn's first and second arrivals at the Tower. Then we
have the story of the bold Bishop of Durham, who escapes by the aid of a cord
hidden in & wine-jar; and the tale of Maud Fitzwalter, imprisoned and murdered
by the caitiff John. Passing onwards, we meet Charles of Orleans, the poetic
French Prince, captured at Agincourt, and detained for flve-and-twenty years &
prisoner in the Tower. Nextwe encounter the baleful form of Richard of Gloucester,
and are filled with indignation at the blackest of the black Tower deeds. As we
draw nearer to modern times, we have the sorrowful story of the Nine Days'
Queen, poor little Lady Jane Grey. The chapter entitled “No Cross, no Crown "
is one of the most affecting in the book. A mature man can scarcely read it with-
out feeling the tears ready to trickle from his eyes. No %a.rt of the first volume
E(:llds in interest to the chapters which are devoted to the story of Sir Walter

eigh. The greater partof the second volume is occupied with the story of the
Gunpowder Plot. The narrative is extremely interesting, and will repay ﬁmal.
Another cause celébre possessed of & perennial interest, is the murder of Sir Thomas
Overbury by Lord and Lady Somerset. Mr. Dixon tells the tale skilfully. In con-
lusion, we may congratulate the author on this, his latest work. Both volumes
are decidedly attractive, and throw much light on our national history, but we
think the palm of superior interest must be awarded to the second volume.”

Frox THE ATHENAZUM :—" The present volume is superiorin sustained interest
to that by which it was preceded. The whole detailsare so picturesquely narrated,
that the reader is carried away by the narrative. The stories are told with such
hkﬂowlodge of new facts a8 to make them like hitherto unwritten chapters in our

tory.”

FroM THE MorNING Posr:—*This volume fascinates the reader’s imagination
and stimulates his curiosity, whilst throwing floods of pure light on several of the
most perplexing matters of James the First's reign. Nct inferior to any of the
author's previous works of history in respect of discernmentand logical soundness,
1t equls_t.ham in luminous expression, and surpasses some of them in romauntie
interest.”
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MESSRS. HURST AND BLACKETT’S
NEW WORKS—Continued.

THE SEVENTH VIAL; or, THE TIME OF
TROUBLE/ BEGUN, as )shown)/in. THE GREAT WAR, THE
DETHRONEMENT OF THE POPE, and other Collateral Events.
By the Rev. Jom~x Cwanaxg, D.D., &. Third Edition. 1 vol. 6s.

“ A deeply interesting work. We commend it to all who wish for able and honest
assistance in understanding the signs of the times."—Record.

“ This book is & ly b ting from beginning to end, and is marked

throughout by the same earnest and conscientious tone which characterises all Dr.
Cumming's writings on this, his favourite subject.”"—ZLondon Scotsman.

A BOOK ABOUT THE CLERGY. By J.C.

JEAFFRESON, B.A., Oxon, author of “ A Book about Lawyers,” “ A
Book about Doctors,” &c. Second Edition. 2 vols 8vo. 30s.

“ This is & book of sterling exocellence, in which all—laity as well as clergy—will
find entertainment and instruction: a book to be bought and placed permanently
in our librariea. It is written in & terse and lively style throughout, it is eminently
fair and candid, and is full of interesting information on almost every topic that
serves to illustrate the history of the English clergy. There are many other topics
of interest treated of in Mr. Jeaffreson's beguiling volumes ; but the 8 ens we
have given will prob:g% induce our readers to consult the book itself for further
information. If, in tion to the points already indicated in this article, they
wish to learn why people built such large churches in the Middle Ages, when the
population was 80 much smaller than now ; why university tutors and dignitaries
are called ‘ dons,’ and priests in olden times were called * sirs;' if they wish to read
a good account of the rationale of trials and executions for heresy; if they wish ¢
know something of Church plays and * Church ales;' if they wish to read a smash-
ing demolition of Macaulay's famous chapter on the clergy, or an interesting account
of medismval preaching and preachers, or the origin of decorating churches, or the
observance of Sunday in Saxon and Elizabethan timeg, or a fair résumé of the ‘ Ikon
Basilike’ controversy—if they wish information on any or all of these and many
other subjects, they cannot do better than order * A Book about the Clergy’ withou$
delay. Mr. Jeaffreson writes 50 well that it is a pleasure to read him."—7¥mes.

“ Honest praise may be awarded to these volumes. Mr. Jeaffreson has collected
& large amount of curious information, and a rich store of facts not ree.dﬂg to be
found elsewhere. The book will please, and it deserves to please, those who like
pi que details and pl t gossip.”"—Pall Mall Gazette.

“In Mr. Jeaffréson's book every chapter bears marks of research, diligent inves-
tigation, and muterlg views. @ only hope our readers will for themselves spend
on these amusing and well-written volumes the time and care they so well deserve,
for turn where we will, we are sure to meet with something to arrest the attention,
and gratify the taste for pleasant, lively, and instructive reading."—Standard.

A BOOK ABOUT LAWYERS. ByJ. C.JEaF-
FRESON, Barrister-at-Law, author of ‘A Book about Doctors,’ &c.
New, Revised, and Cheaper Edition. 2 vols. post 8vo. 24s.

“+A Book about Lawyers' deserves to be very popular. Mr. Jeaffreson has
accomplished his work in & very creditable manner. He has taken pains to collect
information from persons as well as from books, and he writes with a sense of
keen enjoyment which greatly enhances the reader's pleasure. He introduces us
to Lawyerdom under s variety of phases—we have lawyers in arms, lawyers on
horseback. lawyers in love, and lawyers in Parliament. We are told of their sala-
ries and fees, their wigs and gowns, their jokes and gaieties. We meet them at
home and abroad, in court, in chambers, and in pany. In the chapters headed
¢ Mirth,’ the author has gathered together a choice sheaf of anecdotes from the days
of More down to Erskine and Eldon."—Z%mes.

*‘These volumes will afford pleasure and ‘instruction to all who read them, and

they will increase_the reputation which Mr. Jeaffreson already earn h
large indusiry and great ability.’ —4 thensum. hea v od by his

[
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NEW WORKS—Continued.

A CRUISE IN GREEK WATERS ; with a Hunting
Excursion in Tunis, By Capr. TownsHESD, 2nd Life Guards.
1 vol. 8vo, with Illustrations, 15s,

“Capt. Townshend writes about the foreign lands he has visited with good hu-
mour and intelligence. His pictares of life in Algiers are vivid and truthful, and
his narrative of boar-hunting in Tunis is especially worthy of notice."—Athengum.

“ A thoroughly pleasant and agreeable book, full of picturesque deacriptions of
notable places, and the present condition, and appearance of some of the most in-
teresting countries of Europe."-— Examiner.

“ The most attractive and i ting book of travels of the season, full of acute
observation, picturesque description, and exciting adventure."—Unsted Service Mag.

A RAMBLE INTO BRITTANY. By the Rev.
G. MusgRAVE, M.A., Oxon. 2 vols., with Illustrations. 24s.

+ “Mr. Musgrave is & man of considerable information, and powers of obser-
vation. His book is interesting and amusing. He sketches the Breton landscapes
with foree and spirit."—Pail Mall Gazette.

“ Mr. Musgrave always writes pl tly, and m to combine instruction
and entertainment in very agreeable proportions.”—Ezaméiner.

“ A valuable, pleasant, and instructive book.""—Post.

WILD LIFE AMONG THE KOORDS. By
Masor F. MorivgeN, F.R.G.S. 8vo, with Ilustrations. 15s.

“ Major Millingen's interesting volume reads pleasantly as & journal of travel
in districts never that we know described before. Major Millingen is a shrewd
observer. He gives an interesting account of the Koords, and describes the mag-
nificent mnor{.of the country with skill and felicity."—Saturday Review.

* This book is amusing, and the more valuable as accounts of Koordistan are

”,

808 thengum.
* A thoroughly interesting work, which we heartily recommend.”"—Ezaminer.

TRAVELS OF A NATURALIST IN JAPAN
AND MANCHURIA. By ArtHUR ADAMS, F.L.S., Staff-Surgeon
R.N. 1 vol. 8vo, with Illustrations. 15s.

“ An amusing volume. Mr, Adams has acquired a body of interesting informa-
tion, which he set forth in & lively and agreeable style. The book will be &
favourite with naturalists, and is calculated to interest others as well."—Daily News

“A vog goodbl:ok of m; kind. HTl::n.l thor is an el:)th i ‘;l nn.]:urw:lt, taking
especial interest in entomo) . He so quick to observe the phy aspects
of nature, and the leadlngogl!nmterlsﬁea of the people he visits. ge has come
across some very humorous incidents in his travels, and these he always describes
in s lively and amusing style."—Globe.

EASTERN PILGRIMS : the Travels of Three Ladies.
By Aanes Suara. 1 vol. 8vo, with Ilustrations. 16s.

“A pleaunvd" written record of Eastern Travels in Turkey, t, Palestine,
and Greece. ritten by s lady, and narrating the pilgrimage of it has an
interest of its own. The tone is devout, and altogether the book deserves our
‘warm commendation."—Record.

MY HOLIDAY IN AUSTRIA. By LizziE SELINA
EDEN. 1 vol. post 8vo, with Ilustrations. 10s. 6d.

¢ A pleasantly-written volume."—Pall Mall Gasette.

“Miss Eden enjoyed her holiday, and her readers will share her Pleaam
Her work is easy and fluent in style, lively and pl t "—At)

« A frankly written and chatty account of a very pleasant holiday in the Au-
strian Tyrol."—Saturday Review.
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MESSRS. HURST AND BLACKETT’S
NEW WORKS—Continued.

LIFE AND REMAINS OF ROBERT LEE, D.D,,
F.R.S.E., Minister of the Church and Parish of Old Greyfriars,
Professor of Biblical ; Criticism.and Antiquities in the University
of Edinburgh, Dean-of the ‘Chapel Royal of Holyrood, and Chaplain
in Ordinary to the Queen. By RoBerr HErBERT STORY, Minister
of Romeur{ with an Introductory Chapter by Mrs. OLIPHANT,
author of “The Life of the Rev, Edward Irving,” &c. 2 vols.
demy 8vo, with Portrait. 80s.

“ We need make no spolog{ to our readers for calling their attention to the life
and writings of a msn wh y the force and energy of his character, has left an
indelible mark on the annals is country. Itis but a small thing for a man to
leave & mere name bebind hlm, even though that name be famous; it is a far
higher merit to b&mm to posterity a living infiluence, and this Dr. Lee has cer-

Iy accomplish We cordially commend the perusal of this book to every-

—Times.
“ Thll memoir fulflls one of the best uses of biography, in making us
not only with a man of remarkable character, talent, and energy, but in
llght  upon & very distinct ghue of society. It is & very curious and importmt
ary Iswry, a8 woll a8 the story of a good and able life,
devoted to the service of God and man."—Spectator.

SPIRITUAL WIVES. By W.HepworTH DIXON,
Author of ‘NEw AmEricA,’ &c. FourTH EDITION, with A NEW
PREFACE. 2 vols. 8vo. With Portrait of the Author. 30s.

“Mr. Dixon has d his subject in a phil :” ‘splrit, and in his usual
graphic manner. There is, to our think more p doctrine in one chap-
ter of some of the sensational novels which find admirers in dra.wmg—rooms and
eulogists in the press than in the whole of Mr. Dlxon 8 interesting work.”—Ezaminer.

“ No more wondrous narrative of h and r 1o stranger con-
tribution to the literature of psychology than Mr. Dixon's book has been published
since man first began to seek after the laws that govern the moral and intellectual
life of the human race. To those readers who seek in current literature the plea-
sures of intellectual excitement we commend it as & work that affords more enter-
teinment than can be extracted from a score of romances. But its power to amuse
is less noteworthy than its instructiveness on matters of highest moment. ‘Spiritual
Wives' will be studied with no less profit than interest."—Morning Post.

LUCREZIA BORGIA, DucHESS OF FERRARA; A
Biography : Illustrated by Rare and Unpublished Documents. By
‘WiiLiAM GILBERT. 2 vols. post 8vo, with Portrait. 21s.

“ A very interesting study of the character of Lucrezia Borgia. Mr. Gilbert has
done service in carefully investigating the evid on which the charges
rest which have been brought against her, and his researches are likely to produce
the more effect inasmuch as their results have been described in a manner likely
to prove generally interesting. His clear and unaffected style is admirably adapted
for biography. That Mr. Gilbert will succeed in amusing and intereating his readers
may be safely predicted.”"—=Saturday Review.

THE LIFE OF ROSSINI. By H. SUTHERLAND
Epwarps. 1 vol. 8vo, with fine Portrait. 15s.

“An emlnentli interesting, readable, and trustworthy book. Mr. Edwards was
imstinctively looked to for a life of Rossini, and the result is a very satisfactory
one. The palient features of Rossini's life and labours are grouped in admirable
order; and the book, while it conveys everything necessary to an accurate idea of
e oseal lito eeboss. wall wittion vy Mk Baards. T

“Rossini's life en we! tten by WA t will amuse every-
body."—Telegraph. i
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MESSRS. HURST AND BLACKETT’S
NEW WORKS—Continued.

FRANCIS THE FIRST IN CAPTIVITY AT
MADRID, AND oTHER HisToRIC STUDIES. By A. BAILLIE COCHRANE,
M.P. Second Edition/ | 2vola( post(8vo. 21s.

“ A pleasant, interesting, and entertaining work."—Daily News.

*“These eloquent vol tain three ing and instructive studies:
¢ Francis the First,’ * The Council of Blood,’ and *The F7u¢ht of Varennes,’ It will
not lessen the attraction of their bright pagee that the author deals jmainly with
the romantic elements of these historical passages.”—Morning Post.

PRINCE CHARLES AND THE SPANISH
MARRIAGE: A Chapter of English History, 1617 to 1623; from
Unpublished Documents in the Archives of Simancas, Venice, and
Brussels. By SaMUEL RAWSON GARDINER: 2 vols. 8vo. 80s.

“We commend Mr. Gardiner's volumes to all students of history. They have
the merit of being forcibly and ably written ; and they present intelligent, graphic,
and reliable pictures of the period to which they relate.”—Ezraminer.

THE GLADSTONE GOVERNMENT: Being
CABINET PICTURES. By a TeMPLAR. 1 vol. demy 8vo. 14s,

* This acceptable book is sure to be in demand, for it supplies just such infor-
tion as 1 readers like to have about men of mark."—Athensum,

ELEPHANT HAUNTS: being a Sportsman’s Nar-
rative of the Search for Dr. Livingstone, with Scenes of Elephant,
Buffalo, and Hippopotamus Hunting. By HuNRY FAULKNER, late
17th Lancers. 1 vol. 8vo, with IHustrations. 15s.

A TRIP TO THE TROPICS, AND HOME
THROUGH AMERICA. By the Mamquis oF LORNE. Second
Edition. 1 vol. 8vo, with Ilustrations. 15s.

“The tone of Lord Lorne's book is thoroughly healthy and vigorous, and his
remarks upon men and things are well-reasoned and acute.”—7¥mes.

MEMOIRS OF QUEEN HORTENSE, MOTHER

OF NAPOLEON III. Cheaper Edition, in 1 vol. 6s.
“ A biography of the beautiful and unhappy Queen, more satiafactory than any we
have yet met with."—Daily Netws.

THE BEAUTIFUL IN NATURE AND ART.
By Mzs. ELus. Author of ¢ The Women of England,’ &. 1 vol
crown 8vo, with fine Portrait. 10s. 6d.

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. By CarpiNaL

WiseEMAN. 1 vol. 8vo, 5s.

FAIRY FANCIES. By Lizzie SELiNA Epen. II-
lustrated by the MarcmioNess oF Hastings. 1 vol. 10s. 6d.

“¢The Wandering Lights'—the first of the *Fairy Fancies'—is a more beautiful
production, truer to the inspiration of Nature, and more likely to be genuinely
attractive to the imagination of childhood, than the famous ‘Story without an
B e B lae' | hich is perfectly charming. It has great bea

‘¢ The Princess Ilse' is a story which is perfectly c] 8 grea uty
and a real human interest,"—A thengum.



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

MARTHA. By WiLLiAM GILBERT, author of * Shir-
ley Hall Asylum,” &c. 3 vols.

CHECKMATE, | By, J. SHERIDAN LE FANU, author
of % Uncle Silas,” &c.” 8 vols.

TWO FAIR DAUGHTERS. By Peroy Firz-
QFRALD, MLA., author of “ Bella Donna,” &c. 8 vols.

“A ver{{tttncdve and enthralling tale. It is one of the most brilliant achieve-
ments of Mr. Percy Fitzgerald's pen. The character of the Doctor is a masterpiece,
and his two daughters are as charming and delightful heroines as novel reader
oould destre."—Sun.

RODERICK. By the Author of “John Arnold,” &e.
8 vols.

MY LITTLE LADY. 3 vols.

“ This book is full of life amd colour. The scenes in which the incidents arelaid
g:nrtny the experiences of & mind well stored to begin with, and quick to receive

pressions of grace and beauty. Finally, there is not a line in it that might not
be read aloud in the family circle."—Pall Mall Gaczette.

“ This story presenta s number of vivid and very charming pictures. Indeed,
the whole book is charming. It is interesting in both character and story, and
thoronghl{ good of its kind."—Saturday Review.

* A book which can be read with genuiue pleasure. The aim of the story 18 high
;nd its moral excellent, and the ¢ Little Lady' is thoroughly worthy of her name.

“One of the most remarkable and most interesting tales which has been for
some time submitted to the public.”—»Morning Post.

DRAWN FROM LIFE. By ARrcHIBALD FORBES,
Special Military Correspondent of the Daily News. 3 vols.

“ We cordially recommend this book. It certainly merits success. Our author,
the 1l pecial correspond of the Daily News, a Highlander, describes
Highland life with y ; & soldier, he depicts a soldier's career with spirit.
The narrative, moreover, is exciting and romantic."—Athencum.

“ A healthy, manly book, which interests by its honest p: e and by its graphic
delineations of scenes which we can readily believe are drawn from life.,"—

Ezxaminer.
A thoroughly well written and interesting story.”—Daily News.

DIARY OF A NOVELIST. By the Author of
“ Rachel’s Secret,” * Nature’s Nobleman,” &c. 1 vol.

“There is much to like about this book. Itis graceful, feminine, and unaffected ;
the writing is lucid and fluent, and we put down the book with & most favourable
impression,”—Pail Mall Gazette——** A. book to read, not once, but many times.
All who can do so should p it for th lves."—Literary World.

THE VILLAGE OF THE WEST. By R. W.

BADDELEY. 38 vols.

% This novel comes up to the highest standard we could fix. It raises an interest
from the inning which never for a moment flags. It is replete with incident,
and the anthor's perception of character is most clear and accurate.”—2Messenger.

QUEEN OF HERSELF. By Auick KmNvg. 3 vols.

“Miss King writes gracefully and with good p Her novels are always
interesting, and ‘ Queen of Herself ' is true, vivid, o.ng marked by unusual power."
—Ezaminer.——* A story of the very best class.”—2Messenger.
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THE NEW AND POPULAR NOVELS,
PUBLISHED BY HURST & BLACKETT.

SIR HARRY HOTSPUR. By ANTHONY TROLLOPE,
author of “ Framley Parsonage,” &c. 1 vol. 10s. 6d.

*In this novel we are 'glad’to recognise 4 return: to' what we must call Mr. Trol-
lope's old form. The characters are drawn with vigour and boldness, and the
book may do good to many readers of both sexes.”—Times. o

S Sir H.n:lv_‘gotspur,' itappears to us, is decidedly more essful than any
other of Mr. llope's shorter stories. The author has shown in this brilliant
novelette that he can interest his readers by rapid and direct sketching as well as
by the mi details and pati evolution of little traits of character that mark
his larger works. No reader who begins to read this book will lay it down until
the last page is turned."—Athensum.

“A novel of remarkable power."—Ezaminer.

*One of Mr. Trollope's very best tales."—Spectator.

THE THREE BROTHERS. By Mgs. OL1PHANT,
author of ¢ Chronicles of Carlingford,” ¢ Salem Chapel,” &c. 8 v.

“The novel-reading public may look forward to no small pleasure in the per-
usal of this latest issue of one of their best and favourite writers. It is bright and
sparkling, and full of keen observation, as well as of & genial, kindly philosophy."~—
Saturday Review. ’

“Mrs. Oliphant possesses such & finished and easy style of writing, that her
works are sure to please. We cannot too highly praise the skilful manner in
which the adventures of ‘The Three Brothers® are unfolded to the reader, and
made to engage his interest.”— 4 thencum,

THERESA. By NoeLL RADECLIFFE, author of
¢ Alice Wentworth,” ¢ The Lees of Blendon Hall,” &c. 8 vols.

“ Many passages of this novel are full of energy, contrast, and descriptive power.
It 18 original in its plot, and in one of the chief elements of gucoessfnl_novel yrlting

(In creating surprise by the sudden disclosure of wholly )
the author has shown distinguished ability.""—Post.

THE HEIR EXPECTANT. By the Author of
“ Raymond’s Heroine,” &c. 3 vols.

“In plot, details, coherence, completeness, and in the unflagging interest which
carries the reader resistlessly to the end, ‘ The Heir Expectant' is a triumph of
novelistic skill. A much more copious s.nalgsis than we have attempted would
fall to represent the impression of rich and varied power which the admirable
novel before us leaves on the mind."—Saturday Review.

A BRAVE LADY. By the Author of “John Hali-

fax, Gentleman,” &c. 8 vols.

“ A very good novel—a thoughtful, well-written book, showing a tender sym-
pathy with human nature, and permeated by & pure and noble spirit."—Ezaminer.
“'We earnestly recommend this novel. It is & special and worthy specimen of
the author's remarkable powers.”—Post.

THE VIVIAN ROMANCE. By MoRTIMER COLLINS.

“Mr. Collins has evidently seen a good deal of the world both of books and men.
He can write good English, and many of his reflections are tersely and wittily put.
He is largely gifted with the poetic temperament; his descriptions of scenery are
happlly hﬁven. and there is & sprightliness in his manner of telling his story which
makes his book extremely ret&.blo."—-]\'nm,

CLAUDE. By LapY BLAKE. 3 vols.

“Lady Blake is not only a tised but an elegant and dexterous writer.
¢Claude ' is & decided success. every sense it is & novel which need only be
read to be appreciated in the highest degree. The story is one of great interest,
and in parts of surpassing power."—Post.




Under the Especinl Putronuge of Ber PWajesty.

Published annually, in One Vol., royal 8vo, with the Arms beauti,
engraved, Aandsomely bound, with gilt edges, price S1s. 6d. Vidy

LODGE’S PEERAGE
AND BARONETAGE,

CORRECTED BY THE NOBILITY.

THE FORTIETH EDITION FOR 1871 I8 NOW READY.

Lovex's PERRAGE AND BARONETAGE is acknowledged to be the most
complete, as well as the most elegant, work of the kind. As an esta-
blished and aunthentic 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

being 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. The Archbishops and Bishops of England,

Parliamentary Roll of the House of Lords. Ireland, and the Colonies.

English, Scotch, and Irish Peers, in their | The Baronetage alphabetically arranged.
orders of Precedence. Alphabetical List of Surnames assumed by

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.
mle of Prece&i:l:]wy Baoym:ln ‘Women,
Queen and the ‘amily.
Peers of the Blood Royal v
The Peerage, alphabetically arranged.
Families of such Extinct Peers as have left
‘Widows or Issue.
habetical List of the Surnames of all the
eers.

Alphabetical List of the Second Titles of
goeem, usually borne by their Eldest
ns.
Almﬁul Index to the Daughters of
8, Marquises, and Earls, who, hav-
ing married Commoners, retain the title
of Lady before their own Christian and
their Husband’s Surnames.
Alphsbetical Index to the Daughters of
iscounts and Barons, who, having
married Commoners, are styled Honour-
able Mra.; and, in case of the husband
being a Baronet or Knight, Honourable

Lady.
M&ms alphabetically arranged and trans-

“Lodge's Peerage must supersede all other works of the kind, for two reasons: first, it
is on a 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 correctaall errors of formerworks. Itis a mostuseful publication."—7Témes.
*“A work of great value. It is the most faithful record we possess of the aristo-
%of tt:hetd‘z{"ﬂ_npmﬂ d, beli he best possible peerage. I
e best existing, and, we leve, the best b] t is th dard
suthority on the subject.”—Standard i o stan
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HURST & BLACKETTS STANDARD LIBRARY

OF CHEAP EDITIONS OF
POPULAR MODERN WORKS,

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

Each in a Bingle Volume, elegantly printed, bound, and illustrated, price 6s.

I.—SAM SLICK'S NATURE AND HUMAN NATURE.

“The first volume of Messra. Hurst and Blackett's Standard Library of Cheap Editions
forms a very good nning to what will doubtless be a very ful king.
¢ Nature and Human Nature'is one of the best of Sam Slick's witty and humorous
Frodnctione, and is well entitled to the large circulation which it cannot fail to obtain
n its present convenient and cheap shape. The volume combines with the great recom-
mendations of & clear, bold type, and good paper, the lesser but attractive merits of
being well illustrated and elegantly bound."—Post.

II.—JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.

“This is & very good and a very interesting work. It is designed to trace the career
from boyhood to age of a perfect man—a Christian gentl ; and it abounds in inci-
dent both well and highly wrought. Throughout it is conceived in a high spirit, 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.”"—Ezaminer.

“ The new and cheaper 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 ordinary book. It is a full-length portrait of a true gentleman, 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.

III.—THE CRESCENT AND THE CROSS.
BY ELIOT WARBURTON.

“ Indescndent of its value a8 an original narrative, and its useful and lntemtlntg
information, this work is remarkable for the colouring power and play of fancy wi
which its descriptions are enlivened. Among its greatest and most lasting charms is
its reverent and serious spirit."—Quarterly Review.

IV.—NATHALIE. By JULIA KAVANAGH.

“ ¢ Nathalie’ is Miss Ka h's best imaginative effort. Its manner is gracious and
attractive. Its matter is A i a tend are commanded by her
which are as individual as they are elegant.”"—Athensum. -

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 advice to &
young lady may thank the author for means of doing 80."—ZExramsner.

VI.—ADAM GRAEME. By MRS. OLIPHANT.

“ A story awakening genuine emotions of i and delight by its admirable pic-
wares of Scottish life and scenery. The author sets before us the essential attributes of
Christian virtue, their deep and silent workings in the heart, and their beautiful mani-
festations in life, with & delicaqy, power, and truth which can hardly be surpassed.”-Post

VII—SAM SLICK'S WISE SAWS AND MODERN
INSTANCES. '

“The reputation of this book will stand as long as that of Scott's or Bulwer's Novels.
Isa remarkable originality and h‘grpy descriptions of American life still continue the
sub jectof universal admiration. The new edition forms & part of Messra. Hurst and
Blackett's Cheap Standard Library, which has includéd some of ¢ he very best specimens
of light literature that ever have been written."—AMessenger. .
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HURST & BLACKETT'S STANDARD LIBRARY
(CONTINUED.)

VIIL—CARDINAL WISEMAN'S RECOLLECTIONS OF

THE LAST FOUR POPES.

“A plcﬁn‘ﬁ book on Bomo u.nd ih eeelesluﬁee.l ooverelgns. by an eloquent Roman
Catholic. Cardinal Wi h 80 much geniality, that
his recollections will excite no ﬂl—leeling in those who are most conscienclously oppaged
to every ides of human infallibility represented in Papal d "—A

IX.—A LIFE FOR A LIFE.

BY THE AUTHOR OF ¢ JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.”
“In ¢ A Life for a Life’ the author is fertunate i & good sabject, and has produced a
work of strong effect."—Athenswum.

X.—THE OLD COURT SUBURB. By LEIGH HUNT.

“ A delightful book, that will be welcome toa.n msdsrs. and most welcome to those
who have a love for the best kinds of
a n::d r:am wble mdtentermmng book not been pnbllshed since Boswell pro-

XI.—MARGARET AND HER BRIDESMATDS.

“ We recommend all who are in search of & fascinating novel to read this work for
themselves. They will find it well worth their while. There are a freshness and ori-
ginality about it quite charming.”—Athenzum.

XII.—THE OLD JUDGE. By SAM SLICK.

;nbllutlona included in this Library have all been of good quality ; many give
lnfo lon while th enwmin, and of that class the book before us is a specimen.
The manner in whlc{ Cheap Editions forming the series is produced, deserves
especial mention. The paper and print are unexceptionable ; there is a steel engraving
lne:c.h volnme, and utxlzla ontsldea of t.hem will satisfy the purchuor who likes to see
bool orm. " —E:

XIII.—DARIEN. By ELIOT WARBURTON.

This last production of the author of ‘ The Crescent and the Cross'has the same
elements of & very wide popularity. It will please its thousands."—@lobe.

XIV.—FAMILY ROMANCE; OR, DOMESTIC ANNALS

OF THE ARISTOCRACY.

BY SIR BERNARD BURKE, ULSTER KING OF ARMS.
It were impossible to praise too highly this most interesting book. It ought to be
found on every drawing-room table."—Standard.
XV.—THE LAIRD OF NORLAW. By MRS. OLIPHANT.

“The * Laird of Norlaw ' fully sustains the author's high reputation.”—Sunday ZT¥mes.

XVI.—THE ENGLISHWOMAN IN ITALY.

“'We can praise Mrs. Gretton’s book as interesting, unexaggerated, and full of oppor-
fune lnstmctlon. "—T¥mes.

XVII.—NOTHING NEW. '
BY THE AUTHOR OF “JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.”

¢ Nothing New ' displays all those saperior merits which have made *John Halifax
one of the most popular works of the day."—~Post.

XVI1.—FREER'S LIFE OF JEANNE D’'ALBRET.

“Nothing can be more interesting than Miss Freer's story of the life of Jeanne
D’Albret, and the narrative is as trustworthy as it is attractive."—/Post.

XIX.—THE VALLEY OF A HUNDRED FIRES.

BY THE AUTHOR OF “MARGARET AND HER BRIDESMAIDS.”

*If asked to classify this work, w eshould give it a place between *J. Hnllt and
The Caxtons.' "—Stan ydard. Ko e s et ohn ort
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HURST & BLACKETT'S STANDARD LIBRARY
(CONTINUED.)

XX.—THE ROMANCE OF THE FORUM.

BY PETEK BURKE, SERGEANT AT LAW.

“ A work of singular interest, which can never fail to charm. The present cheap and
elegant edition includes the true story of the Colleen Bawn."—IUustrated News.

XXI.—ADELE! || ByopJULIA ' KAVANAGH.

st Adele’ lst.hebestworkwehu.vereud by Miss Kavanagh ; it is & charming story,
full of delicate char

XXII.-—STUDIES FROM LIFE.

BY THE AUTHOR OF  JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.”

¢ These *Studies from Life ' are remarkable fer graphic power and observation. The
book will not diminish the reputation of the accomplished author."—Saturday Review.

XXITI.—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."—Athensum.

XXIV.—A BOOK ABOUT DOCTORS.

BY J. C. JEAFFRESON.

“ A delightful book."—A#henzum. * A book to be read and re-read; fit for the study
as well as the drawing-room table and the circulating library." "— Lanceb.

XXV.—NO CHURCH.

“ We advise all who have the opportunity to read this book.”—Athensum.

XXVI.—MISTRESS AND MAID.

BY THE AUTHOR OF “ JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.”
A good who]eoome book, gracefully written, and as pleasant to read as it is instrue
tive."—Ath “ A charming tale charmingly told."—Standard.

XXVIL—LOST AND SAVED. By HON. MRS. NORTON.

“+Lost and Saved ' will be read with ea.ﬁer interest. It is a vigorous novel’—ZTimes.
‘A novel of rare excellence. It is Mrs. Norton's best prose work."—ZEzaminer.

XXVIII.—LES MISERABLES. By VICTOR HUGO.

AUTHORISED COPYRIGHT ENGLISH TRANSLATION.

**The merits of ‘ Les Miserables ' do not merely consist in the coneeption of it as a
whole; it abounds, page after psﬁ. with details of unequalled beauty. In desaling with
all the' emotions, doubts, fears, ch go to make up our common humanity, M. Victor
Hugo has stamped upon every page the hall-mark of genins."—Quarterly Review.

XXIX.—BARBARA'S HISTORY.

BY AMELIA B. EDWARDS.

¢ It is not often that we light upon a novel of 80 much merit and interest as ‘ Barbara's
History." It is a work conspicuous for taste and literary culture. It is & very grwetul
and charming book, with a well-managed story, clearly-cut ch 3 and
expressed with an exquisite elocution. It is & book w{loh the world vrlu like. This is
high praise of a work of art, and 80 we intend it."—!

XXX.—LIFE OF THE REV. EDWARD IRVING.

BY MRS. OLIPHANT.

‘“ A good book on & most interesting theme."—Tmes.

“ A truly interesting and most affecting memoir. Irving's Life ought to have a niche
in every gullery of religious biegraphy. There are few lives that will be fuller of in-
nrucﬂon, interest, and consolation."—Saturday

“Mrs. Oliphant’s Life of I.rving supplies a long-felt desideratum. It is copious,
earnest and eloquent."—Edinburyh Reviex.
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HURST & BLACKETT'S STANDARD LIBRARY
(CONTINUED.)

XXXI.—S8T. OLAVE'S.
“'l‘llll charming novel is the work of one who possesses a great talent for writing, as
well as oxponeneo and knowledge of the world. ‘St Olave's’ is the work of an l.rﬁn
The whole book is worth '— Athenczum.

XXXII,.—SAM SLICK'S AMERICAN HUMOUR.
* Dip where you will into the lottery of fun, you are sure to draw out a prize.”—Post.

XXXIII.—CHRISTIAN'S MISTAKE.
BY THE AUTHOR OF “JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.”

4 A more charming story, toouriuto.humrelybeen written. The writer has hit
oﬂlclrcloot varied characters all true to natare, and has entangled them in a story
which keeps us in suspense till its knot ls hsp ily and gracefully resolved. Even if
tried by the dard of the Archbish we should expect that even he would
pronounce * Christian's Mistake' & novel wiﬂ:ont & fault."—7T¥mes.

XXXIV.—ALEC FORBES OF HOWGLEN.

BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, LL.D.

% No account of this story would ﬂse any idea of the profonnd interest that pervades
the work from the first page to the last."—Athenccum.

XXXV.—AGNES. By MRS. OLIPHANT.

“¢Agnes' i8 & novel 8! tE"erlor to any of Mrs. Oliphant's former works."—Athenccum.
* A story whose pathetic beauty appeal irresistibly to all readers.”—Post.

XXXVI.—A NOBLE LIFE.
BY THE AUTHOR OF “ JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.”

“This is one of those pleasant tales in which the author of ‘John Halifax' speaks
out of a generous heart the purest truths of life."—Ezaminer. *Few men, and no
women, will read ‘A Noble Life ' without finding themselves the better.”"—Spectator.

XXXVIL.—NEW AMERICA. By HEPWORTH DIXON.

“ A very interesting book. Mr. Dixon has written thoughtfully and well."—7¥mes.

“Mr. Dixon's book is the work of & keen observer. During his residence at Salt Lake
City, he was able to gnher much valuable and interesting information respecting Mor-
mon life and society."—Quarterly Review.

“ There are few books of this season likely to excite so much general curiosity as Mr.
Dixon's very entertaining and instructive work on New Amerlm.."—l’au Jlall Gazette.

“We recommend every one who feels any in h to read Mr.
Dixon's very interesting book."—Saturday Review.

XXXVIIL.—ROBERT FALCONER.

BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, LL.D.

« ¢Robert Falconer ' is & work brimful of life and humour and of the deepest human
interest. It is & book to be returned to again and again for the deep and searching
knowledge it evinces of human thoughts and feelings."—.Athenarum.

“This book is one of intense beauty and truthfulness. It reads like an absolutely
faithful history of a life."—Pall Mall Gazette.

XXXIX.—THE WOMAN’'S KINGDOM.

BY THE AUTHOR OF “JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.”
“¢The Woman's Kingdom ' sustains the author's re, utatlon as & writer of the
purest and noblest kind of domestic stories. The noveEsu lesson is given with ad-
mirable force and sweetness."—Athensum. .

XL.—ANNALS OF AN EVENTFUL LIFE.

BY GEORGE WEBBE DASENT, D.C.L.
“ A racy, well-written, and original novel. The mwemt never flags. The whole
work sparkles with wit and humour.”"—Quarterly Revietw.
“This is & very interesting novel: wit, humour, and keen observation abound in
every page while the characters are life-like."— T¥mes. ‘) Ed
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